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An  Hymn  to  the  Supreme  Being.    In  Imita- 
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An  Epigram :  to  a  Gentleman,  who  asked  my 

sentiments  of  him   il 

An  Epigram:  on  Punch i* 

An  Epigram:  on  Marriage  il 

An  Epigram.    On  the  mme 21 

£a  E^taph,  on  a  favourite  Lap-Dog   

The  Autboi's  Picture 

Adrice  to  the  Ladies.    A  Satire    

Horace,  Ode  xiii.  Book  i.  Imitoted  ^1 

An  Elegy  to  a  Lady,  with  HammondVi  Elagiea.    I 

OdetoAmynta  i 

An  Elegy.    Inscribed  to  C*- S—- Esq. ft; 

To  John  M'laurin,  Esq.  (now  Lord  Dt^horn* 
one  of  the  Senators  of  the  College  of  Jua- 

tice.)    With  the  Anther's  Poems \ 

Extempore  Verses,  spoken  at  the  Desire  of  n 

Gentleman  9 

To  the  reverend  Mr.  Spence,  fate  Professor  of 
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theThames.  fn  imitation  of  Horace,  B.3LOde9. 294 

To  Ozias  Humphry,  Esq.  ib. 

Mr.  Wilkes's  Soliloqay,  the  Day  befbl«  his 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  COTTON. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


vfF  Dr.  Cotton's  early  history  no  account  has  been  given  by  bb  numerous  reladons. 
Frwn  a  passage  in  one  of  his  letters  that  will  be  mentioned  hereafter,  it  may  be  con- 
cluded with  some  degree  of  probability,  that  he  was  bom  in  the  year  nojy  but  in 
mhat  county,  or  of  what  family,  b  not  known.  He  studied  physic  under  the  celebrated 
Boerbaave,  at  Leyden,  and  it  is  supposed  he  took  his  degree  at  that  university,  which 
was  then  the  first  medical  school  in  Europe,  and  the  resort  of  all  who  wished  to  derive 
honour  from  the  place  of  their  education. 

On  h»  return,  he  endeavoured  to  establish  himself  as  a  general  ptactitioner,  but 
arcomstaDces  leading  him  more  particularly  to  the  study  of  the  various  species  of 
kaacy,  he  vfas  induced  to  become  the  successor  of  a  Dr.  Crawley,  who  kept  a  house 
ht  the  reception  of  lunatics  at  Dunstable  in  Bedfordshire ;  and  having  engaged  the 
kottse-kceper,  and  prevailed  on  the  patients'  friends  to  consent  to  their  removal,  he 
opened  a  house  for  their  reception  at  St  Albans. 

Bene  he  continued  for  some  years,  addin[{  to  his  knowledge  of  the  nature  of  mental 
^MMderSy  and  acquiring  considerable  fame  by  the  success  and  humanity  of  his  mode  of 
fteatmcot.  When  his  patients  began  to  increase,  he  found  it  necessary  to  have  a  larger 
haase,  where  he  formed  a  more  regular  establishment,  and  dignified  it  by  the  name  of 
Tbe  College.  His  private  residence  was  in  St.  Peter's^treet,  in  the  town  of  St.  Albans, 
mA  was  long  known  as  the  only  honse  in  that  town  defended  from  the  efGscts  of 
%klniDg  by  a  conductor. 

IW  cares  of  his  college,  and  the  education  of  his  numerous  fiimfly,  oocopied  near 
Ike  whole  of  his  long  life.  His  poems,  and  prose  pieces,  were  probably  the  amuse« 
man  of  each  hours  as  he  could  snatch  from  the  duties  of  his  professbn.  He  carried 
ea  alM  an  CKtennve  correspondence  with  some  of  the  literary  characters  of  the  day, 
hv  whom,  as  well  at  by  all  who  knew  htm,  he  was  beloved  for  his  amiable  and  en*^ 
gpigbg  nmmers;  among  others,  he  corresponded  with  Dr.  Doddridge^ ,  and  appears 
to  have  read  nmch,  and  thought  much  on  subjects  which  are  usually  considered  at  • 
[  to  the^provnice  of  divines. 


1  AMBg  Dr.  Doddridge's  Uttm,piibliBk»dial7dP,bnaflb9tiivk^  Dr.  Oottoo,  on  tlie 
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4  UFE  OP  COTTON. 

He  is  not  blown  to  baTe  produced  any  thing  of  the  medical  kind^  eioept  a 
quarto  pamphlet,  entitled  Obsenrations  on  a  particular  kind  of  Scarlet  Fever  that 
lately  prevailed  in  and  about  St.  Albans,  1749.  The  dates  of  some  of  his  poetical 
pieces  show,  that  he  was  an  early  suitor  to  the  muses.  Hb  Visions  in  Verse,  were  first 
published  in  1751 »  again  in  176^  and  frequently  since.  He  contributed  likewise  a 
few  pieces  to  Dodsley's  collection.  A  complete  collection  of  his  productions,  both  in 
prose  and  verse,  was  published  in  179U  ^  vols,  12mo.  by  one  of  his  sons,  but  without 
any  memoir  of  the  author.  For  much  of  what  is  now  given,  I  am  indebted  to  a  cor« 
respondent  m  the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  who  appears  to  have  known  Dt.  Cotton,  and 
kindly  and  readily  answered  the  inquiries  I  sent  to  that  never-failing  source  of  literary 
information. 

Dr.  Cotton  was  twice  married ;  first,  about  the  year  1738,  to  Miss  Anne  Pembroke, 
sister  to  George  Pembroke,  esq.  formerly  of  St.  Albans,  receiver-general  for  the  county 
of  Hertford,  and  to  Joseph  Pembroke,  town-clerk  of  St  Albans.  By  this  lady,  who 
died  in  1749*  he  had  issue ;  1.  Mary,  who  became  the  second  wife  of  John  Osbom^ 
esq.  of  St«  Albans,  and  died  without  issue,  Nov.  2,  1 790 ;  2.  Anne,  who  became  the 
second  wife  of  major  Brjooke  of  Bath,  and  died  July  19,  1800,  leaving  a  son  and 
daughter,  since  dead ;  3.  Nathaniel,  who  was  entered  of  Jesus  CoBege,  Cambridge, 
where  he  proceeded  B.  A.  1766,  and  M«A.  17^9,  and  is  now  vicar  of  Wilford  or 
Welford,  in  Northamptonshire ;  4.  Joseph,  now  a  director  of  the  honourable  East 
India  Company ;  5.  Phebe,  married  to  George  Bradshaw,  esq.  smce  dead ;  €•  Katha- 
rine, who  died  unmarried,  Dec/  2,  178O,  and  is  buried  under  an  altar  tomb  m  the 
church  yard  of  St  Peter's,  St  Albans,  with  the  two  following  lines  under  her  name : 

Time  wm,  like  thee,  she  life  powea'd. 
And  time  thall  be^  that  tlKM  fhalt  iMt 

He  had  also  by  hb  first  wife,  a  son  andl  daughter,  who  died  in  infiuiey.  Ife  mar- 
tied,  secondly,  in  ]730»  or  1 751,  Miss  Hannah  Everett,  who  died  May  1772^  leaving 
a  too,  now  living,  and  two  daughter^,  since  dead. 

From  his  letfeevs  it  appears,  that  flt>oat  the  year  1780  his  health  was  guntiy  im* 
paired.  He  was  much  emacialed,  and  his  limbs  so  weak,  as  to  be  insufieient  \p  sup- 
port hia  weight  The  languors,  likewise,  which  be  suffered,  were^o  frequent  nod  se» 
vere,  as  to  tbrealen  an  entire  stop  to  the  drcntation,  and  were  sometimes  acoompanied 
with  that  most  distressing  of  all  sensations,  an  anxiety  eirca  prmeardkk  His  BMmory 
loo  began  to  fiiil,  and  any  subject  which  requiieda  little  thought  was  a  buifthcB  hasrdly 
supportable.  He  died  AuguA  2,  1788,  and  we  are  lohi  his  age  was  so  iw  unknowa^ 
t}Kat  the  persoa  who  entered  his  burial  in  the  parish  register,  wrote  after  his  Qame^ 
**  eighty-^ight  at  least."  Foom  the  letter,  however,  aUuded  to  in  the  beginning  ^  this» 
mtmiMff,  we  may  attain'  rather  more  ^certainty  ia  this  matter.  That  letter  was  written 
on  tiie  death  of  his  daughJber  Katharme,  in  1780,  when  he  sajs^  **  ht  had  paased 
almost  three  winters  beyond  the  usual  boaudarj  appropriated  t»  httaum  IShp  and  Imd 
thus  transcended  the  longevity  of  a  septuagenarian^  Thii^  thcM&w^  will  fin  Iris  nga 
at  eighty-one,  or  eighty-two. 

He  was  uiterred  with  his  two  wives  m  St.  Peter's  church-yard,  under  an  altar-tomb» 
between  those  of  his  two  daughters,  Mary,  and  Katherinc,  on  which  nothing  more  ia 
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LIFC  OF  COTTON.  « 

Him  "  Hoc  Me  dcpotited  tfae  icanin  of  Aane,  HaMMh,  aad  Nathaiuel 

If  M  ham  hm  pftHkdan  ef  the  life  of  Dr.  Oottoo,  we  have  nuioy  testunonies  to 
Ihecaedleiioe  of  hk  character.  We  find  from  Mr.  Hayley's  Life  of  Cowper,  that  be 
had  aft  OM  tioM,  aoMmg  bis  patitets,  that  amiabk  and  interestiog  poet,  wbo  tpeaki  of 
Ik.  Cottoa's  aenioei,  io  a  maimer  that  ibrms  a  noble  tribute  to  his  memory.  The 
kiter  m  wk\A  this  panage  occurs,  is  dated  Joly  4,  1765. 

**  I  leckoo  it  one  instance  of  the  Providence  that  has  attended  me  throughout  this 
uhole  event,  that  untead  of  being  delivered  mto  the  hands  of  one  of  the  London  pby- 
■aini»  who  were  so  much  nearer  that  I  wonder  I  was  not,  I  was  carried  to  Dr.  Cot- 
tau.  I  was  not  only  treated  by  him  with  the  greatest  tenderness  while  I  was  ill,  and 
with  the  utmost  diligence,  but  when  my  reason  was  restored  to  me,  and  I  had  so  much 
need  of  a  religious  friend  to  converse  with,  to  whom  I  could  open  my  mind  upon  the 
sal^ect  without  reserve,  I  could  hardly,  have  found  a  fitter  person  for  the  purpose. 
Ifj  cagemcm  and  anxiety  to  settle  m;  opinions  upon  that  long  neglected  point,  made 
it  iMK— ly,  tliat  while  my  mind  was  yet  weak,  and  my  spirits  uncertain,  I  should  have 
tome  MBrtance  The  doctor  was  as  ready  to  admmister  relief  to  me  in  this  article 
fkemmt,  and  as  wdl  qualified  to  do  it  as  in  that  which  was  more  immediately  his  pro- 
viaee.  Haw  naoy  pbyiicians  would  have  thought  this  an  irregular  a(^)etite,  and  a 
symptooi  of  femaimng  madness!  But  if  it  were  so;  my  friend  was  as  mad  as  myseif» 
■d  it  k  weU  for  me  that  he  was  so.*" 

Mr*  Uayley  says,  that  Dr.  Cotton  was  ^  a  scholar  and  a  poet,  who  added  to  many 
aoooop  lishments,  a  peculiar  sweetness  of  manners,  in  very  advanced  life,"  when  Mr 
Haylej  had  tiie  "pleasure  of  a  personal  acquaintance  with  him.  In  a  subsequent  part 
rf  Us  Life  of  Cowper,  the  latter,  alludmg  to  an  mquiry  respecting  Dr.  Cotton's  works, 
pm  tiie  firflowiug  compliment  to  his  abilities'—'*  1  did  not  know  that  he  had  written 
my  tfiiog  newer  than  his  Visions :  I  have  no  doubt  that  it  is  so  far  worthy  of  him  as 
Id  be  piooa  and  sensible,  and  I  believe,  no  man  living  is  better  qualified  to  write  on 
sadb  aabjeds,  as  his  title  seems  to  announce.  Some  years  have  passed  aince  I  heard 
tnm  him,  and  considering  his  great  age,  it  is  probable  that  I  shall  hear  from  him  no 
■OK,  bvt  I  shall  always  lesptd  him.  He  is  truly  a  philosopher,  according  to  my 
jadgBMOt  of  the  character,  every  tittle  of  his  knowledge  in  natural  subjects,  being  con- 
ascited  Jn  his  mind,  with  the  firm  belief  of  an  omnipotent  agent.'' 

To  tlMse  testimonies,  which  can  be  corroborated  by  a  perusal  of  his  writings^  little 
need  be  added.  His  writmgs  are  uniformly  in  frivour  of  piety  and  benevolence,  and 
Ui  cmTcyondepce,  from  which  many  extracts  are  given  m  the  kte  edition  of  his 
ipoifcs^  justifies  the  high  lespect  in  which  he  was  held  by  his  numerous  friends.  His 
prase  pieces  consist  of  reflections  on  some  parts  of  Scripture,  which  he  has  entitled 
.  and  various  Essays  on  Health,  Husbandry,  Zeal,  Marriage,  and  other  mis* 
topics.  One  of  these,  entitled  Mirza  to  Selim,  (an  imitation  of  Lyttelton's 
Letters)  is  said  to  relate  to  the  death  of  the  rev.  Rol>ert  Romney,  D.  D.  vicar 
ef  SL  Altians^  which  happened  m  17i3.  When  dying,  this  gentleman  propheaed  that 
hii  htother  and  heir  would  not  long  eiyoy  his  inheritance,  which  proved  true,  as  he 
disd  ia  June  1746. — Some  of  these  EsAiys  were  probably  written  for  the  periodical 
,  and  othe0  for  the  amusement  of  private  friends. 
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Hb  abiEtiesas  a  poet  demand  no  parade  of  critkisin.  He  appears  to  have  written 
with  ease,  and  had  a  happy  turn  for  decorating  his  reflections  in  familiar  verse :  but 
•we  find  very  little  that  is  original,  fendful,  or  vigorous.  He  scarcely  ever  attempts 
imager^-,  or  description,  and  no  where  rises  beyond  a  certain  level  diction  adapted  to 
the  class  of  readers^  whom  he  was  most  anxious  to-pkase.  Yet  his  Visions  have  been 
popular,  and  deserve  to  continue  so.  Every  sensible  and  virtuous  mind  acquiesces  in 
tiie  truth,  and  propriety  of  his  niosal  reflections,  and  will  love  the  poems  lor  the  sak^ 
of  the  writer. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


TO  THl 

DOWAGER  COUNTESS  SPENCER, 

THESE  TWO  SBfAIX  VOLUMES  ABB,  BY  PEBMISSIOK, 
INSCRIBED. 

The  author  being  well  known  to  her  ladyship  for  many  years,  this 
poUic  testimony  of  approbation  of  his  life  and  works  given  by  her, 
wbose  high  station  and  rank  preclude  her  not  from  a  laudable  and  eminent 
xeal  in  the  cause  of  religion  and  goodness,  is  particularly  acknowledged 

H£E  ladyship's 

most  obliged^  and  most  obedient  servant, 

Nathaniel  Cotton^ 
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FABLE    L 

and  difif«aM  in<mr 
ike  dstintciwe  conupuwcm  qf 


W 


IB  BKi»  ram  Am,  ahd  tox  iPAiaow. 

dnn,  *!■  and  in  days  of  old, 

1  codM  talk,  and  biids  cooM 
it  fecflM  the  hmnan  race 
tte  ipeaker'i  place. 
\  ■  icpoct  ba  tniey 
mA  the  tile  relates  to  70a) 
■et  a  spairov,  ant,  and  bee, 
vesson'd  and  convened  as  we.    * 
TCBda  Bj  page  will  doubtless  granty 
Pke^  &e  vise  tndoatrioQs  aoL 

viHi  lialf  an  erfe  may  see, 
dly^  if  die  busy  bee* 
tfaflB  are  two— Bat  wbere^s  the  third  ? 
yoor  sebooi,  you 'n  find  the  bird. 
'  1  I  ask  yonr  pardon,  fiur, 
An  inre  jon  11  find  no  qparrow  there. 

Sssr  to  Bj  tde.— ;One  somner's  morn 
A  hne  Tm^f^  o^er  the  verdant  ktini  j 
ftndfane  to  hnshand  ercry  hoor, 
And  anke  ^m  nsost  of  every  flow*r. 
":  to  stalk  she  fiiesik 
I  nHh  ydkar  wax  her  thighs; 
I  wfckA  the  artist  bnflds  her  comb, 
lad  haepa  aU  tight  and  wann  at  home ; 
<>  fipBB  tbe  cowslip^  golden  bells 
asckshoDey  to  cmeh her  ceils;  ^ 

Or  tm|  twptiqg  rose  ifaianes. 
Or  apa  tte  lay's  ftagrsnt  dews, 
TemewrfobethesMning 
Olr  ss  Mto  beauty,  nr  peininie. 
tkns  Ae  ^Khaig'd  m  every  way 
Iha  vvow  duties  of  the  day. 
Itcksae'd  a  firqgnl  ant  was  near, 
""  rwwiiBTOvM  o'er  by  care: 


A  great  economist  was  she. 
Nor  less  laborious  than  the  bee ; 
By  pensive  parents  often,  taught 
What  ills  arise  from  want  of  thoo^ ; 
That  poverty  on  sloth  depends. 
On  poverty  the  loss  of  friends. 
Hence  every  day  the  ant  is  found 
With  anxious  steps  to  tread  the  ground  ; 
With  curious  search  to  trace  the  gram. 
And  drag  the  heavy  load  with  pain. 
The  active  bee  with  pleasure  saw 
The  ant  fulfil  her  parents'  law. 
'*  Ah  !  sister-labourer,**  says  she, 
"  How  very  fortunate  are  we  I 
Who,  taught  in  in&ncy  ta  know 
The  comforts  which  from  labour  fiow. 
Are  Independent  of  the  great. 
Nor  know  the  wints  of  pride  and  stste. 
Why  is  our  food  so  very  sweet  ? 
Because  we  earn  before  we  eat. 
Why  are  our  wants  so  very  few  ? 
Because  we  Nature's  calls  pursuob 
Whence  our  complacency  of  mind  f 
Because  we  act  our  parts  assigned. 
Have  we  incessant  tasks  to  do  ? 
Is  not  all  nature  busy  too } 
Doth  not  the  Sun  wit)i  constant  pace 
Persist  to  ran  his  annual  race  ? 
Do  not  the  stars  which  rtiine  so  bright, 
Benew  thdr  counes  every  night  ? 
Doth  not  the  ox  obedient  bow 
His  patient  neck,  and  draw  the  plough  f  ' 
Or  when  did  e*er  the  generous  steed 
Withhold  his  labour  or  his  speed ) 
U  you  all  nature's  system  scaa, 
f  is  max 


The  only  idle  thing  i 

A  wanton  q;iarrow  longM  to  hear 
This  sage  discoarsey  and  straight  drew  1 
The  biitl  was  talkative  and  load. 
And  very  pert^  and  very  proud  ; 
As  worthless  and  as  vain  a  thof 
Perhaps  as  ever  wore  a  wing. 
^  found,  as  on  a  spimY  ehe  saL 

daq^faichat; 


The  little  fritonds  were  i 
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That  virtue  was  their  fkrourite  theme. 
And  toil  and  probity  their  scheme : 
Such  talk  was  batefol  to  her  breast, 
She.  thought  them  arrant  pnides  at  be9t 
When  to  displays  her  miugfaty  mindy 
Hungei'  with  cruelty  combin'd ; 
She  view'd  the  ant  with  savage  eyes. 
And  hopt,  and  hopt  to  snatch  her  prize* 
The  bee,  who  watch'd  her  opening  bill^ 
And  guess*d  her  fell  design  to  kill, 
AskM  her  from  what  her  anger  rose^ 
And  why  she  treated  ants  as  foes  ? 

The  sparrow  her  reply  began. 
And  thus  the  conversation  ran. 
'   "  Whenever  I  'm  disposM  to  dine, 
I  think  the  whole  creation  mine ; 
That  I  'm  a  bird  of  high  degree. 
And  every  insect  made  far  me. 
Hence  oft  I  search  the  emmet  brdod. 
For  emmets  are  delicious  food. 
And  oft  in  wantonness  and  play, 
I  slay  ten  thousand  in  a  day :  ' 

For  truth  it  is,  without  disguise. 
That  I  love  mischief  as  my  eyes." 

**  Oh  !  fie,*>  the  honest  bee  replyM, 
**  I  fiear  you  make  base  man  your  gnidb 
Of  every  creature  sure  the  worst, 
Tho'  in  creation*s  scale  the  first ! 
Ungrateful  man !  'tis  strange  be  thrives, 
"Who  burns  the  bees  to  rob  their  hives  1 
I  bate  his  vile  administration, 
And  so  do  all  the  emmet  nation. 
What  fatal  foes  to  birds  are  men, 
Quite  from  the  eagle  to  the  wren  ! 
Oh  t  do  not  men's  example  take, 
W^ho  mischief  do  for  mischiePs  sake ; 
But  spare  the  ant^-her  worth  demanda 
£st«em  and  friendslup  at  your  hands. 
A  mind,  with  every  virtue  blest. 
Mutt  raise  compassion  in  your  breast*  - 

*<  Virtue  •"  rejuin'd  the  sneering  bird, 
"  where  did  you  learn  that  gothic  word? 
Since  I  was  hatcb'd  I  never  heard 
That  virtue  was  at  all  rever'd. 
But  say  it  was  the  antients'  claim. 
Yet  modems  disavow  the  name. 
Unless,  my  dear,  you  read  romance^ 
I  cannot  reconcile  your  fancies. 
Vrtue  in  fairy  tales  is  seen 
To  play  the  goddess  or  the  queen  f 
Bat  what's  a  queen  without  the  pow% 
Or  beauty,  child,  without  a  dow'r  i 
Yet  this  is  all  that  virtue  brags  ^ 
M  best  'tis  only  worth  in  rags. 
Soch  whims  my  very  heart  derides. 
Indeed  you  make  me  burst  my  sides. 
TVust  me,  miss  Bee— to  speak  the  truth, 
I  've  copied  man  from  earliest  youth ; 
Ute  same  our  taste,  the  same  oar  school 
Passion  and  appetite  our  rule  ; 
And  call  me  bird,  or  call  me  sinner, 
I  '11  ne'er  forego  my  sport  or  dinner.'? 

A  prowling  cat  the  miscreant  spies, 
And  wide  expands  her  amber  eyes. 
T^ear  and  more  near  Grimalkin  draws. 
She  wags  her  tail,  protends  her  paws ; 
Then  springing  on  her  thoughtless  prey, 
fibe  bore  the  vicioiis  bird  away. 

Thus  in  her  cruelty  and  pride. 
The  wicked;  wanton  sparrow  dy'd. 


FABLE    ir. 


That  tru$  virtue  coruutt  in  action,   and  not 
.^fecukUitnu 

•       ma  SCRpLAB  AND  TRB  CAT. 

Laboue  entitles  man  to  eat. 

The  idle  have  no  claim  to  meat. 

This  rule  must  every  station  fit. 

Because  'tis  drawn  from  sacred  writ. 

And  yet,  to  feed  bo  such  condition. 

Almost  amounts  to  prohibition. 

Rome's  priesthood  wou'd  be  doom'd,  I  fear. 

To  eat  soup  maigre  all  the  jrear. 

And  wou'd  not  Oxford's  cloister'd  sod 

By  this  hard  statute  be  undone  ?    . 

In  truth,  your  poet,  were  be  fed 

No  oft'ner  thatt  he  eariis  lri»  brea^. 

The  vengeance  of  this  law  wouCd  fod. 

And  often  go  without  a  meaL 

It  seem'd  a  scholar  and  his  cat 
Together  join'd  in  social  chat 
When  thus  the  letter'd  youth  began— 
"  Of  what  vast  consequence  is  man ! 
Lords  of  this  nether  globe  we  shine. 
Our  tenure's  held  by  right  divine. 
Bere  independence  waves  its  plea. 
All  creatures  bow  the  vassal  knee. 
Nor  earth  alone  can  hound  our  reign. 
Ours  is  the  empire  of  the  main. 

"  True-Hnan's  a  sovereign  prince^— bat  my. 
What  art  sustains  the  numarch's  sway. 
Say  from  what  source  we  iietch  sapplies, 
I'is  here  the  grand  inquiry  lies. 
Strength  is  not  man's--4br  strength  most  snft 
Best  with  the  structure  t>f  a  brute. 
Nor  traft  nor  cunning  ean  suffice, 
<A  fox  might  then  dispute  the  prizOi 
To  god-like  reason  'tis  we  owe 
Our  ball  and  sceptre  here  below. 

"  Now  your  associate  next  explains 
To  whom  precedence  appertains. 
And  sure  'tis  ea^  to  divine 
The  leaders  of  this  royal  line. 
Note  that  all  tradesmen  I  attest 
But  petty  princes  at  the  best 
Superior  excellence  you  'II  find 
In  those,  who  cultivate  the  mind. 
Hence  beads  of  colleges,  you  'U  own. 
Transcend  th'  assessors  of  a  throne. 
Say,  Evans,  have  you  ^y  doubt  ? 
You  cant  ofiend  by  speaking  out" 

W;ith  visage  placid  and  sedate,     • 
Puss  thus  address'd  her  learned  mate. 

"  We're  told  that  none  in  Nature's  pla» 
Disputes  pre-eminence  with  man. 
But  this  is  still  a  dubious  case 
To  me,  and  all  our  purring  race. 
We  grant  mdeed  to  partial  eyes 
Men  may  appear  supremely  i^se. 
But  our  sagacknis  rabbies  hold. 
That  all  which  glitters  is  not  gold. 
Pray,  if  yoor  haughty  daikns  be  true. 
Why  are  our  manners  ap'd  by  you  ? 
Whene'er  you  think,  all  cats  agree;. 
You  shAt  your  optica,  just  aB  we. 
Pray,  why  like  cats  so  wrapt  in  though 
If  ypu  by  cats  were  never  taught } 
.  But  know,  our  tabby  schools  maii^^jp 
1  Worth  is  not  centei^d  in  tht  braia. 
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ICot  Ifcat  Mr  ««|tes  timght  deipiw— 

3m>— but  in  acikm  Tiitue  lies. 

We  fiad  it  by  eacperience  fiusty 

l^aitlioogitt  must  npen  into  aflt ; 

Or  ai  no  real  fame  acqaires. 

Bat  virtue  in  the  bad  expires. 

Tte  point  yoar  orchard  can  d^ide— 

Observe  its  ^y  antumnnl  pride. 

For  treet  are  held  id  high  repute, 

Not  fer  their  blonoms,  but  tbeir  fruit 

If  fo^  then  Millar's  ^  page  decrees 

Mere  stfaobrs  to  be  barren  trees. 

But  if  these  varioos  reasons  fail, 

iet  my  example  onoe  prevaiL 
*  When  to  yonr  chamber  yon  repttr; 

Tonr  uropetty  employs  my  care. 

Aad  vrtiile  you  sink  in  sweet  repose^ 

Mv  faitfalul  eyelids  never  close. 

liliAi  banger  prompts  the  mouse  to  steal. 

Then  I  dspiay  my  honest  zeal ; 

Trae  ID  my  charge,  these  talons  s^ize    * 

The  vietcfay  who  dares  purloin  your  cheese. 

Or  ihoald  the  thief  assault  your  bread, 

I  Arike  tbe  audacions  felon  dead. 

**  Nor  say  1  sf^ng  at  smaller  game^> 
My  ptDifcss  slaugbtcr'd  rats  proclaim. 
Fm  lold,  your  generals  often  fly. 
When  danger,  and  when  death  are  nigh  : 
Kav,  when  nor  death  nor  danger's  near, 
As  foor  coQtt-inartials  make  appear. 
VIko  in  yoar  service  we  engage, 
▼e  brave  the  pilfering  villaip^s  rage  ^ 
Ke'er  take  adTaotage  of  the  night. 
To  aeditate  inglorious  flight ; 
BtM  itand  reaolv'd,  when  foes  defy. 
To  oonqner,  or  to  bravely  die. 

**  Hcaue,  bookwonm,  learn  our  duty  hero- 
b  active  life  in  every  sphere. 
Koov  too^  tliere  's  scarce  a  brute  but  ^an 
lin  snpercitioas  man." 


FABLB    III. 


7W  snr  forHtude  and  perseverance  should  be  pro- 
partianaie  io  ike  degree  and  duration  of  our  tuf- 
ftrimgt. 

irafTOHB  Aia>  TU   MABlMtaSb 

Warn  sore  calamities  we  feel,. 

Aad  aorrow  treads  on  sorrow's  heel, 

Onr  coarage  and  our  strengib,  we  say, 

Are  inaadBcknCfur  the  day. 

This  BMUi's  m  poor  dejected  elf. 

Who  fein  would  run  away  from  self. 

Tot  tnra  to  Germany,  you  '11  find 

ita  atlni  of  a  human  nund  t 

Sat  heie  1  deviate  feom  my  plan. 

For  Proasin's  king  is  more  than  man  I 

hfciiui  beings  soit  my  rhyme, 

Mysehcmeiy  my  genius,  and  my  time ; 

Mm,  birds,  and  beasts,  with  now  and  then 

A  pspm  god,  to  grsoe  my  pen. 

A  vcskI  boond  Ibr  India's  coast. 
The  mBnefanats  confidence  and  boast,  , 
Pan  fath  to  sea — the  gentle  deep 
~  I  iti  boisteixMH  god  asleep. 

1  Tits  writer  on  Botany. 


Three  cheeiful  shouts  the  sailorti  gat«i 
And  zephyrs  curl  the  shining  wave. 
A  halcyon  sky  prevails  awhile. 
The  iritons  and  the  nereids  smile. 
These  omens  &irest  hopes  impress. 
And  half  insure  the  George  sucoess. 

What  casual  ills  these  hopes  destroy  I 
To  change  how  sUl^t  every  joy  I 
When  dangers  most  remote  appear. 
Experience  proves  those  dangers  near. 
Thus,  boast  of  health  whene'er  you  please. 
Health  is  next  neighbour  to  disease 
Tis  prudence  to  suspect  a  foe. 
And  fortitude  to  meet  tbe  blow. 
In  wisdom's  rank  he  stands  the  first. 
Who  stands  prcpar'd  to  meet  tbe  wont* 

For  lo !  uunomber'd  clouds  arise. 
The  sable  legions  spread  the  skies. 
The  storm  aroond  the  vessel  raves. 
The  deep  displays  a  thousand  graves. 
With.active  hands  and  fearless  hearts 
The  sailors  play  their  various  parts ; 
They  ply  the  pumps,  they  furl  the  sails, 
Yet  nought  their  diligence  avails. 
The  tempest  thickens  every  hour. 
And  mocks  the  feats  of  human  pow*r. 

The  sailors  now  their  fate  deplore, 
Estrang'd  to  every  fear  before. 
With  wild  surprises  their  eye-balls  gbun^ 
Their  honest  breasts  admi^  despair. 
All  farther  efforts,  they  decline. 
At  once  all  future  hopes  resign  ; 
And  thus  abandoning  their  skilC     « 
They  give  the  ship  to  drive  at  will. 

Straight  enter'd  with  majestic  grace, 
A  form  of  roone  than  human  race, 
The  god  an  azure  mantle  wore, 
His  hand  a  forked  scqvtre  bore  ; 
When  thus  tbe  monarch  of  tbe  main— « 

"  How  dare  you  deem  your  labours  vain  } 
Shall  man  exert  himself  the  less, 
Because  superior  dangers  press  ? 
How  can  I  think  your  heart  sincere,  * 
Unless  you  bravely  persevere  > 
Know,  mortals,  that  when  perils  rise. 
Perils  enhance  the  glqrious  prize. 
But,  who  deserts  himself,  shall  be 
Deserted  by  the  gods  and  me. 
Hence  to  your  charge,  and  do  your  bes^ 
My  trident  shall  da  all  the  rest." 
The  marines  their  task  renew, 
AU  to  their  destin'd  province  flew. 
The  winds  are  hush'd— the  sea  subsides. 
The  gaUaut  George  in  safety  rides. 


FABLE    IV. 


The  folly  of  pasting  a  hasty  and  derogatory  judg-* 
ment  upon  the  noxious  animais  of  the  creation* 

TBI   8BAV  AND  THB   VIPER. 

All  wise  philosophers  maintain 
Nature  created,  nought  in  vain. 
Yet  some  with  supercilious  brow. 
Deny  the  truth  asserted  now. 
What  if  I  show  that  only  man 
Appears  defective  in  the  plan ! 
Say,  will  the  sceptic  lay  ande 
His  sneers,  his  arrogance,  and  pride  ? 
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A  DMiiy  ifl^MNtM  Iniii  nQM  Trmcty 
Whose  study  was  to  dreauddaiMe; 
Who  had  betimes,  in  Gallia's  sohooly 
Grafted  the  coxcomb  oo  the  fool ; 
Approached  a  wood  one  sommer's  day. 
To  icreen  him  from  the  scorchiBg  ny« 
And  as  he  traversM  thro*  the  grove. 
Scheming  of  gallantry  and  love^ 
'  A  viper's  spiry  folds  were  seen. 
Sparkling  with  asure,  gold,  and  gfsen  ; 
The  beau  indignant,  weak,  and  ptnod. 
With  transport  thus  exclaim'd  alood  :-* 

'*  Avaunt,  detested  fiand  otnight  I 
Thou  toitare  to  the  hmnan  sight  I 
To  every  reptile  a  disgrace. 
And  fatal  to  oar  god-like  nee. 
Why  were  such  creatures  form*d  as  yon. 
Unless  to  prove  my  doctrine  true  ; 
That  when  we  inew  this  netiier  sphere^ 
Kor  wisdom'uor  design  appear  V   , 

Tlie  serpent  rais'd  his  angry  crest, 
An  honest  zeal  inflamM  his  breast 
His  hissings  struck  the  Ibpling^  ear. 
And  shook  his  very  soul  with  fear. 
**  Inglorious  wretch  I**  the  viper  cries, 
^How  dare  you  broach  infernal  lies) 
Is  there,  in  all  creation's  cham, 
A  link  so  worthless  and  so  vain  ? 
Grant  that  your  dress  were  truly  thiaa. 
How  can  your  gold  compare  with  mine  ? 
Yoar  vestments  are  of  gart^  hne, 
Mine  boast  a  far  superior  blue. 

'*  You  style  me  reptile  in  contenqpt. 
You  are  that  very  reptile  Qseant ; 
A  two-legg*d  thing  which  crawls  on  earth. 
Void  of  utility  anii  worth. 

*'  You  call  me  jfatal  to  your  laofr— 
Was  ever  chaige  so  false  and  base  ? 
You  can't  in  all  your  annals  find. 
That  unprovoked  we  hurt  mankind.  - 
Uninjur'd  men  in  mischief  deal. 
We  only  bite  the  hostile  haeL* 

"  Do  not  we  yield  our  lives  to  Ibed, 
And  save  your  vile  distemper'd  bread. 
When  leprosy  pollotes  your  veiaa. 
Bo  not  we  purge  the  kMthsome  stains  I 
When  riot  and  excess  prevail. 
And  health,  and  strength,  and  apirils  bit; 
Doctors  from  us  their  aid  derive. 
Hence  penitential  rakes  revive. 
We  bleed  to  make  the  oaiCiA  dma  ^ 
Or  drown  to  mediopla  their  wine. 

«  Voo  ask>  my  poisan  to  whataad  ^ 
Mintt|e  philosopher,  attend. 

*'  Nature,  munificent  and  wise^ 
TV>  all  our  wants  adapts  supplies. 
Our  frames  are  fitted  to  our  need, 
tience  greyhounds  are  endu'd  with  speed. 
IJoos  }Sy  iace  their  prey  nhdne. 
By  force  maintain  their  empire  loo  i 
But  power,  althb^  the  lion's  iame^ 
Was  never  known  the  viper's  claim. 
Observe,  when  I  unroll  my  length- 
Say,  is  my  structure  finrm'd  fot  streo^th  r 
JMh  not  celerity  imply 
br  \eg$  to  nm,  or  wmgs  to  fiy  ? 
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My  jaws  are  oonstitnled  weak. 
Hence  poison  lurks  behind  my  check. 
Ai  lightnmg  quick  my  fhags  convey 
This  liquid  to  my  wounded  prey. 
The  venom  thus  insarre  my  bite. 
For  wounds  preclude  the  viotim^s  il^bt. 

*'  *  But  why  this  deadly  juice,'  you  cry; 
To  make  the  wretched  captive  die  ? 
Why  not  possess'd  of  stronger  jaws. 
Or  arm'd  like  savage  brates  with  claws  }* 

**  Can  such  weak  arguments  persuade  f 
Ask  rather,  why  were  vipors  nsade  ? 
To  me  my  poison's  more  than  wealth,     t 
And  to  ungrateful  mortals  health. 
In  this  benevolent  design 
My  various  organs  all  combine. 
Strike  out  the  poison  from  my  frame,  - 
My 'system  were  no  more  the  same. 
I  then  should  want  my  comforts  due. 
Nay,  lose  my  very  being  toa 
And  you  'd,  as  doctors  all  agree, 
A  sovereign  medicine  lose  in  me. 

**  Now  learn,  'tis  airognnoe  in  man. 
To  censure  what  he  cannot  scan. 
Nor  dare  to  charge  Gpd's  works  with  ill. 
Since  vipers  kind  designs  fulfil : 
But  give  injurious  scruples  o'er. 
Be  still,  be  humble,  and  adore." 


FABLE    V. 


Tkatkapptnettii  much  more  equally  ^itrihuted^ 
the  generalUy  qf  mankind  are  apprized  qf, 

THl  SNAIL  AMD  TSK  GAtDEKSa. 

Wbbn  sons  of  fortune  ride  on  high, 
How  do  we  point  the  admiring  eye ! 
With  fonlish  (ace  of  wonder  gaze. 
And  often  covet  what  we  praise. 
How  do  we  partial  Nature  chide. 
As  deaf  to  every  son  beside  1' 
Or  censure  the  mistaken  dame. 
As  if  her  optics  were  to  blame ! 
Thus  we  deem  Nature  most  unkind. 
Or  what 's  as  bad,  we  deem  her  blind. 

But  when  inferior  ranks  we  see. 
Who  move  in  humbler  spheres  than  we; 
Men  by  comparisons  are  taught. 
Nature  is  not  so  much  in  fault 
Yet  mark  my  tale— the  poet's  pen 
Shall  vindicate  her  ways  to  men. 

Within  a  garden,  €sr  from  town. 
There  dwelt  a  snail  of  high  renown ; 
Who,  by  tradition  as  appears. 
Had  been  a  tenant  sever^  years. 
She  spent  her  youth  in  wisdom'^  pag»— 
Hence  honour'd  and  rever'd  in  age. 
Do  snails  at  any  time  contend. 
Insult  a  neighbour,  or  a  firiend ; 
Dispute  their  property,  and  sh9^ 
Or  m  a  cherrjr,  or  a  pear? 
No  lord  chief  justice,  all  agree, 
So  able,  and  so  just  as  she ! 
Whichever  way  their  causes  went. 
All  parties  came  away  content. 
At  length  she  found  heraelf  decay. 
Death  sent  mementos  every  day. 
Her  drooping  strength  sustains  no  more 
The  shell,  which  on  her  hack  she  bora. 
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Tte  cfB  bad  lost  ite  ▼imd  ait, 
IWIwivj  eu- lefbi'd  its  part ; 
7W  teeth  performM  their  office  ni» 
iad  tvitj  niciiiber  ftiPd  her  will. 
Bit  m»  defects  id  mhid  appear, 
fier  iatellacU  a*e  strong  and  dear. 
Tb«f  when  bis  glonoiis  coQrse  is  ron, 
Bw  brightly  shines  the  letting  Snn! 

Tbc  oews  thro*  alt  the  garden  spread^ 
IVe  DoghboQis  throog*d  about  ber  bed  j 
Cheerfiil  Ae  raos'd  her  voice  aloud, 
isd  tfaos  addresB*d  the  weeping  crowd. 

**  My  friends,  I  "m  hasfhing  to  the  grave^ 
hd  faiow,  nor  plum,  nor  peach  can  savet 
To,  to  tiioae  otansions  go  I  must. 
Where  oar  good  fiitfaers  sleep  in  dust 
yorsfli  I  backward  to  eiqplore 
Thsi  gloomy  vale  they  tnid  before. 
^GHWt  ffste^  decree  what  can  I  say  ? 
Lfte  other  snaits  I  've  had  my  day. 
Fan  Biaay  sommer  sons  I  've  seen» 
tad  BOW  die  gratefbl  and  serene. 

"  If  men  the  higher  pow*T8  arraign, 
SbJl  we  adopt  the  plaintWe  strain  ? 
Nstare,  proAise  to  ws  and  ours, 
Httb  kindly  baJt  these  stately  tow*r8 ; 
Wkoe,  when  the  skies  in  night  are  drest» 
Seesie  from  every  ill  we  rest. 
Sarfcy  oor  curiouB  structure  well — 
Bm  firm,  and  yet  bow  light  our  shell ! 
Oar  lefige,  when  cold  storms  invade. 
Mad  in  the  do^-days*  beat  our  shade. 

**  Thus  when  we  see  a  fleeter  race, 
We  II  not  lament  our  languid  pace.. 
Sb  rfsnjpriB  rise,  or  foes  withstaof]  ? 
ke  not  oor  castles  close  at  hatid  ? 
V  let  a  snail  at  distance  roam, 
Tse  boppy  snail  is  still  at  borne. 

^  Survey  oar  gardens'  blest  retreats— 
0^  !  what  a  paradbe  of  sweets  ! 
^<b  what  variety  it's  stoHd  ! 
rmomber'd  dainties  spread  our  board. 
IV  pioms  aflsnme  their^  glossy  blue, 
4«i  cheek?  of  oectarinca  glow  for  you  ; 
Caches  their  lovely  blush  betray, 
lad  spricots  their  gold  display; 
Wk^  Ibr  yoor  beverage,  when  yon  dine, 
TVeie  streams  the  tiectar  of  the  vine. 

'^  Be  nut  my  dying  words  forgot; 
iJrput,  contented  with  your  lot ; 
kf^rem  eompbusts  when  they  begin, 
I-natitiide^s  a  crying  sin. 
tad  hdd  H  for  a  truth,  that  we, 
kv  quite  as  Uest  as  snails  should  be.'* 

Yhe  pBdeaer  hears  with  great  surprise 
Tki*  mge  diaeourse,  and  thus  he  Cries — 
"  Oh !  what  a  thankless  wretch  am  I^ 
Who  paas  ten  thousand  favours  by  1 
1  b£sne,  whene'er  the  linnet  sings, 
Mf  want  of  song,  or  want  of  wings. 
The  frrrring  hawk,  with  towering  flight, 
knsds  ne  of  deficient  nght. 
ind  when  the  generous  steed  I  view, 
k  sat  hssftreogth  my  envy  too  ? 
I  tes  at  biids  and  beasts  repine, 
lad  wah  tteir  vario«s  talents  mine. 
Vssl  as  I  am,  who  cannot  see 
kmssB  m  BBord  than  all  to  me 


«« My  landlord  hoasts  a  huge  CBtstB, 
Rides  in  his  coach,  and  eats  in  plate. 
What  I  shall  these  lures  bewitch  my  eye  f 
Shall  they  extort  the  mormnrmg  sigh^ 
Say,  he  enjoys  superior  wealth^^ 
Is«iot  my  better  portion,  health  } 
Before  the  Sun  has  gilt  the  skies. 
Returning  labour  bids  me  rise  | 
Obedient  to  the  hunter^  bom. 
He  quits  his  conch  at  early  monu 
By  want  compeli'd,  |  dig  the  soi). 
His  is  a  voluntary  toil. 
I  For  truth  it  is,  since  Adam*s  foil. 
His  sons  must  Ikbour,  one  and  all. 
No  man's  exempted  by  his  purse. 
Kings  are  included  in  the  curse. 
Won'd  monarchs  relish  what  they  eat  I 
'Tis  toil  that  makes  the  manchet  sweet; 
Nature  enacts,  before  they're  fod. 
That  prince  aod' peasant  earn  their  bread. 

**  Hence  wisdom  and  experience  8hoW|^ 
That  bliss  in  equal  currents  flow  ; 
That  happiness  is  still  the  same, 
How'er  ingredients  change  their  nama. 
Nor  doth  this  theme  our  search  deiyg 
lis  level  to  the  human  eye. 
Distinctions,  hitrodnc'd  by  men. 
Bewilder,  and  obscure  our  ken. 
I  'II  store  these  lessons  hi  my  hear^ 
And  cheerful  act  my  proper  part. 
If  sorrows  rise,  as  sorrows  will, 
I  '11  stand  resigned  to  every  ill ; 
Convinced,  that  wisely  every  pack 
Is  suited  to  the  bearer's  badL'* 


FAELB    YI. 


Thuthe  complaints  qf  mankind,  agahutdieirtiv^ 
ral  statitfn*  a^d  pnmncci  in  lift,  are  qften  fiwo^ 
ioui,  and  aiwQ)fS  unwarrantable. 

TBB   VAailBa  AVO  TBS  B0BSB. 

"  Tis  a  vain  world,  and  all  things  show  it^ 
I  thought  so  once,  hot  now  I  know  it »." 
Ah  I  Oat  ;  is  thy  poetic  page 
The  child  of  disanpointed  age  > 
TnXY  not  of  threescore  years  and  ten. 
For  what  avails  our  knowledge  then  ?' 

But  grant,  that  this  experiencVl  truth 
Were  ascertain'd  in  early  youth ; 
Reader,  what  benefit  would  flow  ? 
I  vow,  I  Hn  at  a  loss  to  know. 
The  world  alarms  the  human  breast. 
Because  in  sava^  colours  drest^ 
Tis  treated  wit^  invective  style. 
And  stands  impeach'd  of  fraud  and  guile^ 
All  in  this  heavy  charge  agreo— 
But  who's  in  fault — ^the  world,  or  we  I 
The  question 's  serious,  short,  and  clear. 
The  answer  claims  our  patient  ear. 
Yet  if  this  office  you  decline— 
With  all  my  heart— the  task  be  mine. 
I  "m  certain,  if  I  do  my  best. 
Your  candour  will  excuse  the  rest  *" 

A  former,  with  a  pensive  brow. 
One  mom  aocoihpany'd  bis  plough. 

s  Oay's  q^Uplu  . 
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The  larks  their  cheeif  al  matins  wmg, 
The  woods  with  answering  music  rung; 
The  Sun  displayed  his  golden  ray. 
And  nature  haii'd  the  rising  day. 
Bat  still  the  peasant  all  the  while 
Refns'd  to  join  the  general  smile. 
He,  like  his  fathers  long  before^ 
Kesembled  much  the  Jews  of  yors  , 
Whose  murmurs  impious,  weak,  and  vaiiiy 
Nor  quails  nor  manna  could  restrain. 

Did  accidental  dearth  prevail  ? 
How  prone  to  tell  his  piteous  tale  I 
Pregnant  with  joys  did  plenty  rise  ? 
How  prone  to  blame  indulgent  skies ! 
Thus  ever  ready  to  complain. 
For  plenty  sinks  the  price  of  grain. 

At  length  he  spake :— "  Ye  powers  divine, 
Was  ever  lot  so  hard  as  mine  ? 
From  infant  life  an  arrant  slave. 
Close  to  the  confines  of  the  grave. 
Have  not  I  followed  my  employ 
Near  threescore  winters,  man  and  boy  ' 

But  since  I  caird  this  &rm  my  own. 
What  scenes  of  sorrow  have  I  known  ! 
Alas !  if  all  the  truth  were  told, 
Hath  not  the  rot  impaired  my  fold  ? 
Hath  not  the  measles  seized  my  swine  } 
Hath  not  the  murrain  slain  my  kine  ? 
Or  say  that  horses  be  my  theme. 
Hath  not  the  staggers  thinn*d  my  team? 
Have  not  a  thousand  ills  beside 
Deprived  my  stable  of  its  pride  } 

**  When  I  survey  my  lands  around. 
What  thorns  and  thistles  spread  my  ground  i 
Both  not  the  grain  my  hopes  beguile. 
And  mildews  mock  the  thresher's  toil  ? 
However  poor  the  harvests  post. 
What  so  deficient  as  the  last ! 
But  tho*  nor  blasts,  nor  mildews  rise. 
My  turnips  are  destroyed  by  flies  ; 
My  sheep  are  pin'd  to  such  degree. 
That  not  a  botcher  comes  to  me. 

"  Seasons  are  chang'd  from  what  they  were. 
And  hence  too  foul,  or  bonce  too  fair. 
Now  scorching  heat  and  drought  annoy. 
And  now  returning  showers  destroy. 
Thus  have  I  pass'd  my  better  years 
'Midst  disappointments,  cares,  and  tearik 
And  now,  when  I  compute  my  gains, 
What  have  I  reap'd  for  all  my  pains } 

*'  Oh  !  had  I  known  in  manhood's  prim^ 
These  slow  convictions  wrought  by  time  j 
Would  I  have  brav'd  the  various  woes  ' 
Of  summer  suns,  and  winter  snows  ? 
Would  1  have  tempted  every  sky. 
So  wet,  io  windy,  or  so  dry  5 
With  all  the  elements  at  strife  ? 
Ah  •  iKH^l  then  bad  plann'd  a  life. 
Where  wealth  attends  the  middle  stage. 
And  rest  and  comfort  wait  on  age. 
Where  rot  and  murrain  ne'er  commence. 
Nor  pastures  bum  at  my  expense ; 
Nor  ii^ur'd  cows  their  wants  bewail. 
Nor  dairies  mourn  the  roilkicSs  pail  j 
Nor  bams  lament  the  blasted  grain. 
Nor  cattle  curse  the  barren  plain. " 
Dun  hobbled  by  his  master's  side^ 
^^  thiw  the  iober  brute  reply'd:— «^ 


"  Look  thro'  your  team,  and  where 's  the  steed 
Who  dafes  dispute  with  me  bis  breed  ? 
Few  horses  trace  their  lineage  higher, 
Godulphin's  Arab  was  my  sire ; 
My  dam  was  sprung  from  Panton's  stud^ 
My  granflam  boasted  Childers'  blood. 
But  ah  !  'it  now  avails  me  not  «* 

By  what  illustrious  chief  begot ! 
Spavins  pay  no  regard  to  birth. 
And  failing  vision  sinks  my  worth. 
The  squire,  when  he  disgusted  grew, 
Tnlfcsferr'd  his  property  to  you. 
And  since  poor  Dun  *  became  your  own. 
What  scenes  of  sorrow  have  I  known ! ' 
Hath  it  not  been  my  constant  toil 
To  drag  the  plough,  and  turn  the  soil  ? 
Are  not  my  bleeding  shoulders  wrung 
By  large  and  weighty  loads  of  dung  ? 
W'hen  the  shorn  meadows  claim  your  care. 
And  fragrant  cocks  perfume  the  air;  ' 

When  Ceres'  ripen'd  fruits  abound. 
And  Plenty  waves  her  sheaves  around  ; 
True  to  my  collar,  home  I  bear 
The  treasures  of  the  fruitful  year. 
And  tho'  this  drudgery  be  mine. 
You  never  heard  me  once  repine. 

"  Yet  what  rewards  have  crown'd  my  dajrst. 
I  *m  gn\6g*6  the  poor  reward  of  praise. 
For  oats  small  gratitude  I  owe. 
Beans  were  untaste<l  joys,  you  know. 
And  n<»w  I  'm  hast'ning  to  my  end. 
Past  services  can  find  no  friend* 
Infirmities,  disease,  and  age. 
Provoke  my  surly  driver's  rage. 
Look  to  my  wounded  flanks,  you  '11  see 
No  horse  was  ever  us*d  like  me. 

"  But  now  1  eat  my  meals  with  pain« 
Averse  to  raastioate  the  grain. 
Hence  yon  direct,  at  night  and  mom. 
That  chaff  accompany  my  corn ; 
For  husks,  altho'  my  teeth  be  few. 
Force  my  reluctant  jaws  to  chew. 
What  then  ?  of  life  shall  I  complain. 
And  call  it  fleeting,  false,  and  vain  ? 
Against  the  world  shall  I  inveigh. 
Because  my  grinders  now  decay  > 

**  Yau  think  it  were  tlje  wiser  plan. 
Had  I  consorted  ne*er  with  man  ; 
Had  I  my  liberty  maintain'd, 
Or  liberty  by  flight  regain'd. 
And  rang'd  o'er  distant  hills  and  dales 
With  the  wild  foresters  of  Wales. 

"  Grant  I  succeeded  to  my  mind- 
Is  happiness  to  hills  confin'd  ? 
Don't  Famine  oft  erect  her  throne 
Upon  the  nigged  mountain's  stone  ? 
And  don't  the  lower  pastures  fail. 
When  snows  descending  choke  the  Tale  } 
Or  who  so  hardy  to  declare 
Disease  and  death  ne'er  enter  there  ? 

"  Do  pains  or  sickness  here  invade  I 
Man  tenders  me  his  cheerful  aid. 
For  who  beholds  his  hungry  beast, 
But  grants  him  some^supply  at  least } 
Interest  shall  prompt  him  to  pursue 
What  inclination  would  not  do. 

Say,  had  I  been  the  desert*s  foal. 
Thro'  life  estranged  to  man's  ootttrot  ^ 
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WbiiaiTiea  liad  1  done  on  Etitliy 

<k  vkD  eoold  pnAi  }gy  my  birth  > 

JIt  hmtk  had  Be*er  smtaio'd  thy  weight, 

My  cfaeA  ne'er  known  thy  «aggon*s  freight  | 

Ait  now  my  aevernl  poweis  combine 

To  mncr  Natnre's  ends  and  thine. 

I  *m  oMfol  thus  in  every  view— 

Ok !  ooold  1  say  the  mme  of  you ! 

"  Sapffior  crib  had  ensn'd, 
Tih  presdeoce  had  I  been  enda*d« 
I9i)  tho^  at  distance  seen,  destroy, 
Oriieken  ereiy  present  joy. 
Te  icSsb  every  new  delight, 
Vben  futore  griefr  elude  oiir  sight 
T.  bfindnem  then  what  thanks  are  duel 
fc  Bikes  each  single  comfort  twtK 
Ihe  eoity  mknown  to  pain  and  toil» 
Antiapafeato  monow's  smile. 
Tbb  iamb  enjoys  the  present  hour, 
A  itcaqfer  to  ihe  batcher's  power. 

"  Year's  is  a  wihi  Utopian  scheme, 
Aboy  woold  blush  to  own  yoar  dream. 
Be  ymr  iwufcaakm  what.it  will, 
Ks  piovinoe  is  exempt  fiom  ill. 
Qnte  from  tbe  cottage  to  the  throne, 
Sblions  have  soirows  of  their  own. 
Wby  shoaM  a  peasant  then  explore 
What  looser  hesidsne'erfoaad  before? 
Go^  pieadk  my  doctrine  to  your  son, 
Br  jnaf*B,  the  lad  would  be  undone. 
Bet  whether  he  regards  or  not, 
'^sm  lectnre  wouki  be  soon  forgot 
TW  hopes •vfaich  gnll'd  the  parentis  breatit, 
Eie  loag  will  nsake  his  son  their  jest 
1W  now  these  cobweb  cheats  you  sp«i.m, 
\'«  every  man  's  a  dope  in  turn. 
tad  wisely  so  osdain'd,  indeed, 
T^ate'er  pbilosopbers  may  plead). 
£«  life  would  stagnate  at  its  source, 
lad  atan,  aod  horse  decline  the  course. 

"  Thea  bid  yoong  Ralpho  never  mind  i^ 
lot  tike  the  world  as  he  shall  find  it" 


TALE& 


THB  LAMB  AND  THE  PIG^ 

CsnriT  tiie  nwrafist,  yon  '11  find 
Thst  edacatkm  forms  the  mind. 
1a  fdatatkm  ne'er  sopply'd 
Tte  rwfiag  DHtoie  hath  deny'd. 
Wjm  H  the  following  page  pursue 
Jiy  tye  AttJi  prove  this  doctrine  true. 
Shee  in  tbe  Mose  all  brutes  belonj^ 
The  haab  shall  nsber  hi  my  song ) 

J  lleeoe  adom'd  her  skiq^ 
i  of  native  while  withiik 
land  love  pomem'd  her  ioult 
» had  cnwB'd  the  whole. 

It€ 

fAh !  ysnty,  piecanovs  flower  I 
I«t  ■■■deas  oC  the  present  age 
Tiemhla,  when  they  pemae  my  page). 
k  ^hned  naoB  a  locUem  day, 
.fidlofplay. 


R^ic'd  a  thjrmy  bank  to  gain. 
But  rtxMTt  tbe  triumphs, of  her  reign  f 
The  teacherons  dopes  her  fate  foretell. 
And  soon  the  pretty  trifler  fell. 
Beneath,  a  dirty  ditch  iQipress'd 
Its  mire  upon  her  spotless  vest 
What  greater  ill  couM  lamb  betide. 
The  butcher's  baibarous  knife  beside  ^ 

The  shepherd,  wounded  with  her  cries* 
Straight  to  the  bleating  sufferer  flies. 
The  lambkin  in  his  arms  he  took. 
And  bore  her  to  a  neighbouring  brook. 
The  silver  streams  her  wool  refined. 
Her  fleece  in  vii-gin  whiteness  shin'd. 

CleansM  from  pollution's  every  stain^ 
She  join'd  her  fellows  on  tbe  plain; 
And  saw  afar  the  stmkiug  shore. 
But  ne'er  approach 'd  those  dangers  more. 
Thekhepherd  bJessM  the  kind  event. 
And  viewM  his  flock  with  sweet  content 

To  market  next  he  shap'd  his  way, 
i\nd  bought  pipvisions  for  tbe  day. 
But  made,  for  winter's  rich  supply, 
A  purchase  from  a  former's  sty. 
The  children  round  their  parent  crowd^ 
And  testify  their  mirth  aloud. 
They  saw  the  stranger  with  surprise. 
And  all  admir'd  his  little  eyes. 
Familiar  grown  he  shar'd  their  joys, 
Shar'd  too  the  porridge  with  the  boys. 
The  females  o'er  his  dress  preside. 
They  wash  his  face  and  scour  his  hide. 
But  daily  more  a  swine  he  grew. 
For  all  these  housewives  e'er  could  do. 

Hence  let  my  youthful  reader  know,     ^ 
That  once  a  bog,  and  alwaj's  so. 


DEATH.  AND  THE  RAKBt 

A  DUTCH  TALB. 

Wniif  pleasures  court  the  human  heart. 

Oh  !  'tis  reluctant  work  to  part 

Are  we  with  griefe  and  pains  oppress'd  } 

Who  sajTsthat  Death's  a  welcome  guestf 

Tho'  sure  to  cure  our  eViis  all> 

He*«»  the  last  doctor  we  wou'd  call. 

We  think,  if  he  arrives  at  mom, 

'TIS  hard  to  die,  as  soon  as  bom. 

Orif  the  Conqueror  invade, 

When  life  projects  the  evening  sbad^ 

Do  we  not  molitate  deUy, 

And  still  request  a  longer  stay  ? 

We  shift  our  homes,  we  change  the  air. 

And  double,  like  the  hunted  hare. 

Thus  be  it  mora,  Qr  night,  or  noon. 

Come  when  he  will,  he  oomes  too  soon  1 

You  wish  my  subject  I  wou'd  wave, 
Tlie  prefoce  is  so  very  grave. 
Come  then,  my  friend,  I  '11  change  my  ftyle^ 
And  couch  instruction  with  a  smile 
But  promise,  ere  I  tell  my  tale. 
The  serious  moral  shall  prevail. 

Vanbrain  dy'd— his  son,  we  're  told. 
Succeeded  to  his  father's  gold. 
Flush'd  with  bis  wealth,  the  thoughtlett  blfidqi 
Despis'd  finigaUty^  and  tpide^ 
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Left  Anuterdam  with  eager  haste. 
Dress,  and  the  Hag^e^  engroM^d  his  taste. 

Ere  long  his  paasion  changed  its  shape. 
He  grew  enamour'd  with  the  grape. 
Ftequen^ed  much  a  house  of  cheer, 
jQst  like  our  fools  of  ibrtone  here ; 
With  sots  and  harlots  fbod  to  join, 
And  revel  o'er  his  midnight  wine. 

Once  on  a  Cime  the  bowls  had  flow'd. 
Quite  till  the  morning  cock  had  crow*d. 
When  Death,  at  every  hour  awake, 
£nter>d  the  room,  and  clatm'd  the  rake. 
The  youth's  compltinon  spoke  hit  fSeais, 
Soft  stole  adown  his  cheek  the  ieitu 
At  length  the  anguish  dPhis  breast 
With  feult'ring  tongue  he  thus  eq^ress'd. 

"  Thou  king  of  terrours,  hear  my  prayer. 
And  condescend  for  once  to  spaie. 
Let  me  thy  clemency  engage, 
New  to  the  world,  and  green  in  age. 
When  life  no  pleasures  can  dispense, 
Or  pleasures  pall  upon  the  sense ; 
When  the  eye  fods  departing  sight. 
And  roUs  its  orb  in  vain  for  light ; 
When  mosicfs  jo^  no  longer  cheer 
The  sickHiiBg  heart,  or  heavy  ear  ; 
Or  when  my  aohhig  limbs  forbear. 
In  sprightly  balls  to  join  the  fair; 
I  »U  not  repeat  my  suit  to  Death, 
But  cheariully  resign  my  breath." 

"  Done,"  says  the  monarch — "be  it  so| 
Observe — ^yoii  promise  then  to  go !" 

What  favour  such  protracted  date 
From  the  stem  minister  of  fote ! 
Your  wonder  will  be  greater  soon, 
To  hear  the  wretch  perverts  the  boon. 
Who,  during  years  beyond  a  score, 
Ne'er  thought  upon  his  promise  more  J 

But  were  these  terms  by  Death  forgot } 
Ah  1  no— 4gain  he  seeks  the  sot  % 

The  wretch  was  in  the  tavern  found, 
With  a  few  gouty  friends  avound. 
Dropsy  had  seiz'd  his  legs  and  thighs, 
l^alsy  his  hands,  and  rheum  bis  eyes. 
When  thiis  the  king — **  Intemperate  elf. 
Thus,  by  debauch,  to  dupe  yourself. 
What !  are  my  tenours  spum'd  by  thee ! 
Thou  fool!  to  trifle  thus  with  me  I 
You  ask'd  before  for  length  of  days. 
Only  to  riot  various  ways. 
What  were  thy  pleas  but  then  a  sneer  ? 
-  I  'II  now  retort  with  jest  severe. 

*'  Read  this  smalV  print,"  the  monarch  crie»— 
«  Yott  mock  me,  sir,"  the  man  replies. 
**  I  scarce  could  resd  when  in  my  prime. 
And  now  my  sight  >s  impair'd  hy  time. 
Sure  you  consider  not  my  age— 
1  can't  discern  a  single  page. 
And  when  my  friends  the  bottle  pass, 
I  scarce  can  see  to  fill  my  glass." 

**  Here  take  this  not,  obeerre  it  well — 
Tis  ray  command  you  crack  the  shell." 

"  How  can  such  orders  be  obey'd  } 
My  grinders,  sir,  are  ^ite  decay'd. 
My  teeth  can  scarce  divide  my  bread, 
Anid  not  a  somid  one  in  my  head !" 

But  Death,  who  more  sarcastic  grew» 
Disclos'd  a  viotin  to  view ; 


Then  loud  he  eali'd,  ''Old  hoy,  advance^ 
Stretch  out  your  legs,  and  lead  the  danoa'^ 

The  man  rejoia'dr— "  When  age  surnmndi. 
How  can  the  ear  distinguish  sounds  } 
Are  not  my  limbs  unwieldy  grown  ? 
Are  not  my  feet  as  cold  as  stone  ? 
Dear  sir,  take  pity  on  my  state— 
My  legs  can  scarce  support  my  weight  !** 

Death  drops  the  quaint,  insultiog  joke. 
And  meditates  the  fotal  stroke. 
Assuming  all  his  terrours  now. 
He  speaks  with  anger  on  his  brow. 

"  Is  thus  my  lenity  abus'd, 
And  dare  ]rou  hope  to  stand  ezcus'd  ? 
You've  spent  your  time,  that  peari  of  price ! 
To  the  detested  ends  of  vice. 
Pnrchas'd  your  ^ort-liv*d  pleasures  dear. 
And  seal'd  your  own  destruOtion  here. 
Inflam'd  your  reckoning  too  above. 
By  midnight  bowls,  and  lawless  love. 
Warning,  you  know,  I  gave  beUmes   >, 
Now  go,  and  answer  for  your  crimes.^ 

«Oh!  my  good  lord,  repress  the  Uow-^ 
I  am  not  yet  prepar'd  to  ga 
And  let  it,  sir,  be  further  told. 
That  not  a  neighbour  thinks  me  did. 
My  hairs  are  now  but  turning  gr<ey, 
I  am  not  sixty,  sir,  till  May. 
Grant  me  the  common  date  of  men, 
I  ask  but  threeso(^  years  and  ten." 

'*  Dar'st  thou,  prevaricating  knave, 
Insult  the  monareh  of  the  grave  } 
I  claim  thy  solemn  contract  past — 
Wherefore  this  moment  is  thy  lasL'^ 

Thus  having  s«d,  he  speeds  his  daft, 
And  cleaves  t^  hoary  dotard's  heart. 


ODES  OF  HORACE. 


TRB  SECOND  ODB  OP  THB  SBCOMD   BOOK* 
IMSCaiBBD  TO  T.  V.   BS«. 

Dbab  youth,  to  hoarded  wealth  a  foe. 
Riches  with  foded  lustre  glow ; 
Yes,  dim  the  treasures^  the  mine. 
Unless  with  temperate  use  they  shine. 
This  stamps  a  value  on  the  gold. 
So  Proculeius  thought  of  old. 

Soon  as  this  generous  Roman  saw 
His  fother's  sons  proscribed  by  law. 
The  knight  discharg'd  a  parent's  part. 
They  shar'd  his  fortune  and  his  heart. 
Hence  stands  consign^  a  brother's  tumut 
To  immortality  and  fame. 

Wou'd  you  true  empire  esoertam  ? 
Curb  all  immoderata  lost  ^  gain. 
This  is  the  best  ambition  luiswn, 
A  greater  co«|Qest  than  a  tlwBne. 
Fbr  know,  should  avarice  eanlrol. 
Farewell  the  triamphs  of  the  seal. 

This  is  a  dropsy  of  the  miiid. 
Resembling  the  corporeal  kind ; 
For  who  with  this  disease  are  cnrs^ 
The  more  they  drink,  the  more  they  ttSiit 
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»  fceds  their  bloated  Taa^ 
Aai  petff  ey*d,  sigfaio^  langoor  reigns. 

Tbtae,  -who  dificn  from  the  crowd, 
ftgeelt  the  oovetoas  and  proad ; 
DaAuoB  the  vild  ambitioiii  breast, 
Aed  aeorns  to  call  a  mooarch  bleit ; 
Laboon  to  rescue  truth  and  sense 
from  specaotts  aouods,  and  Tain  pretence. 

Virtue  to  that  disUngu'nh'd  few 
Ghes  royalty,  and  conquest  too ; 
Tbs<  vise  BBinority,  who  own, 
Ud  pay  their  tribute  to  her  throne  j 
VV>  view  with  undesiring  eyes, 
iai  ipuni  that  wealth  which  misers  prizei 


TBB   TBVra   OOB  OV  IHB   SBCOMS  BOOK. 

W0e*D  yon,  my  friend,  true  bliss  obtain  } 

Scr  picas  the  coast,  nor  tempt  the  main. 

la  opeft  aeas  load  tempests  roar, 

Aad  trcacfaeroos  rocks  begirt  the  shore. 

BsCiwd  to  all  extremes  is  seen, 

la  thoK  who  kyre  the  goAdea  mean. 

T^ey  nor  in  palaces  njoicc, 

Sm  m  the  aonlid  cot  thtir  choice. 

The  middle  state  of  Ufie  is  best, 

Enhed  staboos  find  no  rest; 

ftorms  shake  th'  aspiring  pine,  and  tower, 

Ami  Boofltains  fed  the  thunder's  power. 

The  mumd  prepar'd  for  each  event, 

la  every  state  maintains  content. 

^««  hflpr»  the  liest,  irhen  storms  prevail, 

Ner  tnuts  too  far  the  prosperous  gale. 

WaM  time  returning  winters  bring, 
IrniQg  winter  yields  to  spring. 
^«*d  daitneas  shroud  the  present  skies, 
'  brighter  sons  shall  rise. 
I  shoots  his  fiery  darts, 
£>«eaK  aisd  death  transfix  our  hearts; 
fe«  oft  the  god  withholds  bis  bow. 
Is  pity  to  the  race  below. 
VucB  dosads  the  angry  Heavens  deform, 
Sr  Amo^,  and  brave  the  swelltng  storm  ; 
JuaaAst  pffTOfep«>rity's  full  gales 
1st  :..aBhle,  and  contract  your  sails. 


EPiTAPHSi 

my  nm — thou  need*rt  not  fear 
""  of  one  plaintive  tear, 

friend — ^From  mc  thoo^lt 
icam 

M  «e  thas  a  Plato  taughtr— tiie  grand  concern 
f  iC  onrtal* ! — Wrapt  in  pensivcthought,  survey 
T\m  little  freehold  <if  unthinking  clay, 
Aad  know  thy  end  ! 

T  W  ymiD^,  ibo'  gay,  this  scene  of  death  explore, 
Aim  i  the  yonog,  the  gay  is  now  no  more ! 


OH  Bosorr  clavxmng.  m.  b. 
<^ '  esoK,  who  kmm  the  childless  parents  sigh, 
The  W^ediqg  bosom,  and  the  streaming  eye; 
Vou  XVIIt 


Who  feel  the  womids  a  dying  friend  imparts, 
When  the  last  pang  divides  two  social  hearts. 
Tliis  weeping  marble  claims  the  generous  tear. 
Here  lie^  the  friend,  the  son,  and  all  that 's  dear. 

He  fell  full-blossom'd  in  the  pride  of  youth. 
The  nobler  pride  of  science,  worth,  and  truth. 
Calm  and  serene  he  view'd  bis  mouldering  clay. 
Nor  fear*d  to  go,  nor  fondly  wishM  to  stay. 
And  when  the  king  of  terroors  he  descry'd, 
Kiss*d  the  stem  mandate,  bow*d  his  head,  and  dy*d. 


Oir  COLOXEL  CARDINCB, 

fFho  toat  slain  in  the  BattU  ai  Predion  Pantj  1745. 
WniLB  fainter  merit  nsks  the  powers  of  verse, 
Our  fhithful  Ihie  shall  Gardiner's  worth  rehearse. 
l*he  bleeding  hero,  and  the  martyr'd  saint, 
TVansoends  the  poet's  pen,  the  herald's  paint. 
His  the  best  path  to  fame  that  e'er  wn«  trod. 
And  sarely  his  a  glorious  road  to  God. 


OM  IfB.  8IBLCY,  OF  STUDIiAM. 

Hebr  lies  an  honest  man  !  without  pretence 
To  more  than  prudence,  and  to  common  sense ; 
Who  knew  no  vanity,  disguise,  nor  art. 
Who  scom'd  all  language  foreign  to  the  heart 
Diffusive  as  the  light  bis  bounty  spread, 
Cloth'd  were  the  naked,  and  the  huninry  f^. 

<'  These  be  his  honours  I"  honours  that  disclainv 
The  blazon'd  scutcheon,  and  the  herald's  fame ! 
Honours  1  which  boast  defiance  to  the  grave. 
Where,  spite  of  Anstis,  rots  the  garter'd  knave. 


OV  k  LADT.  VHO  HAD  LABOUBCD  UNDER  A  CANCER. 

Stbamobr,  these  dear  remains  contained  a  mind 
As  infants  guileless,  and  as  angels  kind. 
Ripening  for  Heav'n,  by  pains  and  sufferings  try'd 
To  pain  superior,  and  unknown  to  pride. 
Calm  and  serene  beneath  affliction's  rod. 
Because  she  gave  her  willing  heart  to  God. 
Because  she  trusted  in  her  Saviour's  pow'r. 
Hence  firm  and  fearless  in  the  dying  hour ! 

No  venal  Muse  this  faithful  picture  draws. 
Blest  saint !  desert  like  yours  extorts  applause. 
Oh  !  let  a  weeping  friend  discharge  his  due. 
His  debt  to  worth,  to  excellence,  and  you  ! 


VARIOUS  PIECES. 
AN  JSrOCATJON  OF  HAPPINESS. 

AFTER  THE  ORIENTAL  MANNER  OP  SPEECH. 

1.  Trt-l  me,  O  thou  fairest  among  virgins,  where 

dost  thou  lay  thy  meek  contented  heud  ? 

2.  Dost  thou  d^'cll  upon  the  mountiins;  dost  thou 

make  thy  couch  in  the  vallics  ? 

3.  In  the  still  watches  of  the  night  have  I  thought 

upon  my  fair-one ;  yea,  in  the  visions  of  the 
night  have  I  pursued  thee. 
C 
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y  When  1  a«ok«»  nymadkatioD  wts  apon  Uiee, 
and  the  day  waa  spent  in  iearch  aitei'  thy  em- 
bracee. 

5.  W'liy  du6t  thou  flee  from  me,  as  the  tender  hUid» 

or  the  yeung  roe  upon  the  bills } 

6.  Without  thy  presence  in  vain  blushe«  the  rose,  in 

vain  glows  the  ruby,  the  cinnamoo  breatbeth 
it«  fragraoce  in  vain. 

7.  Shall  I  make  thee  a  bouse  of  the  rich  cedars  of 

J>'banou  ?  shall  I  perfume  it  with  all  the  spices 
of  Arabia?  Wilt  thou  be  tempted  with  Sabean 
odours,  with  myrrh,  frankincense,  and  aloes? 

8.  Doth  my  fair-one  delight  in  palacet. — doth  she 

gladden  the  hearts  of  kings  ?  The  oalaces  are 
noi  a  meet  residence  for  my  beloved — the 
princes  of  tlie  Earth  are  not  £avoured  with  the 
smiles  of  her  countenance. 

9.  My  fair-one  is  meek  and  humble,  she  dwelleth 

among  the  cottages,  she  teiideth  the  sheep  upon 
the  mountains,  and  lieth  down  amidst  the  flocks. 
The  lilies  of  the  field  are  ber  couch,  and  the 
Heavens  her  canopy. 

10.  Her  words  are  smoother  than  oil,  more  powerful 
than  wine  ;'her  voice  is  as  the  voice  of  tlie 
turtle-dove. 

11.  Thou  crownestthe  innocence  of  the  husband- 
man, and  the  reward  of  virtue  is  with  thee. 


T!ME, 

Time  and  chance  happeneth  to  them  alL 
Kcclcsiast  ch.  ix.  ver. 


11. 


RsADEa,  if  ibnd  of  wonder  and  surprise, 
Behold  in  me  ten  thousand  wonders  rise. 
Should  I  appear  quite  pardal  to  my  cause, 
Shout  my  own  praise,  and  vindicate  applause ; 
Do  not  ari-aign  my  modesty  or  sense. 
Nor  deem  my  character  a  vain  pretence. 

Know  then  I  boast  an  origin  and  date 
Coeval  with  the  Sun — without  a  mate 
An  offspring  I  beget  in  number  more 
Then  all  the  crowded  sands  which  fpnn  the  shore. 
That  instant  they  are  born,  my  precious  breed 
Ah  me !  expire— yet  my  departed  seed 
Enter  like  spectres,  with  commissioq'd  power. 
The  secret  chamber  at  the  midnight  hour; 
Pervade  alike  the  palace,  and  the  shed, 
I'be  statesman's  clu&ct,  and  the  rustic's  bed ; 
Serene  and  sweet,  like  envoys  from  the  skies^ 
To  all  the  good,  the  virtuous,  and  the  wise  ; 
But  to  the  vicious  breast  remorse  they  bring. 
And  bite  like  seqients,  or  like  scorpions  sting. 

Being  and  birth  to  sciences  I  give. 
By  me  they  rise  thro*  infancy  and  live ; 
By  me  meridian  excellence  display. 
And,  like  autumnal  fruits,  by  me  decay. 
When  poets,  and  when  painters  are  no  more, 
And  all  the  feuds  of  rival  wits  are  o*er;  - 
'Tis  mine  to  fix  their  merit  and  their  claim, 
1  judge  their  works  to  darkness  or  to  fame. 

I  am  a  monai*ch,  whose  vrctorious  hands 
No  craft  eludes,  no  regal  power  withstands. 
My  annals  prove  such  mighty  conquests  won. 
As  shame  the  puny  feats  of  Philip*s^son. 
But  tbo*  a  king,  I  seldom  sway  alone. 
The  goddess  Fortune  often  shares  my  throne. 
The  human  eye  detects  our  blended  rule, 
Here  we  exalt  a  knave,  and  there  a  fooL 


Ask  yon  what  poiren  our  aofweign  lawi  abey  ? 
Creation  is  our  empire— we  convey 
Sceptres  and  crowns  at  will — ^as  we  ordain. 
Kings  abdicate  their  thrones,  and  peasants  reign. 

Lovers  to  us  address  the  fervent  prayer; 
TfS  ours  to  soften  or  subdue  the  (airi 
We  now  like  angels  shiile,  and  now  destroy. 
Now  bring,  or  blast,  the  long  eiqpected  joy. 
At  our  fair  shrine  ambitious  churchmen  bow. 
And  crave  the  mitre  to  adorn  the  brow. 
Gu  to  the  inns  of  court^-tbe  learned  drudge 
Implores  our  fi  iendship  to  commence  a  judge. 
Go,  and  consult  the  sons  of  Warwick  Lane  ; 
They  own  our  favours,  and  adore  our  reign. 
Theirs  is  the  gold,  'tis  true — but  all  men  see 
Our  claim  is  better  founded  to  the  fee. 

Reader,  thus  sublunary  worlds  we  guide, 
1'hus  o'er  your  nat^  planets  we  preside. 
Kingdoms  and  kings  are  ours — ^to  us  they  fall. 
We  carvH  their  fortunes,  and  dispose  of  all. 
Nor  think  that  kings  alone  engross  our  choice, 
The  cobler  sits  attentive  to  our  voice. 

But  since  my  colleague  is  a  fickle  she. 
Abjure  my  colleague,  and  depend  on  me. 
Hither  she  sees  not,  or  with  partial  eyes, 
Kither  she  grants  amiss,  or  she  denies. 
But  I,  who  pity  those  that  wear  her  chain. 
Scorn  the  capricious  measures  of  her  reign; 
In  every  gift,  and  every  grace  excel, 
And  seldom  fail  their  hopes,  who  use  me  well. 
Yet  tho*  in  roe  unnumbered  treasures  shiDe, 
Superior  to  the  rich  Peruvian  mine ! 
Th;»*  men  to  my  indulgence  hourly  owe 
llie  choicest  of  their  comforts  here  below : 
(For  men's  best  tenure,  as  the  world  a|pree, 
Is  all  XL  perquisite  <lerivM  from  me) 
Still  man's  my  foe !  ungrateful  man,  I  say, 
Who  meditates  my  murder  every  day. 
What  various  scenes  of  death  do  men  prepare  f 
And  what  assassinations  plot  the  fair ! 
But  know  assuredly/ who  treat  me  ill, 
Who  mean  to  rob  me,  or  who  mean  to  kill ; 
Who  view  me  with  a  cold  regardless  eye, 
And  let  my  favours  pass  unheeded  by ; 
They  shall  lament  their  folly  when  too  late ; 
So  mourns  the  prodigal  his  lost  estate  I 

While  they  who  with  superior  forethought  blest. 
Store  all  my  lessons  in  their  faithful  breast; 
(For  Where's  the  prelate,  who  can  preach  like  me, 
With  equal  reasoning,  and  persuasiv'e  plea,) 
Who  know  that  I  am  always  on  my  wings. 
And  never  stay  in  compliment  to  kings ; 
Who  therefore  watch  me  with  an  eagle's  sight. 
Arrest  my  pinions,  or  attend  my  flight; 
Or  if  perchance  they  loiier'd  in  the  race. 
Chide  their  slow  footsteps,  and  improve  then-  pace; 
Yes,  these  are  Wisdom's  som,  and  when  they  die. 
Their  virtues  shall  exalt  them  to  the  sky. 


AN  ENIGMA: 

IMSCaUfiD  TO   MISS  ff» 

Clob,  I  boast  celestial  date. 

Ere  time  began  to  roll ; 
So  wide  my  power,  my  soeptie  fpum 

Tlie  limiu  of  the  pole. 
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I  firaoi  tke  aiyvlio  womb  oTnSglit, 

Tbe  Almigfaty  calPd  the  Earth; 
1  mUM  npoa  the  m&Bt  world. 

And  gracM  the  woodnnM  birth. 
TlttO>  the  TBSt  realms  of  boandless  space^ 

I  traTene  ancontroird ; 
lad  rtarry  orba  of  jMTwdest  bUze 

hMcribe  my  name  io  gold. 

Tbcte  *a  not  a  nonarcb  in  the  north 

Bat  bends  the  suppliant  knee ; 
The  haughty  sultan  vaves  his  power, 

And  owns  superior  me. 
Both  by  the  savage  and  the  samt 

If  y  empire  stands  contest ; 
1  thaw  the  ice  on  Greenland's  coait» 

And  fin  the  Scythian'^  breast 
To  me  the  gay  aerial  tribes 

Their  glitteriog  plumage  owe  ; 
With  all  the  Tariegated  pride 

That  decks  the  featherM  beau. 


The  meanest  reptiles  of  tbe  land 

My  bounty  too  partake; 
1  paint  the  insect's  trembling  wi^;^ 

And  gild  the  crested  snake. 
Survey  tbe  naUons  of  the  deep, 

You'll  there  my  power  behold; 
Jfy  pencil  drew  the  pearly  scale. 

And  fin  bedropt  with  gold. 

I  give  the  virgin*s  lip  to  glow, 

I  claim  the  crimson  dye ; 
Jfiae  is  the  rose  which  sprmds  the  ehe^ 

And  mine  the  brilliant  eye. 
then  speak,  my  fair ;  for  surely  thou 

My  name  canst  beat  descry; 
Vho  gave  to  thee  with  lavish  hands 

What  tfaoQsands  I  deny. 


TBE  FIRESIBE. 

DuM  One,  while  the  busy  crowd. 
The  vain,  the  wealthy,  and  the  proud. 

In  lolly's  mase  advance ; 
Tho*  singularity  and  pride 
Be  eali'd  oar  choice,  we'll  step  aside. 

Nor  join  the  gkUy  dance. 
From  the  gay  world  we'll  oft  retire 
To  oar  own  lamily  and  fire. 

Where  kwe  our  hours  empl<^  ; 
Kb  noisy  neigbboar  enters  here. 
Be  irtermeddling  stmnger  near. 

To  spoil  our  heartfelt  joys.. 
Bsolid  happinem  we  prise, 
Within  oar  braaat  this  jewel  lies. 

And  they  aie  fools  who  roam  ; 
The  world  hath  nothing  to  bestow, 
ftom  oar  «wa  selvm  oar  bliss  must  Aow^ 

And  that  dear  hut  our  home, 
or  nst  WW  NonVs  dcwe  beroft, 
Wheo  with  hnpatieot  whig  she  left 

that  safe  retreat,  the  ark; 
Gitiug  her  vain  eocorsionB  oVr, 
The  dioqffoiuted  bird  once  moro 

EsplsB^  the  sacred  barfc. 
IW  iMia  spurn  Hypaen's  geode  powers. 
We,  who  improire  his  goU^  houn. 


By  sweet  experience  kcow. 
That  marriage,  rightly  uoderstood. 
Gives  to  the  tender  and  the  good, 

A  paradise  below. 

Our  babes  shall  richest  comforts  bring ; 
If  totor'd  right,  they'll  prove  a  spring, 

Whence  pleasures  ever  rise : 
We'll  form  their  minds  with  studious  care. 
To  all  that's  manly,  good,  and  fair. 

And  train  them  for  the  skies. 
While  they  our  wisest  hours  engage, 
They'll  joy  our  youth,  support  our  agfl^ 

And  crown  our  hoary  hairs  ; 
They'll  grow  in  virtue  every  day, 
And  they  our  fondest  loves  repay. 

And  recompense  our  cares. 
No  horrow'd  joys !  they're  all  our  own. 
While  to  the  world  we  live  unknown. 

Or  by  the  world  forgot  : 
Monarchs !  we  envy  not  yoor  state. 
We  look  with  pity  on  the  great. 

And  bless  our  bumble  lot 
Onr  portion  is  not  large,  indeed. 
But  then  how  little  do  we  need. 

For  nature's  calls  are  few ! 
In  this  the  art  of  living  lies, 
To  want  no  more  than  may  sufiioe. 

And  make  that  little  do. 
We'll  therefore  relish  with  content, 
Whate'er  kind  Providence  has  sent, 

Nor  aim  beyond  our  power ; 
For,  if  our  stock  be  very  small, 
Tis  prudence  to  ei^joy  it  all. 

Nor  lose  the  present  hour. 
To  be  resign'd  when  ills  betide. 
Patient  when  favours  are  deny'd. 

And  pleas'd  with  favours  given; 
Dear  Cloe,  this  is  wisdom's  part. 
This  is  that  incense  of  tbe  heart. 

Whose  fragrance  smells  to  Heaven. 
We'll  ask  no  long-protracted  treat. 
Since  winter-life  is  seldom  sweet ;    . 

But,  when  our  feast  is  o'er, 
Gmtefol  from  table  we'll  arise, 
Nor  grudge  our  sons,  with  envious  eyes. 

The  relics  of  our  store. 
Thus  hand  in  hand  thro'  life  we'll  go; 
Its  checkeHd  paths  of  joy  and  woe 

With  cautious  stops  we'll  tread; 
Quit  its  vain  scenes  without  a  tear. 
Without  a  trouble,  or  a  fear, 

And  mii^e  with  the  dead. 
Whfle  conscience,  like  a  faithful  friend. 
Shall  thro'  the  gloomy  vale  attoid. 

And  cheer  our  dying  breath ; 
Shall,  when  all  other  comforts  ceaae, 
like  a  kind  angel  whisper  peace. 

And  smooth  the  bed  of  death. 


TO  SOME  CHILDRJ^N 

LISTEMINO  TO  ▲  LAaK. 

See  the  laric  prunes  his  active  wings. 
Rises  to  Heaven,  and  soars,  and  smgs. 
His  morning  hymns,  his  mid-day  lajrs^ 
Are  one  oontinued  song  of  praise. 
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COTTON'S  POEMS 


He  speaks  bis  Maker  all  be  can, 
And  sbames  tbe  alent  tongue  of  man. 

When  the  deobuing  orb  of  light 
Reminds  him  of  approaching  night. 
His  warbling  vespers  swell  bis  breast, 
And  as  be  s'ngs  he  sinks  to  rcgt. 

Shall  btrd<;  rnstructive  lessons  leach. 
And  we  be  deaf  to  what  they  preach  ? 

No,  ye  dear  nestlings  of  my  heart, 
Go,  act  tbe  wiser  songster^s  part. 
Spurn  your  warm  couch  at  early  dawn^ 
And  with  your  God  begin  the  room. 
To  him  your  grateful  tribute  pay 
Thro'  ever>'  period  of  tbe  day. 
To  him  your  evening  songs  direct; 
His  eye  shall  watcb,  bis  arm  protect 
7I10'  darkness  reigns,  he's  with  you  still. 
Then  sleep,  ny  babes,  and  fear  no  ilL 


TO  A  CHILD  OF  FIVE  YEARS  OLD. 

Fairest  flower,  all  flowers  excelling, 

Which  in  Milton's  page  we  see ; 
Flowers  of  Eve's  embower'd  dwelling  * 

Are,  my  fair  one,  types  of  thee. 
Mark,  my  Polly,  bow  the  roses 

Emulate  thy  damask  cheek  ; 
How  the  bud  its  sweets  discloses-"--* 

Buds  thy  opening  bloom  bespeak. 
Lilies  are  by  plain  direction 

Emblems  of  a  double  kind  ; 
£mblems  of  thy  (air  complexion. 

Emblems  of  tBy  fairer  mind. 

But,  dear  girl,  both  flowers  and  beauty 

Blossom,  fade,  and  die  away  $ 
Then  pursue  good  sense  and  duty, 

Evergret^ns  !  which  nc*ei*  decay. 


OK  LORD  COBHAM'S  GARDES. 

It  puzzles  much  tbe  sages'  brain*. 

Where  Eden  stood  of  yore, 
Some  place  it  in  Arabia's  plains. 

Some  say  it  is  no  more. 
But  Cobham  can  these  tales  confute, 

As  all  the  curious  know ; 
For  he  bath  prov'd,  beyond  difspute. 

That  Paradise  is  Stow. 


TO  MORROfK 
P«reunt  et  imputantur. 

To  MORBOW,  didst  thou  say  ! 

Methought  I  beard  Horatio  say,  To  morrow. 

Go  to — I  will  not  b*ar  of  it — ^T6  morrow  I 

Tis  a  sharper,  who  stakes  his  penury 

Against  thy  plenty — who  takes  thy  ready  cash. 

And  pays  thee  nought  but  wishes,  h(ii>es,a»d  promises, 

Tbe  currency  of  idiots.     Injurious  banknipt, 

That  gulls  the  easy  creditor  ! — To  morrow  ! 

*  Alludmg  to  MiItoQ*s  description  of  Evc*a  buwer. 


It  is  a  period  nowhere  to  be  fettod 
In  all  the  hoary  registers  of  time. 
Unless  perchance  in  the  fool's  calendar. 
Wisdom  disclaims  tbe  word,  nor  holds  societjr 
With  those  who  own  it    No,  my  Horatio, 
Tis  Fancy's  child,  and  Folly  is  its  fiather; 
Wrought  of  such  stuff  as  dreams  are  ;  and  baFeleis 
As  the  fantastic  visions  of  the  evening. 

But  soft,  my  friend — arrest  the  present  moments  j 
For  be  assur'd,  they  all  are  arrant  tell-tales; 
And  t  ho'  their  flight  be  silent,  and  their  path  trackless 
As  the  wing'd  couriers  of  the  air, 
Tiiey  post  to  Heaven,  and  there  record  thy  folly. 
Because,  tho'  station'd  on  the  important  watch. 
Thou,  like  a  sleeping,  Pithless  sentinel. 
Didst  let  them  pass  unnotic'd,  uniraprov'd. 
And  know,  for  that  thou  sluuiber'dst  on  the  guard. 
Thou  Shalt  be  made  to  answer  at  tlie  bar 
For  every  fugitive  ;  and  when  thou  thus 
Shalt  stand  impleaded  at  tbe  high  tribunal 
Of  hood-wink  t  justice,  who  shall  toll  tby  audit  ? 

7*hen  stay  the  present  instant,  dear  Horatio ; 
Imprint  the  marks  of  wisdom  on  its  wings. 
Tis  of  more  worth  than  kingdoms  1  far  more  precious 
Than  all  tbe  crimson  treasures  of  lifers  fountain  !-^ 
Oh  !  let  it  not  elude  thy  grasp,  but,  like 
The  good  old  patriarch  upon  record, 
Hold  the  fleet  angel  fast  until  he  bless  Umc. 


AN  ALLUSION 


TO  HORACE,  ODE  XVI.  BOOK  11. 

INSCRiacO   TO   H.   W.    KS4« 

Otinm  divos  rogat  in  patonti 
Prensns  iEgaeo,  siraul  atra  nubes 
Condidit  lunam,  neque  certa  fulgent 

Sidera  nautis,  5c«. 

Sat,  heavenly  Quiet,  propitious  nymph  of  light. 
Why  art  thou  thus  conceaPd  from  human  sight  ? 
Tir'd  of  life's  follies,  &in  I'd  gain  thy  amos. 
Oh  !  take  me  panting  to  thy  peaceful  charms  $ 
Sooth  my  wild  soul  in  thy  soft  fetters  caught. 
And  calm  the  suiges  of  tumultuous  thought. 
Thee,  goddess,  thee  all  states  of  life  implore. 
The  merchant  seeks  thee  on  tbe  foreign  shore  ; 
Thro'  frozen  zones  and  burning  isles  be  flies. 
And  tempts  the  various  horrours  of  the  skies* 
Nor  frozen  zones,  nor  burning  isles  control 
That  thirst  of  gain,  that  fever  of  the  soul. 
But  mark  the  change — impending  storms  alErtgbt, 
Array'd  in  all  tbe  majesty  of  night — 
The  raging  winds,  discharg'd  their  mystic  caves, 
Itiar  the  dire  signal  to  th'  insulting  waves. 
'I1ie  foaming  legions  charge  tbe  ribs  of  oak. 
And  the  pale  fiend  presents  at  every  stroke. 
To  thee  the  unhappy  wreteh  in  pate  despair 
Bends  the  weak  knee,  and  lifts  the  hand  in  prayer  -, 
Views  the  sad  cheat,  and  swears  he'll  ne*er  again 
Range  the  ht)t  clime,  or  trust  the  faithlesa  main. 
Or  own  so  mean  a  thought,  that  thou  art  bribed  by 
gain. 
To  thee  the  hamess'd  chief  devotes  his  breath. 
And  braves  tlie  thousand  avenues  of  death  j 
Now  red  with  fury  seeks  th'  embattled  pliuti. 
Wades  floods  of  gore,  and  scales  the  hills  of  daiof 
Now  on  the  fort  with  winged  vengeance  falls. 
And  teai|>t«  the  sevenfold  Uiunden  of  tha  wmlU« 
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Kstakm  man !  the  nymph  of  peace  disdains 

The  roar  of  caimoos,  and  the  smoke  of  plains : 

With  milder  ineeiise  let  thy  altars  blaze. 

And  in  a  aoftrr  note  attempt  her  praise. 

What  various  herOs  attend  the  virgin's  gate, 

Abject  in  wealth,  and  impotent  in  state ! 

A  crovrd  of  offimngB  on  the  altar  lie, 

And  idly  strive  to  tempt  her  from  the  sky : 

Dut  here  the  rich  magnificence  of  kings 

Are  specioas  trifles  all,  and  all  unheeded  things. 

Ko  outward  show  celestial  bosoms  warms, 

The  gaudy  porple  boasts- inglorious  charms ; 

The  gold  here,  oonscioas  of  its  abject  birth. 

Only  presttmes  to  be  superior  earth. 

In  vain  the  gem  its  sparkling  tribute  pays. 

And  meanly  tremulates  in  borrowed  rays. 

0:i  these  the  nymph  with  scornful  smiles  looks  down, 

Nor  e'er  elects  the  favourite  of  a  crown. 

Supmnely  great,  she  views  us  from  afar. 

Nor  deigns  to  own  a  sultan  or  a  czar. 

Did  real  happiness  attend  on  state, 

Huw  wonld  I  pant  and  labour  to  be  great  * 

To  court  I'd  hasten  with  impetuous  speed ; 

But  to  be  great 's  to  be  a  wretch  indeed. 

1  speak  of  sacred  troths ;  believe  me,  Hugh, 
The  real  wants  of  nature  are  hut  few. 
TVior  are  the  charms  of  gold-»a  generous  heart 
Would  Mush  to  own  a  bhss,  that  these  impart. 
'TV»  he  aUme  the  Muse  dares  happy  call, 
Who  with  superior  thought  enjoys  bis  little  all. 
Wfthia  his  lireast  no  frantic  passions  roll. 
Soli  are  the  motions  of  the  vhrtoous  soul. 
The  nigbt  in  silkoi  slumbers  glides  away. 
And  a  sweet  calm  leads  in  the  smiling  day. 

What  antic  notions  form  the  human  mind  I 
Penersely  mad,  and  oUstinately  blind. 
Lfe  in  Its  large  extent  is  scarce  a  span. 
Vet,  wondrous  frenzy  !  great  designs  we  plan, 
Aad  shoot  our  thoughts  beyond  the  date  of  man. 

Han/that  vam  creaUune  's  but  a  wretched  elf, 
Aad  lives  at  constant  enmity  with  self; 
irvesrs  to  a  sonthern  climate  heMl  repair, 
But  who  can  change  the  mind  by  changing  ait  ? 
Italians  plains  may  purify  the  blood, 
Aarl  with  a  nobler  purple  paint  the  flood ; 
Bat  can  soft  zephyrs  aid  th'  ill-shapen  thigh. 
Or  (ona  to  beauty  the  distorted  eye  ? 
Can  they  with  life  inform  the  thoughtless  clay  ? 
Tbea  a  kind  gale  might  waft  my  cares  away. 
Wfaire  lOves  the  Muse  ? — ^'tis  all  a  dream,  my  friend. 
Ail  a  wild  thought — ^fbr  Care,  that  ghastly  fiend. 
That  mighty  prince  of  the  infernal  powers, 
Haonts  the  still  watches  of  the  midnight  hours. 
la  vain  the  man  the  night's  protection  sought. 
Cue  stings  like  poisonous  asps  to  fury  wrought, 
And  wakes  the  mind  to  all  the  pains  of  thought. 
Not  the  wing'd  ship,  that  sweeps  the  level  main. 
Not  the  young  roe  that  bonnds  along  the  plain. 
Are  swift  as  Care— that  monster  leaves  behuid 
The  aerial  coarser  and  the  fleeter  wind ; 
Hko*  every  clime  performs  a  constant  part. 
And  sheaths  its  parofol  daggers  in  the  heart 

Ah !  why  should  man  an  idle  game  pursue. 
To  future  may-bes  stretch  the  distant  view  ? 
May  wttre  exalted  thoughts  our  hours  employ. 
And  wisely  strive  to  taste  the  present  joy. 
iifie  's  an  inconstant  sea — the  prudent  ply 
W<h  every  oar  to  improve  th'  auspicious  sky : 


But  if  black  clouds  the  angry  Heav'ns  deform, 
A  cheerful  mind  will  sweeten  every  storm. 
Tho'  fools  cxp(H;t  their  joys  to  flow  sincere, 
Yet  none  can  boast  ctenial  sunshine  here. 

The  youthful  chief,  thai  like  a  summer  flower 
Shines  a  whole  life  in  one  precarious  hour, 
Impatient  of  restraint  demanrls  the  fieht. 
While  painted  triumphs  swim  bftfore  his  sight 
Forbear,  brave  youth,  thy  bald  designs  give  u'cr. 
Ere  the  next  mom  shall  dawn,  thouMt  be  no  more  ; 
Invidious  Death  shall  blast  thy  opening  bl'jutn. 
Scarce  blown,  thou  fad'st,  scarce  bom,  thou  meet'st  a 
tomb. 

What  tho',  ray  friend,  the  young  are  swept  away« 
Untimely  cropt  in  the  proud  blaze  of  day  ; 
Yet  when  life's  spring  on  purple  winirs  is  flown^ 
And  Uie  brisk  flood  a  noisome  puddle  grown  ; 
When  the  dark  eye  shall  roll  its  orb  for  light. 
And  the  roU'd  orb  confess  impervious  night; 
When  once  untun'd  the  ear's  contorted  cell. 
The  silver  cords  unbrace,  the  sounding  shell  ; 
Thy  sick'ning  soul  no  more  a  joy  shall  find. 
Music  no  more  shall  slay  thy  lab'ring  mind. 
The  breathing  canvas  plows  in  vain  for  thee, 
(n  vain  it  blooms  a  gay  eternity, 
With  thee  the  statue's  iHiasts  of  life  are  o'er. 
And  Caesar  animates  the  brass  no  more. 
The  flaming  ruby,  and  the  rich  brocade. 
The  sprightly  ball,  the  mimic  masquerade 
Now  charm  in  vain — in  vain  the  jovial  god 
With  blushing  goblets  plies  the  dormant  clod. 

Then  why  thus  fond  to  draw  superfluous  breath. 
When  every  gasp  protracts  a  painful  death? 
Age  is  a  ghastly  scene,  cares,  doubts,  and  fearJ, 
One  dull  rough  roadof  sighs,  groans,  pains,  and  tears. 

Let  not  ambitious  views  usurp  thy  soul. 
Ambition,  firiend,  ambition  grasps  the  pole. 
I1ie  lustfiil  eye  on  wealth's  bright  strand  you  flx» 
And  sigh  for  grandeur  and  a  coach  and  six ; 
With  golden  stars  you  long  to  blend  your  fate. 
And  with  the  garter'd  lordling  slide  in  state. 
An  humbler  theme  my  pensive  hours  employs, 
( Hear  ye  sweet  Heavens,  and  speed  the  distant  joys  I 
Of  these  possess'd  I  »d  scorn  to  court  renown, 
Or  bless  the  happy  coxcombs  of  the  town.) 
To  me,  ye  gods,  these  only  gifts  impart. 
An  easy  fortune,  and  a  cheerful  heart; 
A  little  muse,  and  innocently  gay. 
In  sportive  song  to  trifle  cares  away. 
Two  wishes  gain'd,  love  forms  the  last  and  best. 
And  Heaven's  bright  master-piece  shall  crown  th« 
rest 


AN  EPITAPH 


UPON  MR.  THOMAS  STRONG, 

WHO   SIBD   OK  THB   26th    OF  DBCEMSBH,    1736. 

In  action  pmdent,  and  in  word  sincere, 
'In  friendship  faithful,  and  in  honour  clear  ; 
"Thro'  life's  vam  scenes  the  same  in  every  part, 
A  steady  judgment,  and  an  honest  heart 
Thou  vaunt'st  no  honours — all  thy  boast  a  mind    • 
As  infants  guileless,  and  as  angels  kind. 

When  ask'd  to  whom  thcic  lovely  truths  belong. 
Thy  friends  shall  answer,  weeping,    **  Here  lies 
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COTTON'S  P0BIH8. 


EPITAPH 


UPON  MISS  GEE, 

WHO  DIED  OCTOBIR  25,    1736,  ATAT.   28. 

Beauteous,  nor  knoivn  to  pride,  to  friends  siocere, 
Miid  to  thy  neighbour,  to  thyself  severe  j 
Unstain'd  thy  honour — aod  thy  wit  was  such. 
Knew  no  ejctremes,  nor  little,  nor  too  much. 
Few  were  thy  years,  and  painful  thro'  the  whole. 
Yet  calm  thy  passage,  and  serene  thy  soul. 

Reader,  amidst  these  sacred  crowds  that  sleep  i, 
View  this  once  lovely  form,  nor  grufige  to  weep.— 
O  Death,  all  terrible  \  how  sure  thy  hour  ! 
How  wide  thy  conquests  !  and  how  fell  thy  power ! 
"When  youth,  wit,  virtue,  plead  for  longer  reign, 
When  youth,  when  wit,  when  virtue  plead  in  vain ; 
Stranger,  then  weep  afresh — ^for  know  this  clay 
Was  once  the  good,  the  wi«e,  the  beautiful,  the  gay. 


REBVS. 

That  awful  name  which  oft  inspires 
Impatient  hopes,  and  fond  desires. 
Can  to  another  pain  impart, 
And  thrill  with  fear  tlie  shuddering  heart 
This  mystic  word  is  often  read 
O^ex  the  still  chambers  of  the  dead. 
Say,  what  contains  the  breathless  day, 
When  the  fleet  soul  is  wingM  away  ?~- 
Those  marble  monuments  proclaim 
My  little  wily  wanton's  name. 

tx>iiis. 


REB  US. 


Ths  golden  stem,  with  generous  aJd, 
Supports  and  feeds  the  fruitful  blade. 
The  queen,  who  ruPd  a  thankless  isle. 
And  gladden'd  thousands  with  her  smile ; 
(When  the  well-manag'd  pound  of  gold 
Did  more,  than  now  the  sum  thrice  told ;) 
This  stem  of  Ceres,  and  the  fair 
Of  Stuart's  house,  a  name  declare. 
Where  goodness  is  with  beauty  join'd, 
Where  queen  and  goddess  both  combin'd 
To  form  an  emblem  of  the  mitid. 


REBUS, 

Thk  light-footed  female  that  bonnds  o'er  the  hills. 
That  feeds  among  lilies,  and  drinks  of  the  rills. 

And  is  fam'd  for  being  tender  and  true ; 
Which  Solomon  deemed  a  simile  rare, 
To  liken  the  two  pretty  breasts  of  bis  fiur. 

Is  the  oamo  of  the  nymph  I  panue. 

BOB. 


«' Mark  the  tall  tn^»  cried  Oipid  to  the  dMM, 
"  That  from  its  silver  baric  derives  its  name ; 
The  stodious  iosectt  that,  with  wondroas  pov'n. 
Extracts  mysterious  sweets  from  fragmnt  dow'rs  ; 
Proclaim  the  nymph  to  whom  alllieaits  submit. 
Whose  sweetness  solUns  majesty  and  wit.*' 


SOME  HASTY-  BHtMCS 


ANOTHER. 


**  Tell  me  the  fkir,  if  such  a  fair  there  be," 
Said  Venus  to  her  son,  "  that  rivals  ra^'* 

1  The  author  is  supposed  to  be  inseribiDg  the  cha- 
racter of  the  deceased  upon  her  tomb,  and  therafoie 
'*  crowds  that  sleep,'*  mean  the  dead. 


ON  SLEEP. 

MrsTBHiovs  deity,  impart 

From  whence  thou  com'st,  and  what  th6u  art. 

I  feel  thy  pow'r,  thy  reign  I  bless. 

But  what  I  feel,  I  can't  express. 

Thou  bind'st  my  limbs,  but  canst  nt  restrain 

The  busy  workings  of  the  brain. 

All  nations  of  the  air  and  land 
Ask  the  so|t  blessing  at  thy  hand. 
The  reptiles  of  the  frozen  zone 
Are  close  attendants  on  thy  throne^ 
Where  painted  basilisks  enfold 
Their  azure  scales  m  rolls  of  gold. 

The  slave,  that's  destinM  to  the  oar, 
In  one  kind  vision  sWims  to  shore ; 
The  lover  meets  the  willing  fair. 
And  fondly  grasps  impassive  air. 
Last  night  the  happy  miser  told 
Twice  twenty  thousand  pounds  in  gold. 

The  purple  tenant  of  the  crown 
Implores  thy  aid  on  beds  of  down : 
While  Lnbbin,  and  his  healthy  bride. 
Obtain  what  monarchs  are  denied. 

The  garter'd  statesman  thon  wooldst  own. 
But  rebel  conscience  spams  tiiy  throne ; 
Braves  all  tb<r  poppies  of  the  fields, 
And  the  fiun'd  gum  >  that  Turkey  yields. 

White  the  good  man,  uppress'd  with  pam. 
Shall  court  thy  smiles,  noi'sue  in  vahi. 
Propitious  thou'lt  his  prayer  attend. 
And  prove  his  guardian  and  his  friend. 
Thy  faithful  hands  shall  make  his  bed, 
And  thy  soft  arm  support  his  head. 


ui  REBUS. 

The  name  of  the  monarch  that  abandoned  his  throne 
Is  the  name  of  the  foir,  I  prefer  to  his  crown.  ' 

iAMsa. 

jt  aosG. 

Tell  me,  my  Csslia,  why  to  ooy^ 

Of  men  so  much  afraid; 
Celia,  'tis  better  far  to  die 

A  mother  than  a  maid. 
The  rose,  when  post  its  damask  has. 

Is  alwajTS  oot  of  fisvoar  ; 
And  when  the  plom  hath  lost  its  Uae, 

It  loses  too  its  flavoar. 

To  vernal  floWrs  Che  rolling  yean 

Returning  beanty  bring ; 
Bnt  fiuled  once,  thou'lt  bloom  no  more. 

Nor  know  a  second  spring. 

1  Or  rather  inspisiated  jaioe,  opiuau 
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HYMN 


A  SUNDAY  HTMN, 

III  IMRATIOV  OF  m.  wA-m. 

Tmis  k  the  day  the  Lord  of  life 

Ascended  to  the  skies ; 
My  tboaghtt,  pursae  the  lofty  theme^ 

And  to  the  Heav*ns  arise. 
Let  no  vain  cares  divert  my  mind 

From  this  celestial  road ; 
Kor  all  the  honours  of  the  Earth 

Detain  my  soul  from  God. 
Think  of  the  splendours  of  that  place, 

Hae  joys  that  are  on  high  ; 
Nor  meanly  rest  contented  here. 

With  worlds  heneatb  the  sky. 
Heav*n  is  the  bitth-pl^ce  of  the  saints. 

To  Heaven  their  souls  ascend ; 
Tb'  Almighty  oarns  his  favourite  race. 

As  frtber  and  as  friend. 
Ob !  may  these  lovely  titles  prove 

My  oomlbrt  and  defence, 
Wben  the  sick  couch  shall  be  my  1^ 

And  death  shall  call  me  hence« 


AN  ODE  ON  THE  MESSIAH. 

WacH  man  bad  disobey'd  bis  tbrd. 
Vindictive  Joitice  drew  the  svord ; 
"  The  rebel  and  his  race  shall  die." 
He  spake,  and  thanders  burst  the  sky. 
Lo !  Jeans  pard'ning  grace  displays, 
Kor  thunder*  roll,  nor  lightnings  blaze, 
Jesna,  the  Savioor  stands  oonfot. 
In  irnys  of  miklest  glories  dresL 
As  roond  ham  press  th*  angelic  crowd, 
Mercy  and  Troth  be  calls  aloud ; 
The  nniling  cherubs  winged  to  view, 
Their  pinions  sonnded  as  they  flew. 
"  Ye  fevoorites  of  the  throne,  arise, 
Bear  the  strange  tidings  thro*  the  skies  ; 
Say,  man,  th*  apostate  rebel,  lives ; 
Say,  Jenis  bleeds,  and  Heaven  forgives. 

*■  In  pity  to   the  fallen  race, 
rU  take  their  nature  and  their  place  ; 
Pll  bleed,  their  pardon  to  procure, 
ril  die,  to  make  that  pardon  sure.'' 
Kow  Jesus  leaves  bis  blest  abode, 
A  Virgin's  womb  receives  the  God. 
Whesi  the  tenth  Moon  had  wan'd  on  Earth, 
A  Virgin's  womb  disclos'd  the  birth. 
New  pniie  emplojrs  th'  ethereal  throng. 
Their  golden  harps  repeat  the  song ; 
And  angels  waft  th'  immortal  strahis 
To  himible  BeClU'em's  bappy  plains. 
While  there  the  guardians  of  the  sheep 
By  night  their  faithful  vigils  keep, 
Cetertial  notes  their  ears  delight. 
And  floods  of  glory  dsown  their  sight 
When  Oahriel  tlins^  **  Exnh,  ye  smuis, 
Jesas,  your  own  Mtfsrfah,  veigns. 
Arwe,  the  royal  babe  beboM, 
Jcsm,  by  ancieiit  bsurda  Soretold. 


"  To  David's  tortii  <liroct  yonr  way, 
And  shout,  Salvation's  bom  to  day ; 
There',  in  a  manger's  mean  disguise, 
You  'II  find  the  sovereign  of  the  skies." 
What  joy  Salvation's  sound  imparts. 
You  best  can  tell,  yh  guileless  hearts ; 
Whom  no  vain  science  led  astray, 
Nor  taught  to  scorn  Salvation's  way. 
Tho'  regal  purple  spurns  these  truths. 

Maintain  your  ground,  ye  chosen  youths ; 

Brave  the  stem  tyrant*8  lifted  rod. 

Nor  blush  to  own  a  dying  God. 

What !  tho'  the  sages  of  the  Earth 

Proudly  dispute  this  wondrous  birth  ; 

Tho'  learning  mocks  Salvation's  voice, 

Know,  Heav'n  applauds  your  wiser  choice. 

Oh  !  be  this  wiser  choice  my  own  ! 

Bear  me  some  seraph,  to  his  throne, 

^^liere  the  rapt  soul  dissolves  away 

In  visions  of  eternal  day. 


AN  ODE  ON  THE  NEfT  YEAIL 

Lord  of  my  life,  inspire  my  song. 

To  Thee  my  noblest  powers  belong  ; 

Grant  me  thy  favourite  seraph's  name. 

To  sing  the  glories  of  thy  name. 

My  birth,  my  fortune,  friends,  and  health. 

My  knowledge  too,  superior  wealth  ! 

Lord  of  my  life,  to  thee  I  owe  ; 

Teach  me  to  practise  what  I  know. 

Ten  thousand  favours  claim  my  song, 

4nd  each  demands  an  angel's  tongue  j 

Mercy  sits  smiling  on  the  wings 

Of  every  moment  as  it  springs. 

But  oh  !  with  infinite  surprise 

I  see  returoii^  years  arise ; 

When  unimprov'd  the  former  More, 

Lord,  wilt  thou  trust  me  still  with  more  \ 

Thousands  this  period  hop'd  to  see ! 
Deny'd  to  thousands,  granted  me ; 
Thousands  !  that  w»ep,  and  wish,  and  pray 
For  those  rich  hours  1  thro^  away. 

The  tribute  of  my  heart  receive, 
'Tis  the  poor  all  I  have  to  give ; 
Should  it  prove  faithless.  Lord,  I'd  wrest 
The  bleeding  traitor  from  my  breasL 


EPITAPH 

ON  JOHN  nVKB  OF  BanOWATW, 

WHO  niKD  iM  THE  TWsimr-pfaarr  YSAa  ot  bis  Aot, 

1747-8. 
Intbmt  to  bear,  and  bounteous  to  bestow^ 
A  mind  that  melted  at  another's  woe  f 
Studious  to  act  the  self- approving  part. 
That  midnight-music  of  the  honest  heart  f 
Those  silent  joys  th'  illustrious  youth  possess'd. 
Those  cloudless  sunshines  of  the  spotless  breast  I 
From  pride  of  peerage,  and  from  roliy  free, 
Lifb's  early  mom,  feir  virtue  !  gave  to  thee  ; 
Forbad  the  tear  to  steal  from  sorrow's  eye. 
Bade  amdoos  poverty  forget  to  ngh  5 
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Like  Titus,  knew  the  value  of  a  day. 

And  want  went  smiling  from  his  gates  awiy. 

The  rest  were  honours  borrowed  from  the  threnc  j 
These  honours,  Egbrton,  were  all  thy  own! 


COTTON'S  POEMS. 


A  FABLE. 

It  seems,  an  owl,  in  days  of  yore. 
Had  tum'd  a  thousand  volumes  o*er. 
His  fame  for  literature  extends, 
And  strikes  the  ears  of  |>artial  friends. 
They  weighM  the  learning  of  the  fowl. 
And  thought  him  a  prodigious  owl  I 
From  such  applause  what  could  betide  ? 
It  only  cocker'd  him  in  pride. 

ExtulPd  for  sciences  and  arts, 
His  bosom  burn'd  to  show  his  parts  j 
(No  wonder  that  an  owl  of  spirit, 
Mistook  his  vanity  for  merit.) 
He  shows  insatiate  thirst  of  praise, 
Ambitious  of  the  poet's  bays. 
Perch'd  on  Parnassus  all  night  long. 
He  hoots  a  sonnet  or  a  song  $ 
And  while  the  village  hear  his  note. 
They  curse  the  screaming  whore-8on*8  throat. 

Amidst  the  darkness  of  the  night, 
Our  feathered  poet  wings  his  flight. 
And,  as  capricious  fate  ordains, 
A  chimney's  treacherous  summit  gains ; 
Which  much  impair'd  by  wind  and  weather, 
Down  fall  the  bricks  and  bird  together. 

The  owl  expands  his  azure  eyes, 
And  secb  a  Non-con*8  study  rise ; 
The  walls  were  dcck»d  with  hallow'd  bands 
Of  wortliies,  by  th'  engraver's  hands; 
All  champions  for  the  good  old  cause ! 

Whose  conscience  interfered  with  laws; 

But  yet  no  foes  to  king  or  people, 

Tho'  mortal  foes  to  church  and  steeple^ 

Baxter,  with  apostolic  grace. 

Displayed  his  mebsotinto  face ; 

While  here  and  there  some  luckier  saint 

Attained  to  dignity  of  paint, 

RangM  in  proportion  to  their  size. 

The  books  by  due  gradations  rise. 

Here  the  good  fathers  lodg'd  their  trust ; 

There  zealous  Calvin  slept  in  dust 

Here  Pool  his  learned  treasures  keeps  ; 

There  Fox  o'er  dying  martyrs  weeps  ; 

While  reams  on  reams  insatiate  drink 

Whole  deluges  of  Henry's  ink. 
Columns  of  sermons  pil'd  on  high 

Attract  the  bird's  admiring  eye. 

Those  works  a  good  old  age  acquir'd. 

Which  had  in  manuscript  expir'd  ; 

For  manuscripts,  of  fleeting  date. 

Seldom  suivive  their  infant  state. 

Tlie  healthiest  live  not  half  their  days. 

But  die  a  thousand  various  ways ; 

Sometimes  injuriously  apply'd 

To  purposes  the  Muse  shail'hide. 

Or,  should  they  meet  no  fate  below. 

How  oft  tobacco  proves  their  foe  ! 

Or  else  some  cook  purloins  a  leaf 

To  singe  her  fowl,  or  save  her  beef; 

But  sermons  *scape  both  fate  and  fiiv, 

By  oongregational  desire^ 


Display'd  at  huge  apoD  the  tabl« 
Was  Bunyan's  much^dmir'd  fable  ; 
And  as  his  Pilgrim  sprawling  lay, 
It  chanc'd  the  owl  advanc'd  that  way. 
The  bird  explores  the  pious  dream. 
And  plans  a  visionary  scheme ; 
Determined,  as  he  read  the  sage. 
To  copy  from  the  tinker's  page. 

The  thief  now  quits  his  leam'd  abod«. 
And  scales  aloft  the  souty  road ; 
Flies  to  Parnassus'  top  once  more, 
Resolv'd  to  dream  as  well  as  snore  ; 
And  what  he  dreamt  by  day,  the  wight. 
In  writing  o'er,  consumes  the  night 

Plum'd  with  conceit  he  calls  aloud. 
And  thus  bespeaks  the  purblind  crowd ; 
"  Say  not,  that  man  alone's  a  poet. 
Poets  are  ov^ls— my  verse  shall  show  it" 
And  while  he  read  his  labour»d  lays. 
His  blue-ey'd  brothers  hooted  praise. 
But  now  his  female  mate  by  turns 
With  pity  and  with  choler  bums ; 
When  thus  her  consort  she  address'd. 
And  all  her  various  thoughts  expressed. 

"  Why,  prithee,  husband,  rant  nO  more^ 
Tis  time  to  give  these  follies  o'er. 
Be  wise,  and  follow  my  advice — 

Go— rcatch  your  family  some  mice. 
Twere  better  to  resume  your  trade. 

And  spend  your  nights  in  ambuscade; 

What !  if  you  fetten  by  your  schemes, 

And  fare  luxuriously  in  dreams ! 

While  you  ideal  mice  are  carving, 

I  and  my  family  are  starving. 

Reflect  upon  our  nuptial  hours. 

Where  will  you  find  a  brood  like  our's  ? 

Our  oflspring  might  become  a  queen. 

For  finer  owlets  ne'er  were  seen  !" 
"  'Ods— hluel"  the  surly  hob  reply'd, 

"  I'll  amply  for  my  heirs  provide. 

Why,  Madge  !  when  Colley  Cibber  diesi 

Thou'lt  see  thy  mate  a  lauHate  rise  ; . 

For  never  poets  held  this  place. 

Except  descendants  of  our  race.** 

"  But  soft"— the  female  sage  rejoio'd— 

"  Say  you  abjor'd  the  purring  kind  j 

And  nobly  left  inglorious  rats 

To  vulgar  owls,  or  sordid  cats. 

Say,  you  the  healing  art  essay'd, 

And  piddled  in  the  doctor's  trade ; 

At  least  you'd  earn  us  good  provisions, 

And  better  this  than  scribbling  visions. 

A  due  regard  to  me,  or  self, 

Wou'd  always  make  you  dream  of  pelf; 

And  when  you  dreamt  your  nights  away, 

You'd  realize  your  dreams  by  day. 

Hence  for  superior  gains  wou'd  rise. 

And  I  be  fat  and  you  be  wise." 

"But,  Madge,  tho'  I  applaud  your  scheme. 

You'd  wish  my  patients  still  to  dream  ! 

Waking  they'd  laugh  at  my  vocation, 

Ordis:ipprove  my  education; 

And  they  detest  your  solemn  hob. 

Or  take  me  for  professor  L — ,^ 
Equipt  with  powder  and  with  pill, 

He  tekes  his  licence  out  to  kill.  \ 

Practis'd  in  all  a  doctor's  airs. 

To  BatfiOD's  senate  he  repain. 
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Bf«»*d  in  hit  flomng  wig  of  knowledge^ 
To  greet  hb  brethren  of  the  college ; 
Takes  up  the  papers  of  the  day, 
PertaajM  for  wmnt  of  what  to  say  ; 
Thro*  eT*ry  coltimn  he  paisues. 
Alike  adTevtisementii  and  news ; 
O'er  Ihts  of  canes  with  rapUire  rans» 
Wnmght  by  Apollo's  natural  sons ; 
Admires  the  rich  Hibernian  stock 
(X  doctors,  Henry,  Ward,  and  Rock. 
He  dwells  on  each  illustrious  name. 
And  sighs  at  onc^  ibr  fees  and  fame. 
Kow,  like  the  doctors  of  to  day. 
Betains  bis  puffers  too  in  pay. 
Aromid  bis  reputation  dew. 
His  pfactice  with  his  credit  grew. 
At  length  the  court  receives  the  sage, 
And  lordlings  in  his  cause  engage. 
He  dopes,  beside  plebeian  fowls. 
The  whole  nobility  of  owls. 
Thus  evVy  where  he  gains  renown, 
And  fills  bis  purse,  and  thins  the  town. 


ADDRESSED 

TO  A  YOUNG  LADY, 

WHOSE    FATORITB   BIRD 
WAS  ALMOrr   KILLLD   BY   A   FALL   FROM  HBR  FINGER. 

Aa  Tincy,  in  a  wanton  mood. 
Upon  his  Lacy 's  finger  stood, 

Ambitious  to  be  free ; 
With  breast  elate  be  eager  tries, 
Bf  flight  to  reach  the  distant  skies, 

AoA  gain  his  liberty, 
ih !  liM^less  bird,  what  tho>  caress'd, 
A^  fondled  in  the  fair  one's  breast, 

Taogbt  e»cn  by  her  to  sing; 
Know  that  to  check  thy  temper  wild, 
Aad  make  thy  roanneis  soft  and  mild, 

Tby  mistress  cut  thy  wing. 
The  feather'd  tribe,  who  cleave  the  air, 
Thar  weights  by  equal  plumage  bear. 

And  qnick  escape  our  pow'r  ; 
Kttt  so  with  Tiney,  dear  delight, 
Hii  sbofften'd  wing  repressed  his  flight. 

And  threw  hmi  on  the  floor. 
Stonn^d  with  the  fall,  he  seem'd  to  die, 
fcr  quickly  cios'd  bis  sparkling  eye, 

Scarce   heav'd  his  pretty  breast  j 
Atenned  lor  her  favourite  care, 
Locy  aasames  a  pensive  air. 

And  is  at  heart  distrest. 
The  stoic  soul,  in  gravest  strain. 
May  call  these  feelings  light  and  vain. 

Which  thus  from  fondness  flaw ; 
Yet,  if  the  herd  arightly  deems, 
Tm  Mtnre's  fount  which  feeds  the  streams 

That  purest  joys  bestow. 
So,  AoqM  it  be  fair  Lucy's  &te, 
Whene'er  she  wills  a  change  of  state, 

To  boafft  a  mother's  name ; 
These  tbelhigs  then,  thou  cbarmhig  maid, 
la  brisfatest  lines  shall  be  display'd, 

Aai  praise  nnceniur'd  claim. 


RIDDLES* 

From  the  dark  caverns  of  the  Earth 
Our  ftimily  derive  their  birth ; 
By  nature  we  appear  to  view 
A  rugged  and  a  stubborn  crew. 
But  Vulcan's  brawny  sons,  by  art, 
Soften  the  hardness  of  onr  hesrt ; 
Gire  to  a  slender  shape  its  grace. 
And  a  bright  polish  to  our  fece. 
Thus  education  makes  us  mild. 
Pliant  and  ductile  as  a  child. 

Survey  the  attire  of  man,  you'll  trace 
Our  friendship  for  the  human  race. 
We  love  mankind,  indeed  we  do, 
Our  actions  prove  our  speeches  true. 
But  what  is  wondrous  strange  to  name, 
The  aged  female  is  our  flame. 
When  strength  deca3rs,  and  optics  £ul. 
And  oold  and  penury  prevail. 
Our  labours  spare  the  matron's  sight. 
We  ask  but  faint  supplies  of  light 
Kindly  our  ancient  girls  regale. 
With  food,  witli  fuel,  and  with  ale. 
We,  as  associates  to  mankind. 
All  act  our  various  parts/assign'd. 
No  useless  hands  obstruct  eur  scheme% 
We  suit  our  numbers  to  our  themes ; 
Hence  only  two  of  us  apply. 
To  form  a  bandage  for  the  thigh  ; 
But  when  the  grey  industrious  Peg 
Demands  a  vestment  for  the  leg, 
Tis  then  in  little  crowds  we  join 
To  aid  the  matron's  wise  design. 
Thus  four  or  five  of  us  you'll  see. 
And  each  as  busy  as  a  bee ; 
Besides  a  kind  assistant  near. 
Which  Peg  had  stuck  athwart  her  ear. 

Now  lasses,  if  onr  name  you'll  tell. 
And  vow  you'll  always  use  us  well 
We'll  grant  your  wish  to  change  your  life^ 
And  make  each  feiit  a  happy  wife. 

KNITTING   MIXD&l. 


ANOTHER. 

To  yon,  fair  maidens,  I  address, 

Sont  to  adorn  your  life  ; 
And  she  who  first  my  name  can  guess. 

Shall  first  be  made  a  wife. 

From  the  dark  womb  of  mother  Earth, 

To  mortals'  aid  I  come ; 
But  ere  I  can  receive  my  birth, 

I  many  shapes  assume. 

Passive  by  nature,  yet  I'm  made 

As  active  as  the  roe ; 
And  oftentimes,  with  equal  speed. 

Thro'  flowery  lawns  I  go. 

When  wicked  men  their  wealth  consume. 

And  leave  their  children  poor. 
To  me  their  daughters  often  come. 

And  I  encrease  their  store. 
The  women  of  the  wiser  kind. 

Did  never  once  refuse  me ; 
Bat  yet  I  never  once  could  find 

That  maids  of  honour  use  me* 
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COTTOira  POEMS. 


The  lily  hand  and  brilliant  eye» . 

May  charm  without  my  aid ; 
Beauty  may  strike  the  lover's  eye. 

And  love  inspire  the  maid. 

But  let  the  enchanting  nymph  be  told. 

Unless  I  graee  her  life. 
She  most  have  wondrous  store  of  gold. 

Or  make  a  wretched  wife. 
Altho*  I  never  hope  to  rest. 

With  Christiana  I  go  forth ; 
And  while  they  worship  to  the  east, 

I  prostrate  to  the  north. 
If  you  suspect  hypocrisy, 

Or  think  me  insincere. 
Produce  the  zealot,  who,  like  me. 

Can  tremble  and  adhere. 


ANOTHER, 


I  AM  by  nature  soft  as  siJk, 
By  nature  too  as  white  as  milk ; 
I  am  a  constant  friend  to  man. 
And  serve  him  every  way  I  can. 
When  dipt  in  wax,  or  pl«ng*d  in  oil, 
I  make  his  winter  evenmgs  smile ; 
By  India  tangbt  1  spread  his  bed. 
Or  deck  his  favourite  Celiacs  bead  ; 
Her  gayest  garbs  I  oft  compose. 
And  ah  !  sometimes,  1  wipe  her  nose. 


AXOTHEIL 


I  AM  a  small  Tolnine,  and  frequently  boond 

In  silk,  sattin,  silver,  or  gold ; 
My  worth  and  my  praises  the  females  resoond. 

By  females  my  tdenoe  it  totd. 
My  leaves  are  all  scarlet,  my  letters  are  steel. 

Each  letter  contains  a  great  treasure ; 
To  the  poor  they  spell  lodging,  ftiel,  and  meal. 

To  the  rieb,  entertakiment  and  pleasure. 
The  sempstress  explores  me  by  day  and  by  night, 

Not  a  page  but  she  turns  o'er  and  o*er ; 
Tho*  sometimes  I  injure  the  milliner's  sight. 

Still  I  add  to  her  credit  and  store. 
Tis  true  I  am  seldom  regarded  by  men, 

Yet  what  would  the  nudes  do  without  me  ? 
Let  them  boast  of  their  head,  or  boast  of  their  pen. 

Still  vain  is  their  boast  if  they  ilout  me. 

«  VUDLB  BOOK. 


PSjiLM   XIU,. 

OfFBiTDED  Majesty  f  how  long 

Wilt  thou  conceal  thy  fece  ? 
Bow  long  refuse  my  feintii^  aovl 

The  succours  of  thy  grace  ? 
While  iorrow  wrings  my  Ueediag  betrt, 

And  black  despondence  reigns, 
Satan  exults  at  my  complaints. 

And  triumphs  o'er  my  pains. 
Let  thy  retunung  spirit,  Lord, 

Dispel  the  shades  of  ntgfat ; 
Smile  on  my  poor  deserted  sool. 

My  God,  thy  smiles  are  light 


While  scoffers  at  thy  sacred  nord 

Deride  the  pangs  I  feel. 
Deem  my  religion  insincere^ 

Or  call  it  useless  zeal. 
Yet  will  I  ne'er  repent  my  choice, 

I  'U  ne'er  withdraw  my  trust ; 
I  know  thee.  Lord,  a  pow'rful  fiieod. 

And  kind,  and  wise,  and  jost 

To  doubt  thy  goodness  wou'd  be  base 

Ingratitude  in  me ; 
Past  favours  shall  renew  my  hopes. 

And  fix  my  faith  in  thee. 
Indulgent  God  i  my  willing  tongue 

Thy  praises  shall  prolong  ; 
For  oh  f  thy  bounty  fires  my  breast. 

And  rapture  swells  my  song. 


PSALM    XUL 


WrrH  fierce  desire  the  banted  bait 

Explores  the  cooling  stream  ; 
Mine  is  a  passion  stronger  far. 

And  mine  a  nobler  theme. 
Yes,  with  superior  fervoars,  Lord, 

I  thirst  to  see  thy  face ; 
My  languid  soul  would  fein  approach 

The  foentaius  of  thy  grace. 
Oh !  the  great  plenty  of  thy  boose. 

The  rich  refreshments  there ! 
To  live  an  exile  from  thy  courts 

O'erwheims  me  with  despair. 

In  worship  when  T  join'd  thy  samts. 

How  sweetly  pass'd  my  days ! 
Prayer  my  divine  emplc^riiMBt  thsD, 

Ajid  all  my  pleasvre  praise. 
But  now  I  'm  lost  to  every  joy. 

Because  detain'd  from  thee ; 
Those  golden  periods  ne'er  retom. 

Or  ne'er  return  to  me. 
Yet,  O  my  ssol,  why  tfans  deprest. 

And  whence  this  anxious  feu} 
Let  former  fevours  fix  thy  tnist. 

And  check  the  rising  tear. 
When  darkness  and  when  sorrows  rose^ 

And  press'd  on  every  side. 
Did  not  the  Lord  sustain  thy  steps. 

And  was  not  God  thy  guide  > 
Affliction  is  a  stormy  deep, 

Where  wave  resounds  to  wave ; 
Tbo*  o'er  my  head  the  billows  roll, 

I  know  the  Lord  can  save. 
,  Perhaps,  before  the  morning  dawni^ 

He'll  reinstate  my  peace ; 
For  he,  who  bade  the  tempest  roar. 

Can  bid  the  tempest  cease. 
In  the  dark  watches  of  the  night 

I  'II  count  his  mercies  o'er ; 
I  Ml  praise  him  for  ten  thousand  pest» 

And  humbly  sue  fbr  more. 
Then,  O  n^  soul,  why  thus  deprest. 

And  whence  this  anxious  fear  } 
Let  former  fevours  fix  thy  trust. 

And  check  the  rising  tear. 
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NIGHT  PIECE. 


ff 


Here  viO  I  iMk,  aoa  baad  m  J  bopet, 

Not  gMrmar  at  hit  rod ; 
Be^  more  tban  all  the  vorld  to  me, 

Uj  health,  my  life,  my  God  I 


THE  NIGHT  PIECE. 

Haxi!  the  prophetic  raTen  hrings 

My  lanmocis  od  his  boding  wings ; 

Tlie  birds  of  night  my  iate  foretel, 

The  pre«ieBt  death-watch  loands  my  knell. 

A  nlemn  darkness  spreads  the  tomb. 

But  temmrs  haunt  the  midnight  gloom ; 

Methndn  a  lirowner  horrouf  ftills. 

And  sileiit  spectres  sweep  the  walls. 

TdJ  me,  my  soul,  oh  tell  me  why 
TbK  faltering  tongne,  the  broken  sigh  } 
Thy  masly  checks  beclew*d  with  u>ars. 
Tell  me,  my  soul,  from  whence  these  lears  I 
I^Iko  conscious  guilt  arrests  the  mind, 
Aveogiig  furies  rtalk  behind, 
Aad  sickly  fiuicy  intervenes, 
TodresstheT  ' 


Jems  to  thee  I'll  fly  for  aid, 
Propitioas  Saa,  diapel  the  shade ; 
All  the  pale  imi\y  of  fear 
Woold  tanish  were  my  SaTionr  here. 
Xo  more  imagined  spectres  walk. 
No  mure  the  doubtful  echoes  talk ; 
Soft  zephyrs  fan  the  neighbouring  trees. 
And  meditation  mounts  the  breeze. 
How  sweet  these  sacred  bonis  of  rest, 
Pair  portraits  of  the  vii;tuouB  breast, 
Where  lawleas  lust,  and  passions  ruide, 
Aad  fiolly  never  dare  intrude ! 
Be  other's  choice  the  sparkling  bowl. 
And  mtrth,  the  poison  of  the  soul ; 
Or  midnight  dance,  and  pvblic  showsy 
Fareots  ol  sickiiess,  pains,  and  woes. 

A  nobler  joy  my  thoughts  design } 
Imtracttve  solitade,  be  mine ; 
Be  mine  that  silent  calm  repast, 
A  cfaeaHul  codscience  to  the  last. 
That  tree  which  bears  immortal  fruit. 
Without  a  canker  at  the  root ; 
That  friend  which  never  £m1s  the  just, 
H1mi  other  friends  desert  their  trust. 
Come  then,  my  soal,  be  this  thy  guest. 
And  leave  to  knaves  and  fools  the  vest. 
With  this  tboa  ever  shalt  be  gay, 
And  night  shall  hnghtMi  roto  day. 
With  this  companion  hi  the  shade, 
Sorely  thou  cuoldst  not  he  dismayM ; 
But  if  thy  Saviorir  here  were  ibund, 
AH  Paradise  would  bloom  around. 
"  Had  I  a  firm  and  lasting  iatth," 
To  credit  what  the  Almighty  saith, 
1  eoold  defy  the  midnight  gloomi, 
Aad  the  paJe  monarch  of  the  tomb. 
Though  tempests  drive  me  from  die  shorty 
And  tods  dewend,  sbmI  biUows'roar ; 
Thoa^  death  sppears  in  every  form, 
M  J  little  haik  shooUl  bmre  the  stofiB. 


Then  if  my  Ood  reqnir'd  the  lifo 
Of  brother,  parent,  child,  or  wife. 
Lord,  I  should  bless  the  stem  decree^ 
And  give  my  dearest  friend  to  thee. 
Amidst  the  various  scenes  of  ills. 
Each  stroke  some  kind  design  fulfils; 
And  shall  I  murmur  at  my  God, 
When  sovereign  love  directs  the  rod  f 
Peace,  rebel -thoughts — Pll  not  compl^m. 
My  Father's  smiles  suspend  my  pain  ; 
Smiles — that  a  thoi\3and  Joys  impart. 
And  pour  the  balm  that  beals  the  smart 
Though  Heaven  afflicts,  V\\  not  rqiine. 
Each  heart-felt  comfort  still  is  mine ; 
Comforts  that  shall  o'er  death  prevail. 
And  journey  with  me  though  the  vale. 
Dear  Jesus,  smooth  that  rugged  way, 
And  lead  me  to  the  realms  of  day, 
To  milder  skies,  and  brighter  plains. 
Where  everlasting  snnhine  reigns. 


REV.  JAMES  HERVEY, 

ON  HIS   MBDrrATtOVS. 

By  a  Pkjfticum* 

To  form  the  taste,  and  raise  the  noUer  part. 
To  mend  the  morals,  and  to  warm  the  heart; 
To  trace  the  genial  source  we  Nature  call. 
And  prove  the  God  of  Nature  friend  of  all ; 
Hervey  for  this  his  mental  landscape  drew. 
And  sketched  the  whole  creation  out  to  view. 

Th>  enameird  bloom,  and  variegated  flow*r. 
Whose  crimson  changes  with  the  changmg  hour ; 
The  humble  shrub,  whose  fragrance  scents  the  morn. 
With  buds  disclosing  to  the  eariy  dawn ; 
The  oaks  that  grace  Britamda's  mountains'  side. 
And  spicy  Lebanon's  superior  pride  >  ? 
All  loudly  sovereign  exeellence  prodaim. 
And  knimated  worlds  oonfess  the  same. 

The  azure  fields  that  form  th'  eitended  sky. 
The  planetary  globes  that  roll  on  high. 
And  solar  orbs,  of  proudest  blaze,  combine 
To  act  subservient  to  the  great  design. 
Men,  angels,  seraphs,  join  the  gen'ral  voice, 
And  hi  the  Lord  oST  Nature  all  rejoice. 

His  the  grey  winter's  venerable  guise. 
Its  shrouded  glories,  and  instructive  skies  s  ; 
His  the  snow's  plumes,  that  brood  the  sidfrnag 

blade; 
His  the  bright  pendant  that  impearis  the  glade; 
The  waving  forest,  or  the  whisp^g  brake ; 
The  surging  billow,  or  the  sleeping  lake. 
The  same  who  pours  the  beauties  of  the  spring. 
Or  mounts  the  whirlwhid^s  desolating  wing. 
The  same  who  smiles  in  Nature's  peaceful  form, 
ftowns  m  the  tempest,  and  directs  the  storm* 

Tis  thine,  bright  teacher,  to  Improve  the  age ; 
lis  thine,  whose  lifc^  a  comment  oo  thy  page. 
Thy  hapfy  page !  whose  periods  sweetly  fiew. 
Whose  figures  chanii  m»  aad  whose  oatooft  glow ; 
Where  aitlsis  piety  pervades  the  whole. 
Refines  the  genias,  liiid  eaalta  the  ioaL 

^Tbeoedav.      >  Referruv ta tha Wiat«wp|eot. 
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COTTON'S  POEMS. 


For  let  the  witling  argue  all  be  can, 

It  is  religion  ttiU  that  makes  the  man. 

Tis  this,  my  ftiend,  that  streaks  oar  morning  bright; 

Tis  this  that  gilds  the  honours  of  the  night 

When  wealth  forsakes  us,  and  when  friends  are  few ; 

When  friends  are  fiuthless,  or  when  foes  pursoe; 

Tis  this  that  wards  the  blow,  or  stills  the  smart. 

Disarms  af!iiction,^or  repels  its  dart ; 

Within  the  breast  bids  purest  rapture  rise ; 

Bids  smiling  conscience  spread  her  cloudless  skies. 

When  the  storm  thickens,  and  the  thunder  rolls, 
When  the  Earth  trembles  to  th'  affrighted  poles, 
The  virtuous  mind  nor  doubts  nor  fears  assail ; 
For  storms  are  zephyrs,  or  a  gentler  gale. 

And  when  disease  obstructs  the  laboring  breath ; 
When  the  heart  sickens,  and  each  pulse  is  death ; 
K'en  then  religion  shall  sustain  the  just, 
Grace  their  last  moments,  nor  desert  their  dust. 

August  5,  1748. 


LTKES  UNDER  A  SUK-DIAL 

IN  THE  CtfUKCB-TARD  AT 

THORNBY. 

Mark  well  my  shade,  and  seriously  attend 
The  silent  lesson  of  a  common  friend— 
Since  time  and  life  speed  hastily  away. 
And  neither  can  recal  the  former  day, 
Improve  each  fleeting  hour  before  'tis  past. 
And  know,  each  fleeting  hour  may  be  thy  last 


TO  THE   MEMOET   OV 

TJffE  REV.  MR.  SAMUEL  CLARK, 

WHO  DIED  DECBMBEa  THB   26tB,    1769,   AGED  48. 

(DistenUng  Minister  at  Birmngham,) 

IN  all  the  intercourses  of  humanity 

lie  was  upright,  prudent,  and  courteous. 

Compassionate,  kind,  and  beneficent. 

In  opinion 

Candid,  diffident,  and  judicious. 

In  argument 
Calm,  strong,  and  persuasive. 
Under  difficulties  and  sorrows 
Collected,  firm,aiid  resigned. 
In  friendship 
Faithful,  entertaining,  and  instructive. 
In  his  ministerial  capacity. 
He  poam»Bed  every  valuable  and  happy  talent 
To  rectify  the  judgment,  and  improve  the  heart 
He  was  learned  without  pride. 
And  pious  without  ostentation  j 
Zealous  and  indefatigable  to  advance  the  interest 
Of  true  religion. 
And  the  everlasting  welfare  of  those  who  were 
entrusted 
To  his  pastoral  care. 
What !  tho'  such  various  worth  is  seldom  known, 
No  adulation  rears  this  sacred  stone. 
No  partial  love  this  genuine  picture  draws, 
No  venal  pencil  prostitutes  applause: 
Justice  and  truth  in  artless  colours  paint 
The  man,  the  firiend,  the  prracher,  and  the  saint 


FISIOFS 

IK 

VERSE, 

FOK 

THE  ENTERTAINMENT  AND  INSTRUCTION 

OF 

YOUNGER   MINDS. 
Yfaginibus  puerisque  caota       ior# 


CONTAINING, 

EPISTLE  TO  THE  EBADBR.      Vlslon      V.  HAPTINBiTk 

Vision      I.      SLANDER.  TI.  FRIENDSHir. 

If.      PLEASURB.  VII.  MARmiAOB. 

ITI.      HEALTH.  Vllt.  LIPB. 

nr.    coKTSMT.  the  last  dbath. 


EPISTLE  TO  THE  READER. 

Authors,  you  know,  of  greatest  hme. 

Thro*  modesty  suppress  their  name; 

And  wonid  you  wish  me  to  reveal 

What  these  superior  wits  conceal  ? 

Forego  the  search,  my  curious  friend. 

And  husband  time  to  better  end. 

All  my  ambition  is,  I  own. 

To  profit  and  to  please  unknown  ; 

Like  streams  supply'd  from  springs  bdoir, 

Wliich  scatter  blessings  as  they  flow. 

Were  you  diseased,  or  pressed  with  pain. 
Straight  you*d  apply  to  Warwick-Lane  > ; 
The  thoughtful  doctor  feels  your  pnlae, 
(No  matter  whether  Mead  or  Uulse) 
Writes — Arabic  to  you  and  me, — 
Then  signs  his  hand,  and  takes  his  fee. 
Now,  should  the  sage  omit  his  name, 
Wou'd  not  the  cure  remain  the  same  ? 
Not  but  physicians  sign  their  bill. 
Or  when  they  cure,  or  when  tliey  kilK 

Tis  often  known  the  mental  race 
Their  fond  ambitious  sires  disgrace. 
Dar'd  I  avow  a  parent's  claim. 
Critics  might  sneer,  and  friends  might  blame. 
Hiis  dang*rous  secret  let  me  lude 
I'll  tell  you  every  thing  beside. 
Not  that  it  booU  the  worid  a  tittle, 
Wliether  the  author's  big  or  little ; 
Or  whether  iair,  or  black,  or  brown ; 
No  writer's  hue  concerns  the  town. 

I  pass  tha  silent  rural  hour. 
No  slave  to  wealthy  no  tool  to  pow'r. 
My  mansion's  warm,  and  very  neat ; 
You'd  say,  a  pretty  snug  retreat. 
My  rooms  no  costly  paintings  grace. 
The  humbler  print  supplies  their  place. 
Behind  the  house  my  garden  lies. 
And  opeus  to  the  southern  skies : 
The  distant  hills  gay  prospects  yield. 
And  plenty  smiles  in  ev'ry  fiekt 
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The  fottlher'd  tribes  adorn  my  ymid ; 
Alive  mj  J07,  my  treat  wlieo  dead. 
And  their  wah  plnmes  improve  my  bed. 

My  cov  remtrdi  me  all  ihe  can, 
(Bratet  leave  ingratitude  to  man ;) 
She,  daily  thankful  to  her  lord, 
Cranrns  vith  nectareou  sweets  my  board. 
Am  I  disea8*d  ?-^the  cure  is  known, 
Iler  sweeter  juices  mend  my  own. 

I  love  my  house,  and  seldom  roam. 
Few  visits  please  me  more  than  bomeb 
1  pity  that  unhappy  elf 
Who  loves  all  company  but  self. 
By  idle  paasioos  btrne  away 
To  op^«  masquerade,  or  play ; 
Food  of  those  hives  where  folly  reigns^ 
And  Britain's  peers  receive  her  chains  $ 
Where  the  pert  virgin  slights  a  name. 
And  sooms  to  redden  into  shame. 
But  koow,  my  fiur,  (to  whom  belong 
The  poet  and  his  aitless  song) 
When  fiemale  cheeks-refuse  to  gkn% 
Fsrewell  to  virtue  here  below. 
Our  sex  is  lost  to  every  rule. 
Our  sole  distinction,  knave  or  fool. 
Tm  to  your  innocence  we  ron ; 
Save  OS,  ye  fisir,  or  we're  undone; 
M««»^«'"«  your  modesty  and  station. 
So  women  shall  preserve  the  nation. 

]fbthen,'tissai<,indaysofold  "^ 

EitccmM  their  girls  more  choice  than  gold  < 
Too  well  a  daughter's  worth  they  knew. 
To  make  her  cheap  by  public  view : 
(Few,  who  their  diamonds'  value  weigh, 
Cspose  those  diamonds  ev'ry  day) 
Then,  if  sir  Plume  drew  near,  and  smiPd, 
The  parent  trembled  for  her  child : 
Hie  fint  advance  alarmM  her  breast; 
And  fiuicy  pictar'd  all  the  rest 
Bot  now  no  mother  fears  a  foe, 
K6  daughter  shudders ata  beau. 

Pleasnra  b  all  the  reigning  theme, 
Ov  Doon-day  thought,  our  midnight  dream. 
la  felly's  chace  our  youths  engage. 
And  ihameIeK  crowds  of  tott'ring  age. 
IV  die,  the  dance,  th'  intemp'rate  bowl 
With  various  charms  engross  the  soul. 
Are  gold,  fiune,  health,  the  terms  of  vice  ? 
The  frantic  tribes  shall  pay  the  price. 
Bat  tho^  to  ruin  post  they  run, 
Tliey  Ml  think  it  hard  to  be  undone. 

Do  not  artaign  my  want  of  taste. 
Or  Sight  to  ken  where  joys  are  plac'd. 
They  widely  err,  who  think  me  blind, ' 
And  I  disclaim  a  stoic's  mind. 
Like  yours  are  my  sensations  quite  ; 
I  ooly  strive  to  fi»l  aright. 
My  joys,  like  streams,  glide  gently  by, 
IW  small  their  channel,  never  dry ; 
fceep  a  still,  even,  fruitful  wave, 
And  bless  the  neighb*riog  meads  they  lave. 

My  fortune  (for  I'll  mention^all. 
And  more  than  you  dare  tell)  is  small ; 
Yet  ev'ry  friend  partakes  my  store, 
And  want  goes  smiling  from  my  door, 
Will  forty  shjilincs  warm  the  breaft 
Of  worth  or  indurtry  distrtse'd  ? 


This  sum  I  cheeifiilly  impttt ; 
TSs  foursoore  pleasures  to  my  heart. 
And  you  may  make,  by  means  like  these, 
Five  talents  ten,  whene'er  yon  please. 
Tis  true,  my  little  purse  grows  light; 
But  then  I  sleep  so  sweet  at  night ! 
This  grand  specific  will  prevail, 
When  all  the  doctor's  opiates  fail. 

You  ask,  what  party  I  pursue  ? 
Perhaps  you  mean,  "  Whose  fool  are  yott  ?^ 
The  names  of  party  I  detest^ 
Badges  of  slavery  at  best  ? 
Pve  top  much  grace  to  play  the  knave^ 
And  too  much  pride  to  turn  a  slave. 

I  love  my  country  from  my  soul. 
And  grieve  when  knaves  or  fools  control, 
I'm  pleas'd,  when  vice  and  folly  smart, 
Or  at  the  gibbet  or  the  cart : 
Yet  always  pity,  where  I  can. 
Abhor  the  guilt,  but  mourn  the  man. 

Now  the  religion  of  your  poet-- 
Does  not  this  little  preface  show  it  ? 
My  Visions  if  you  scan  with  care, 
Tis  ten  to  one  you'll  find  it  there. 
And  if  my  actions  suit  my  song. 
You  can't  in  conscience  think  me  wrongs 


SLANDER. 
VISION    I. 

INSCKIBBD  TO   MISS  ***♦. 

My  lovely  giri,  I  write  for  you ; 
And  prey  believe  my  visions  true; 
They'll  form  your  mind  to  every  grace  ; 
They'll  add  new  beauties  to  your  foce : 
And  when  old  age  impairs  your  prime. 
You'll  triumph  o'er  the  spoils  of  time. 

Childhood  and  youth  engage  my  pen, 
Ti»  labour  lost  to  talk  to  men. 
Youth  may,  perhaps,  reform,  when  wroa|^ 
Age  will  not  listen  to  my  song. 
He  who  at  fifty  is  a  fool. 
Is  for  too  stubborn  grown  for  school. 

What  is  that  vice  which  still  prevaib, 
When  almost  every  passion  foils ; 
Which  with  our  very  dawn  begun, 
Nor  ends,  bot  with  our  setting  sun  ; 
Which,  like  a  noxious  weed,  can  spoil 
ll)e  foirest  flow'rs,  and  choke  the  soil  ? 
Tis  Slander, — and,  with  shame  I  own. 
The  vice  of  human  kind  alone. 

Be  Slander  then  my  leading  dream, 
Tho'  you  're  a  stranger  to  the  theme ; 
Thy  softer  breast,  and  honest  heart. 
Scorn  the  defamatory  art ; 
Thy  soul  asserts  her  native  skien. 
Nor  asks  detraction's  wings  to  rise ; 
In  foreign  spoils  let  othehg  shine. 
Intrinsic  excellence  is  thine. 
The  bird,  in  peacock's  plumes  who  shone, 
Could  plead  no  merit  of  her  own : 
The  silly  theft  betrey'd  her  pride. 
And  spoke  her  poverty  beside. 

Th'  insidious  sland'ring  thief  is  worse 
Than  the  poor  rogue  who  steals  your  pune. 
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Say,  he  parloins  your  gKtt'ring  ttore ; 

Who  takes  your  goM,  takes  "  trash"- 

Perhaps  he  pilfen-^to  be  fed— 

Ah  I.  guiltless  wietch,  who  steals  for  bread  1 

But  the  dark  villam,  who  shall  aim 

To  blast,  my  fair,  thy  spotless  name. 

He'd  steal  a  precious  gem  away, 

Steal  what  both  Indies  can't  repay  1 

Here  the  strong  pleas  of  want  are  rain. 

Or  the  more  impious  pleas  of  gain. 

No  sinking  family  to  save ! 

No  gold  to  glutth'  insatiate  knave ! 

Improve  the  brat  of  Shakespeare's  tongue^ 
Twas  thus  immortal  Shakespeare  ^  sung. 
And  trust  the  bard's  unerring  rule. 
For  nature  was  that  poet's  school. 

As  I  was  nodding  in  my  chair, 
1  saw  a  rueful  wild  appear : 
No  verdure  met  my  aching  sight, 
But  hemloc,  and  ould  aixmite ; 
Two  very  pois'nooa  plants,  lis  true. 
But  not  so  bad  as  vice  to  you. 

The  dreary  prospect  spread  around  ! 
Beep  snow  had  whiten'd  all  the  ground ! 
A  black  and  barren  mountain  nigh, 
Expos'd  to  ev'ry  friendless  sky  I 

Here  foul-mouth'd  Slander  lay  reclio'd, 

Her  snaky  tresses  htss*d  behind : 

"  A  bloated  toad-stool  rais'd  her  head. 

The  plumes  of  ravens  were  her  bed  ^ :" 

She  fed  upon  the  viper's  brood, 

And  slak'd  her  impious  thirst  with  blood. 
Hie  rising  Sun  and  western  ray 

Were  witness  to  her  distant  sway. 

The  tyrant  claim'd  a  mightier  host 

Than  the  proud  Persian  e'er  could  boast. 

No  conquest  grac'd  Darius'  son  ^ ; 

By  his  own  numbers  half  undone  1 

SqfOcess  attended  Slander's  pow'r, 

She  reapM  fresh  laurels  ev'ry  hotu'. 

Her  troops  a  deeper  scarlet  wore 

Than  ever  armies  knew  before. 
No  plea  diverts  the  fury's  rage. 

The  fury  spares  nor  sex  nor  age. 

Ev'n  merit,  with  destructive  charms. 

Provokes  the  vengeance  of  her  arms. 
Whene'er  tiie  tyrant  sounds  to  war. 

Her  canker'd  trump  is  beard  a£ir. 

Pride,  with  a  heart  unknown  to  yield. 

Commands  in  chief,  and  guides  the  field. 

He  stalks  with  vast  gigantic  stride. 

And  scattet^  fear  and  ruin  wide. 

So  th'  impetuous  torrents  sweep 

At  once  whole  nations  to  the  deep. 
Revenge,  that  base  Hesperian  *,  known 

A  chief  support  of  Slander's  throne. 

Amidst  the  bloody  crowd  is  seen. 

And  treacfa'ry  brooding  in  hu  mien ; 

1  Othello.  s  Garth's  Dispensary. 

3  Xerxes,  khig  of  Persia,  and  son  of  Dariua.  He 
invaded  Greece  with  an  army  consisting  of  more 
than  a  million  of  men  (some  aay  more  than  two 
millions)  who,  together  with  their  cattle,  perished  in 
great  measure  through  the  inability  of  the  countries 
to  supply  such  a  vast  host  with  pravision. 

<  Hesperia  includes  Italy  as  well  as  Sp^in,  and 
the  inhabitants  of  both  are  reaiaiU>to  far  their 
fOf esgeful  dispQiition. 


The  monster  often  ebang*d  his  gait. 
But  march'd  resolv'd  and  fix'd  as  fkte. 
Thus  the  fell  kite,  whom  hunger  stiiq^s. 
Now  slowly  moves  his  outstreteh'd  wingi; 
Now  swift  as  lightning  hears  away. 
And  darts  upon  bis  trembling  prey. 

Envy  commands  a  secret  band. 
With  sword  and  poison  in  her  hand. 
Around  her  haggard  eye-balls  roll ; 
A  thousand  fiends  possess  her  soul. 
The  artful,  unsuspected  sprite 
With  fatal  aim  attacks  by  night 
Her  tToo|is  advance  with  silent  tread. 
And  stab  the  hero  in  his  bed ; 
Or  shoot  the  wing'd  malignant  Vm, 
And  female  honours  pine  and  die. 
So  prowling  wolves,  when  darkness  rdgns. 
Intent  on  murder  scour  the  plains ; 
.Approach  the  folds,  wliere  lambs  repese, 
Who^  guileless  breasts  suspect  no  foes ; 
The  savage  gluts  his  fieroe  desires. 
And  bleating  innocence  expires. 

Slander  smii'd  horribly,  to  view 
How  wide  her  daily  conquests  grew : 
Around  the  crowded  levees  wait. 
Like  oriental  slaves  of  state : 
Of  either  sex  whole  armies  press'd, 
But  chiefly  of  the  fkir  and  best. 

Is  it  a  breach  of  friendship's  law 
To  say  what  female  friends  I  saw  ? 
Slander  assumes  the  idol's  part. 
And  claims  the  tribute  of  the  heart 
The  best,  in  some  unguarded  hour, 
Have  bow'd  the  knee,  and  own'd  her  powV. 
Then  let  the  poet  not  reveal 
'What  candour  wishes  to  conceal. 

If  I  beheld  some  faulty  fair. 
Much  worse  delinquents  crowded  there : 
Prelates  in  sacred  lawn  I  saw, 
Grave  physic,  and  loquacious  law  ; 
Courtiers,  like  summer  flies,  abound  ; 
And  hungry  poets  swarm  around. 
But  now  my  partial  story  ends. 
And  makes  my  females  full  amends. 

If  Albion's  isle  such  dreams  fulfils, 
Tis  Albion's  isle  which  cares  these  ills; 
Fertile  of  every  worth  and  grace, 
Which  warm  the  heart,  and  flush  the  fiux. 

Fancy  disclos'd  a  smiling  train 
Of  British  nymphs,  that  tripp'd  the  plain : 
Good-nature  first,  a  sylvan  queen, 
Attir'd  in  robes  of  cheerful  green  : 
A  fair  and  smiling  vii^'n  nhe  I 
With  ev'ry  charm  that  shines  in  thee. 
Prudence  assum'd  the  chief  command. 
And  bore  a  mirror  in  her  hand ; 
Grey  was  the  matron's  head  by  age. 
Her  mind  by  long  experience  sage ; 
Of  every  distant  ill  afraid, 
And  anxious  for  the  simp'ring  maid. 
The  Graces  danc'd  before  the  fair  ; 
And  wbite-rob'd  Innocence  was  tbwe. 
The  trees  with  golden  finiits  were  crowM, 
And  rising  flow'rs  adom'd  the  ground : 
Tlie  Sun  displayed  each  brighter  ray. 
And  shone  in  all  the  pride  of  day. 

When  Slander  stcken'd  at  the  sight. 
And  skulk'd  away  to  shun  the  light 
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VISION  W. 

HtAB,  ye  fair  mothers  of  our  isle, 
Kor  soom  your  poei^  homely  style. 
What  tho'  my  thoughts  be  quaiot  or  new, 
ru  wamni  that  my  doctrine's  true : 
Or  if  my  sentiments  be  old, 
Remember,  truth  b  sterling  gold. 

Yoo  judge  it  of  important  weight. 
To  keep  3rour  rising  offspring  straight ; 
For  this  such  anxious  moments  feel. 
And  ask  the  friendly  aids  of  steel : 
For  this  import  the  distant  cane. 
Or  slay  the  monarch  of  the  main. 
And  shall  the  soul  be  warp'd  aside 
Sy  paasioii,  prejudice,  and  pride  ? 
Deformity  of  heart  I  call 
The  worst  deformity  of  all. 
Your  cares  to  body  are  confin*d^ 
Few  fear  obliquity  of  mind. 
Why  not  adorn  the  better  part? 
This  is  a  nobler  theme  for  art. 
For  what  is  form,  or  what  is  face, 
Bot  the  aoul's  index,  or  its  case  ? 

Norn  take  a  simile  at  hand. 
Compare  the  mental  soil  to  land. 
Shall  fields  be  tiird  with  annual  cue. 
And  minds  lie  Mow  er'ry  year  ? 
O  amoe  the  crop  depends  on  yoo, 
Givp  them  the  culture  which  is  due : 
Hoe  every  weed,  and  dren  the  soil. 
So  harvest  shall  repay  your  toil. 

If  human  minds  resemble  trees,  • 
(As  every  momlist  agrees) 
Prane  all  the  stragglers  df  your  vine, 
ThcD  shall  the  purple  clusters  shitie. 
The  ganTner  knows,  that  fruitful  Itfo 
I>raiaods  his  salutary  koife : 
For  er^ry  wild  luxuriant  shoot, 
Or  robe  the  bloom,  or  starves  the  fruit 

A  satirist  ^  in  Roman  times. 
When  Rome,  like  Britain,  groan'd  with  crimes, 
Anerts  it  for  a  sacred  tmth. 
That  pleasures  are  the  bane  of  youth : 
That  sorrows  such  pursuits  attend. 
Or  such  pursuits  in  sorrows  end  : 
That  all  the  wild  advent'rer  gains 
Are  perils,  penitenoe,  and  pains. 

Approve,  ye  fair,  the  Roman  page. 
And  bid  your  sons  revere  the  sage ; 
In  ctody  spend  their  midnight  oil. 
And  string  their  nerves  by  manly  toil. 
Thus  shall  they  grow  like  Temple  wine. 
Thus  future  Lockes  and  Newtons  rise ; 
Or  haidy  chiefii  to  wield  the  lance, 
And  save  us  from  the  chains  of  France. 
Yes,  bid  yoor  sons  betimes  forego 
Tboae  treach'roos  paths  where  pleiuiures  grow; 
Where  the  young  mind  is  foUy^s  slare. 
Where  every  virtue  finds  a  grave. 

Let  each  bright  character  be  nam'd. 
For  wisdom  or  for  %'alour  fam'd : 
Are  the  dear  youths  to  science  prone  ? 
Tell,  how  th*  immortal  Bacon  shone ! 
Who,  leaving  meaner  joys  to  kings, 
Soai'd  high  on  contemplation's  wings; 

1  Persius. 


Rang'dthe  fair  fields  of  Nature  o^er. 
Where  never  mortal  trod  before : 
Bacon  !  whose  vast  capacious  plan 
Bespoke  him  angel  more  than  man  I 

Dues  love  of  martial  fame  inspire  } 
Cherish,  ye  fair,  the  gen'rousfire  ; 
Teach  them  to  spum  ingtorious  rest. 
And  rouse  the  hero  in  their  breast ; 
Paint  Cressy'svanquish'd  field  anew. 
Their  souls  shall  kindle  at  the  view ; 
ResolvM  to  oopquer  or  to  fall. 
When  Liberty  and  Britain  call. 
Thus  shall  they  rule  the  crimson  plain. 
Or  hurl  their  thunders  thro*  the  main  ; 
Gain  with  their  hlood,  nor  grudge  the  cost, 
What  their  degen'rate  sires  have  lost : 
The  laurel  thus  shall  gmee  their  brow. 
As  Churchiirs  onoe,  or  Warren's  now. 

One  summer's  evening  as  I  stray'd 
Along  the  silent  moon-light  glade. 
With  these  refieetions  in  my  breast. 
Beneath  an  oak  I  sunk  to  rest; 
A  gentle  slumber. intervenes, 
And  fancy  dress'd  instructive  scenes. 

Methought  a  spacious  road  I  spy'd. 
And  stately  trees  adom'd  its  side ; 
Frequented  by  a  g^ddy  crowd 
Of  thoughtless  mortals,  vain  and  loud  ; 
Who  tripp'd  with  jocund  heel  along, 
And  bade  me  join  their  smiling  throng. 

I  straight  obey'd — Persuasion  hung 
Like  honey  on  the  speaker's  tongue. 
A  cloudless  sun  improvM  the  day, 
And  pinks  and  roses  strew'd  our  way. 

Now  as  our  journey  we  pursue, 
A  beauteous  fabric  rose  to  view, 
A  stately  dome,  and  sweetly  graced 
With  every  ornament  of  taste. 
This  structure,  was  a  female's  claim. 
And  Pleasure  was  the  monarch's  name. 

The  hall  we  enter'd  uncontrol'd. 
And  saw  the  queeq  enthron'd  on  gold ; 
Arabian  sweets  perfom'd  the  ground. 
And  laughing  Cupids  flotter'd  round  ; 
A  flowing  vest  adoni'd  the  fair. 
And  Aow'ry  chaplets  wreathM  her  hair  : 
Fraod  taught  the  queen  a  thousand  wiles^ 
A  thousand  soft  insidious  smiles  ; 
Love  taught  her  lisping  tongue  to  speak^ 
And  form'd  the  dimple  in  her  cheek  ; 
The  lily  and  the  damask  fose. 
The  tincture  of  her  face  compose  ; 
Nor  did  the  god  of  wit  disdain 
To  mingle  with  the  shining  train. 

Her  vot'ries  flock  from  various  parts,  ^ 
And  chiefly  youth  resign'd  their  hearts; 
The  old  in  sparing  numbers  press'd. 
But  awkward  devotees  at  best. 

"  Now  let  us  range  at  large,"  we  cry»d, 
**  Through  all  the  garden's  boasted  pride." 
Here  jasmines  spread  the  silver  flow'r. 
To  deck  the  wall,  or  weave  the  bow'r ; 
The  woodbines  mix  in  am'roos  play, 
And  breath  their  fragrant  lives  away. 
Here  rising  myrtles  form  a  shade. 
There  roses  blush,  and  scent  the  glade. 
The  orange,  with  a  vernal  fiice. 
Wears  ev*ry  tkh  autumnal  grace ; 


- 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


St 


COTTON'S  POEMS. 


While  the  ycmig  hlonomft  here  anfbld. 
There  shines  the  fruit  like  pendant  gold. 
Citrons  their  balmy  sweets  exhale. 
And  triumph  in  the  distant  gale. 
Kow  fountains,  morm'ring  to  the  song, 
Boll  their  translucent  streams  along. 
Thro*  all  the  aromatic  groves. 
The  faithful  turtles  coo  their  loves. 
The  lark  ascending  pours  his  notes. 
And  linnets  swell  their  rapturous  throats. 

Pleasure,  imperial  fair  1  how  gay 
Thy  empire,  and  how  wide  thy  sway  ! 
Enchanting  queen !  hom  soft  thy  reign  I 
How  man,  fond  man  I  implores  thy  chain  * 
Yet  thine  each  meretricious  art, 
That  weakens,  and  corrupts  the  heart. 
The  childish  toys  and  wanton  page 
Which  sink  and  prostitute  the  sUge  ! 
The  masquerade,  that  just  ofience 
To  virtue,  and  reproach  to  sense  ! 
The  midnight  dance,  the  mantling  bowl. 
And  all  that  dissipate  the  soul ; 
All  that  to  ruin  man  combine. 
Yes,  spacious  harlot,  all  are  thine ! 

Wlience  sprung  tb'  accurKd  lust  of  play. 
Which  begKars  thousands  in  a  day  ? 
Speak,  sorceress,  speak  (for  thou  canst  tell) 
Who  calPd  the  treacherous  card  from  Hell  ? 
Now  man  profanes  his  reasoning  pow'rs, 
Profones  sweet  friendship's  sacred  hours  j 
Abandoned  to  inglorious  ends. 
And  faithless  to  himself  and  friends; 
A  dupe  to  ev'ry  artful  knave, 
To  ev'ry  abject  wish  a  slave ; 
But  who  against  himself  combines. 
Abets  his  enemy's  designs. 
Wlien  rapine  meditates  a  blow. 
He  Shares  the  guilt  who  aids  the  foe. 
Is  man  a  thief  who  steals  my  pelf  ? 
How  great  his  theft,  who  robs  himself ! 
Is  man,  who  gulls  his  friend,  a  cheat  ? 
How  heinous  then  u  self-deceit ! 
Is  murder  justly  deem'd  a  crime  ? 
How  black  his  guilt,  who  mordeni  time  I 
Shou'd  custom  plead,  as  custom  will, 
Grand  precedents  to  palliate  ill, 
Shall  modes  and  forms  avail  with  me, 
When  reason  disavows  the  plea  ? 
Who  games,  is  felon  of  his  wealth. 
His  time,  bis  liberty,  his  health. 
Virtue  fbrsakes  his  sordid  mind. 
And  Honour  scorns  to  stay  behind. 
From  man  when  these  bright  cherubs  part. 
Ah  !  what's  the  poor  deserted  heart,* 
A  savage  wild  that  shocks  the  sight, 
Or  chi^,  and  impervious  night ! 
Kach  gen'rous  principle  destroyed. 
And  demons  crowd  tbe  frightful  void ! . 

Shall  Siam's  elephant  supply 
The  baneful  desolating  die  ? 
Against  the  honest  sy  Ivan's  will. 
You  taught  his  iv'ry  tusk  to  kill. 
Heav'n ,  fond  its  favours  to  dispense. 
Gave  him  that  weapon  for  deft;nce. 
That  weapon,  for  his  guard  dcsign'd, 
You  render'd  fotal  to  mankind. 
He  plann'd  no  death  for  thoughtless  youth. 
You  gave  the  venom  to  his  tooth. 


Blush,  tyrant,  blush,  for  oh !  'tis  tnw 
That  no  fell  serpent  bites  like  you^ 

llie  guests  were  order'd  to  depart| 
Reluctance  sat  on  ev*ry  heart : 
A  porter  show'd  a  different  door, 
Not  the  fair  portal  known  before  ? 
The  gates,  methought  were  open'd  wide. 
The  crowds  descended  in  a  tide. 
But  oh  !  ye  Heav'ns,  what  vast  surprise 
Struck  the  advent'rers'  frighted  eyes  1 
A  barren  heath  before  us  lay, 
And  gath'ring  clouds  obscur'd  the  day  { 
The  darkness  rose  m  smoky  spires ; 
The  lightiimgs  flash'd  their  livid  fires  ^ 
T/>ud  peals  of  thunder  rent  the  air. 
While  vengeance  chill'd  our  hearts  with  fear. 

Five  nithless  tyrants  sway'd  the  plain, 
And  triumph'd  o'er  the  mangled  slain. 
Here  sat  Distaste,  with  sickly  mien. 
And  more  than  half  devour'd  with  spleen : 
There  stood  Remorse,  with  thought  opprest^ 
And  vipers  feeding  on  his  breast: 
Then  Want,  dejected,  pale,  and  thin. 
With  bones  just  starting  thro'  bis  skin  j 
A  ghastly  fiend  ; — and  close  behind 
Disease,  his  aching  head  reclio'd  1 
His  everlasting  thirst  confess'd 
llie  fires,  which  mg'd  within  bis  breast  : 
Death  clos'd  the  train  !  the  hideous  form 
Smil'd  unrelenting  in  the  storm : 
\^lien  straight  a  dolefiiV  shriek  was  beard  $ 
I  'woke — ^Tbe  vision  diaappear'd. 

Let  not  the  unexperienc'd  boy 
Deny  that  pleasures  will  destroy ; 
Or  say  that  dreams  arc  vain  and  wild. 
Like  foiry  tales,  to  please  a  child. 
Important  hints  the  wise  may  reap 
From  sallies  of  the  soul  In  sleep. 
And  since  there's  meaning  in  my  dream. 
The  moral  merits  your  esteem. 
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Attend  my  visions,  thoughtless  youths, 

Fxe  long  youMl  think  them  weighty  trutlis  ; 

Prudent  it  were  to  think  so  now ; 

Ere  age  has  silver'd  o'er  your  brow : 

For  he,  who  at  his  early  years 

Has  sown  in  vice,  shall  reap  in  tears. 

If  folly  has  possessed  his  prime. 

Disease  shall  gather  strength  in  time; 

Poison  shall  rage  in  ev'ry  vein, — 

Nor  penitence  dilute  the  stain  : 

And  when  each  hour  shall  urge  his  fate» 

Thought,  like  tbe  doctor,  comes  too  late. 

The  sulject  of  my  song  is  Health, 

A  good  superior  far.  to  wealth. 

Can  tbe  young  mind  distnist  its  worth  } 

Consult  the  moiiarchs  of  the  Earth  : 

IroperjAl  czars,  and  sultaus,  own 

No  gem  so  bright,  that  decks  their  throne : 

Each  for  this  pearl  his  crown  would  quit, 

And  turn  a  rustic,  or  a  cit. 

Mark,  tho'  the  blessing  's  lost  with  ( 
lis  uot  recovered  when  yuu  please. 
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Siy  Mt  that  graels  shall  avaR^ 
For  oJutaiy  i^rikds  fiuL 
Say  not,  ^oHo*!  sou  auoceed. 
Apollo's  ioo  is  £gypt»8  >  reed. 
Hov  fniHless  the  physidati's  akill« 
Uov  vain  the  penitential  piU, 
The  naihle  moDOineiits  proclaim, 
Ihe  humbler  turf  ooofinns  the  same  1 
PrereotioD  is  the  better  cure. 
So  nys  the  proverb,  and  *tis  sure. 

Would  you  extend  your  narrow  span, 
Aod  make  the  most  of  Kfe  you  can  j 
Would  you,  when  med'cines  camot  flave. 
Descend  with  ease  into  the  grave ; 
Calmly  retire,  likeeTeniag  light, 
And  cheerful  bid  the  world  good-mght  ? 
let  tempVance  oooostantly  preside 
Oar  best  physician,  friend,  and  guide ! 
Would  you  to  wisdom  make  pretence, 
Pnnd  to  he  thoaght  a  man  of  sense  ? 
Let  teiDp'rance  (always  firiend  to  iaime> 
With  steady  hand  direct  your  aim  ; 
Or,  like  an  archer  in  the  dark, 
Your  random  shaft  win  miss  the  mark  t 
For  they  who  slight  her  golden  mles, 
lo  wisdom's  Tolome  stand  for  ibols. 

fiut  morals,  unadom'd  by  art, 
Are  teklom  known  to  reach  the  heart* 
I'll  therefore  strive  to  raise  my  theme 
Wtth  all  the  scenery  of  dream. 

Soft  were  my  slumbers,  sweet  my  rest, 
Soch  as  the  iofsnt's  on  the  breast ; 
Mlien  Fancy,  ever  on  the  wing, 
Aod  fniitfol  as  the  genial  spring, 
Proeoted,  in  a -blaze  of  light, 
A  new  creation  to  my  sight 

A  niral  lanlscape  I  descryd, 
Drcst  in  the  rohes  of  summer  pride ; 
The  herds  adom'd  the  sloping  bills. 
Thai  ditter'd  with  their  tmkl'mg  rills  ; 
liei  fw  the  fleecy  mothers  stray'd, 
And  round  their  sportive  lambkins  play'd. 

Kigh  to  a  nrurmuring  brook  I  saw 
An  homUe  cottage  thatch'd  with  straw  ; 
Bebiod,  a  garden  that  supply 'd 
All  tbiogs  for  use,  and  none  for  pride: 
Bfwrty  prevailed  thro*  ev*fy  part, 
£iit  more  of  nature  than  of  art 

"  Hail,  thou  sweet,  calm,  nnenvied  seat  t" 
I  ttkl,  ami  bless'd  the  fair  retreat^ 
"  Here  would  I  pass  my  remnant  daj's, 
Voknown-to  ceo^mrs,  or  to  praise; 
Forget  the  world,  and  be  forgot. 
As  Pope  describes  his  vestal's  lot." 

Wfail«  thus  I  mos'd,  a  beauteous  maid 
5tq)t  frtjm  a  thicket's  neigfab'ring  shade ; 
Not  Hampton's  gallery  can  boast,' 
Nor  HudaOQ  paint  so  fair  a  toast  : 
%e  claimed  the  cottage  for  her  own. 
To  Health  a  cottage  is  a  throne. 

The  annals  say  (to  prove  her  worth) 
The  Graces  solemiua'd  her  birth. 
Garlands  of  various  flow'rs  they  wrought. 
The  orchard's  bloshtng  pride  they  brought : 
Hence  in  her  faee  the  lily  speaks. 
And  benoe  the  rose  which  paints  her  cheeks  j 
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The  cherry  gave  her  lips  to  ^low. 
Her  eyes  were  debtors  to  the  sloe ; 
And,  to  compleat  the  lovely  fair, 
Tib  said,  the  chesnnt  stain'd  her  hair* 
.  The  virgin  was  averse  to  courts 
But  often  seen  in  rural  sports : 
When  in  her  rosy  vest  the  mom 
Walks  o'er  the  dew-bespangled  lawn. 
The  nymph  is  first  to  form  the  rase, 
Or  wind  the  horn,  and  lead  the  chaca. 

Sudden  I  heard  a  shouting  train. 
Glad  acclamations  filFd  the  plain : 
Unbounded  joy  improv'd  the  scene, 
For  Health  was  loud  proclaim'd  a  queen. 
Two  smiling  cherubs  grac'd  her  throne, 
(To  modem  courts,  I  fear,  unknown ;) 
One  was  Uie  nymph,  that  loves  the  light. 
Fair  Innocence,  array'd  in  white ; 
With  sister  Peace  in  close  embrace. 
And  heav'n  all  opening  in  her  face. 

The  reign  was  long",  the  empire  great. 
And  Virtue,  minister  of  state. 
In  other  kingdoms,  ev'ry  hour, 
You  hear  of  Vice  preferr'd  to  pow'r : 
Vice  was  a  perfect  stranger  here : 
No  knaves  engrossed  the  royal  ear : 
No  fools  obtain'd  this  monarch's  grace  ; 
Virtue  dispos'd  of  ev'ry  place. 

What  sickly  appetites  are  ours. 
Still  varying  with  the  varying  hours ! 
Aad  tho'  from  good  to  bad  we  range, 
"  No  matter,"  says  the  fool,  "  »tis  change." 

Her  subjects  now  express'd  apace 
Dissatisfaction  in  their  fooc : 
Some  view  the  state  with  envy's  eye, 
Some  were  displeas'd,  they  knew  not  why  : 
When  Faction,  -ever  boM  and  vain, 
With  rigour  taz*d  their  monarch's  reign. 
Thus,  should  an  angel  from  above. 
Fraught  with  benevolence  and  love. 
Descend  to  Earth,  and  here  impart 
Important  truths  to  mend. the  heart ; 
Would  not  th'  instractive  guest  dispensd 
With  passion,  appetite,  and  sense. 
We  should  his  heav'nly  lore  despise. 
And  send  him  to  his  former  skies. 

A  dang'roos  hostile  power  arose 
To  Health,  whose  houshold  were  her  foes : 
A  harlot's  loose  attire  she  wore. 
And  Luxury  the  name  she  bore. 
This  princess  of  unbounded  sway. 
Whom  Asia's  softer  sons  obey. 
Made  war  against  the  queen  of  HeaUfa, 
Assisted  by  the  troops  of  Wealth. 

The  queen  was  first  to  take  the  field,. 
Arm'd  with  her  helmet  and  her  shield  ; 
Tempered  with  such  superior  art. 
That  both  were  proof  to  ev'ry  dart. 
Two  warlike  chiefs  approach'd  the  greaa , 
And  wondrous  fav'rites  with  the  queen ; 
Both  were  of  Amazonian  race. 
Both  high  ju  merit,  and  in  place. 
Here,  Resolution  mareh'd,  whose  soul 
No  fear  could  shake,  no  pow'r  control; 
The  heroine  wore  a  Roman  vest, 
A  lion's  heart  inform'd  her  breast. 
There  Prudence  shone,  whose  bosOm  irrooghl 
With  all  the  varioos  pi  ins  of  thought ; 
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Twas  hcr's  to  bid  the  troops  engage, 
And  teach  the  battle  where  to  rage. 
And  now  the  siren^s  armies  press. 
Their  van  was  headed  by  Excess : 
The  mighty  wings  that  form'd  the  side. 
Commanded  by  that  giant  Pride  : 
While  Sickness,  and  her  sisters  Pain 
And  Poverty,  the  centre  gain : 
'Repentance,  with  a  brow  severe. 
And  Death,  were  stationed  in  the  rear. 

Health  rangM  her  troops  with  matchlesa  art. 
And  acted  the  defensive  part : 
Her  army  posted  on  a  hill, 
Plainly  bespoke  superior  skill : 
Hence  were  discover'd  thro'  the  plaiOy 
The  motions  of  the  hostile  train : 
While  Prudence,  to  prevent  surprise. 
Oft  sally'd  with  her  trusty  spies ; 
Explored  each  ambuscade  below. 
And  reconnoitred  well  the  foe. 
Afar  when  Luxury  descry'd 
Inferior  force  by  art  supply'd. 
The  siren  spake — Let  fraud  prevail. 
Since  all  my  numerous  hosts  must  fail; 
Henceforth  hostilities  shall  cease, 
I'll  sand  to  Health  and  offer  peace.  ■ 
Straight  she  dispatched,  with  pow'rs  coropleat, 

Pl<^sure,  her  minister,  to  treat. 

This  wicked  strumpet  topp'd  her  part. 

And  sow'd  sedition  in  the  heart ! 

Thro'  ev'ry  troop  the  poison  ran, 

All  were  infected  to  a  man.  • 

The  wary  generals  were  won 

By  Pleasure's  wiles,  and  both  undone. 
Jove  held  the  troops  in  high  disgrace. 

And  bade  diseases  blast  their  race ; 

Look'd  on  the  queen  with  melting  eyes^ 

And  snatch'd  his.  darling  to  the  skies  r 

Who  still  regards  those  wiser  fSew, 

That  dare  her  dictates  to  pursue. 

For  where  her  stricter  law  prevails, 

Tho'  passion  prompts,  or  vice  assails  ; 

Long  shall  the  cloudless  skies  behold. 

And  their  calm  sun-set  beam  with  gol^ 
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Mav  is  deceived  by  outward  show—* 
Tis  a  plain  homespun  truth,  I  know. 
The  fraud  prevails  at  ev'ry  age. 
So  says  the  school-boy  and  the  sage. 
Yet  still  wc  hug  the  dear  deceit, 
And  still  exclaim  against  the  cheat 
But  whence  this  inconsistent  part } 
Say,  moralists,  who  know  the  hcaii : 
If  you'll  this  labyrinth  pursue, 
FII  go  before,  and  find  the  clue« 

I  dreamt  (twas  on  a  birth*day  night) 
■A  sumptuous  palace  rose  to  sights 
The  builder  had,  thro'  ev'ry  part, 
Observ'd  the  chastest  rules  of  art ; 
Raphael  and  Titian  had  display'd 
Ail  the  full  force  of  light  and  shade : 
Around  the  liveryM  servants  wait; 
An  aged  porter  kept  the  gate. 


As  I  was  traversing  the  ball. 
Where  Brussels'  looms  adom*d  the  wall^ 
(Whose  tap'stry  shows,  without  my  aid, 
A  nun  is  no  such  useless  maid) 
A  graceful  person  came  in  view 
(His  form,  it  seems,  is  known  to  few)  ; 
His  dress  was  unadom'd  with  lace. 
But  charms !  a  thousand  in  his  face. 

"  This,  sir,  your  property  ?"  I  cry'd— 
"  Master  and  mansion  coincide : 
Where  all,  indeed,  is  truly  great. 
And  proves,  that  bliss  may  dwell  with  state. 
^^y>  sir,  indulge  a  stranger's  claim. 
And  grant  the  favour  of  your  name." 

"  Content,"  the  lovely  form  reply'd  ; 
But  think  not  here  that  I  reside : 
Here  lives  a  courtier,  base  and  sly  ; 
An  open,  honest  rustic,  I. 
Our  taste  and  manners  disagree, 
His  levee  boasts  no  charms  for  me : 
For  titles,  and  the  smiles  of  kings. 
To  me  are  cheap  unheeded  things, 
('Tis  virtue  can  alone  impart 
The  patent  of  a  ducal  heart : 
Unless  this  herald  speaks  him  great. 
What  shall  avail  the  glare  of  state  ?) 
Those  secret  charms  are  my  delight. 
Which  shine  remote  from  public  sight : 
Passions  subduM,  desires  at  rest — 
And  hence  his  chaplain  shares  my  breast 
"  There  was  a  time  (his  grace  can  tell) 
I  knew  the  duke  exceeding  well ; 
Knew  ev'ry  secret  of  his  heart ; 
In  truth,  we  never  were  apart: 
But  when  the  court  became  his  end. 
He  tum'd  his  back  upon  his  friend* 

"  One  day  I  calPd  upon  his  grace, 
Just  as  the  duke  had  got  a  place : 
I  thought  (but  thought  amiss,  'tis  clear) 
I  shou'd  be  welcome  to  the  peer. 
Yes,  welcomq  to  a  man  in  pow'r; 
And  so  I  was— for  half  an  hoar. 
But  he  grew  weary  of  his  guest, 
And  soon  discarded  me  his  breast ; 
Upbraided  me  with  want  of  merit. 
But  most  for  poverty  of  spirit 

"  You  relish  not  the  great  man's  lot  ^ 
Come,  hasten  to  my  humbler  cot 
'Iliink  me  not  partial  to  the  great, 
I'm  a  sworn  fbe  to  pride  and  state ; 
No  monarchs  share  my  kind  embrace. 
There's  scarce  a  monarch  knows  my  face : 
Content  shuns  courts,  and  oft'ner  dwells 
With  modest  worth  in  rural  cells; 
There's  no  complaint,  tho'  brown  the  breed. 
Or  the  rude  tuif  sustain  the  head  ; 
Tho'  hard  the  couch,  and  coarse  the  meat. 
Still  the  brown  loaf  and  sleep  are  sweet 

•*  Far  from  the  city  I  reside. 
And  a  thatch'd  cottage  all  my  pride. 
True  to  my  heart,  1  seldom  roam. 
Because  I  find  my  joys  at  home : 
For  foreign  visits  then  begin. 
When  the  man  feels  a  void  withm. 

"  But  tho*  from  towns  and  crowds  I  flf. 
No  humorist,  nor  cynic,  L 
Amidst  sequester'd  shades  I  prize 
The  friendships  of  the  good  and  wiie» 
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BU  Tffttte  idA  ber  sods  attrnd, 

\:rtoe  will  tell  thee.  Tin  a  frieDd  : 

TeU  ttoe,  l*iii  faithful,  constant,  kind,  « 

Aad  meek,  and  lowly,  and  resign'd  ; 

V.a  say,  there^i  no  distinction  known 

Bctwjct  her  bonshold  and  my  own." 

Arraoa.     If  these  the  friendships  you  purrae, 
V'jar  fronds,  I  fiear,  are  very  few. 
.V.  1  tUe  company,  yoa  say, 
Vet  had  of  home  f^om  day  to  day  } 
V.m  do  yoa  sbtin  detiactioo't  rod  } 
I  .SKibt  your  neighbours  think  you  odd  ! 

C'<»TTm^.    1  commune  with  myself  at  night, 
Aad  ask  my  heart  if  all  be  right : 
IL  ''  right,"  replies  my  faithful  breast, 
i  s^lle,  and  close  my  eyes  to  rest 

^FTHoa.     You  seem  regardless  of  the  town : 
?ny,  lir,  liov  stand  yon  with  the  g^n  ? 

t.«3inx9rr.     The  clergy  say  they  love  me  well^ 
Whether  tbey  do,  they  best  can  tell : 
r^  paint  nae  modest,  friendly,  vise, 
And  always  praise  me  to  the  skies ; 
f  -t  if  coBvictioo's  at  the  heart, 
^..T  not  a  correspondent  part  ?  r 

h^  AaXl  the  learned  tongue  prevail^ 
I:  aaVms  preach  a  different  tale  ? 
^Wrli  seek  my  door  or  grace  my  walls, 
*rbni  neillier  dean  nor  prelate  calls  ? 

Wkh  those  my  friendships  most  obtain, 
Tso  prize  their  doty  more  than  gain  $ 
Suit  iow  the  hours  whene'er  we  meet, 
iai  oooseioas  rirtoe  is  our  treat; 
l^kamiJess  breasts  n^envy  know, 
l^i  Unce  we  fear  no  secret  foe ; 
<^  walks  ambitioo  ne'er  attends, 

ai^eaee  «e  ask  no  powerful  friends  j 

Vfvisli  the  best  to  church  and  state, 

keave  tbe  steerage  to  the  great ; 
Inks^  who  rises,  o'r  who  falls, 
J^  asver  dream  of  vacant  stalls  ; 
XtA  less,  by  pride  or  int'rest  drawn, 
t^  hr  tiie  mitre,  and  th6  lawn. 

Ofeeerve  the  secrets  of  my  art, 
r3  faadssnental  truths  impart : 
!'?Da11  my  khid  advice  pursue, 
I  ^  ^3k  flsy  hut,  and  dwell  with  yoa* 

Tie  pasBons  are  a  nurn'roos  crowd, 
isperioos,  posftire,  and  loud : 
C*<ft  these  lioeatioas  son«  of  strife ; 
E£aoe  chjciy  rise  the  storms  of  life : 
I:  taey  wnm  matinous,  and  rave, 
Tbey  are  thy  mancrs,  thou  their  slava. 

2erani  tbe  world  with  cautious  eye, 
W  rase  yoar  expectation  hii^b. 
>c  that  tbe  balanc'd  scales  be  such, 
:«  neither  fear  nor  hope  too  much. 
f*M  daappointrocot's  not  tbe  thing, 
T«  pnde  and  pass'ton  point  the  ^ing. 
Lit  H  a  sea  where  storms  mui^  rise, 
Ta  feOy  tallR  of  cloudlet  skies : 
He  who  enotracts  his  swelling  sail, 
iSadn  the  fory  of  tiie  gale. 

Be  fdll,  nor  anxious  thoughts  employ, 
I^«r«t  enbitteis  present  ,ioy : 
^  Gsd  fcr  all  eveou  depend  ; 
Y  «  cannot  want  when  (3od's  your  friend. 
V'ciih  well  your  part,  and  do  yoor  best  j 
Lim  ta  yoor  Makier  all  Uie  rtst. 


The  hand  which  formed  thee  in  the  womb, 
Guides  from  tbe  cradle  to  the  tomb. 
Can  the  fond  mother  slight  her  boy ; 
Can  she  forget  her  prattling  joy  ? 
Say  then,  shall  Sovereign  Love  desert 
The  humble,  and  the  honest  heart  > 
Heav'n  may  not  grant  thee  all  thy  mind  j 
Yet  say  not  thou  that  Heav'n's  unkind. 
God  is  alike,  both  good  and  wise, 
In  what  he  .grants,  and  what  denies  : 
Perhaps,  what  goodness  gives  to  day. 
To  morrow  goodness  takes  away. 

You  say,  that  trouble;;  intervene. 
That  sorrows  darken  half  the  scene. 
True — and  this  conseqtience  you  see, 
The  world  was  ne'er  designM  foMhee: 
You*re  like  a  passenger  below. 
That  stays  perha|i8  a  n"ght  or  so; 
But  still  his  native  country  lies 
Beyond  the  bound'ries  of  the  skies. 

Of  Heav'n  ask  virtue^  wisdom,  health. 
But  never  let  thv  prayV  be  wealth. 
If  food  be  thine,'(tho'  little  gold) 
And  raiment  to  repel  the  cold ; 
Such  as  may  nature*8  wants  suffice. 
Not  what  from  pride  and  folly  rise ; 
If  soft  the  motions  of  thy  soul, 
And  a  calm  conscience  crowns  the  whole ; 
Add  but  a  friend  to  all  this  store, 
You  can*t  m  reason  wish  for  more  : 
And  if  kind  Heav'n  t^is  comfort  brings, 
^s  more  than  Heav'n  bestows  on  kings. 

He  spake — ^the  airy  spectre  flies, 
And  straight  the  sweet  illusion  dies. 
The  vision,  at  the  early  dawn, 
Consig^'d  me  to  the  thoughtful  mora ; 
To  all  the  cares  of  waking  clay. 
And  mccnsistent  dreams  of  day. 


HAPPINESS. 

VISION    V. 

Ya  ductile  youths,  whose  rising  son 
Hath  many  circles  still  to  run  ; 
Who  wisely  wish  the  pilot's  chart, 
To  steer  thro*  life  th'  unsteady  heart ; 
And  all  the  thoughtful  voyage  past. 
To  gain  a  happy  port  at  last : 
Attend  a  seer's  instructive  song. 
For  moral  truths  to  dreams  belong. 

I  saw  this  wondrous  vision  soon,         > 
Long  ere  my  sun  had  reach 'd  its  noon; 
Just  when  the  rising  beard  began 
To  grace  my  chin,  and  call  me  man. 

One  night,  when  balmy  slumbers  shed 
Their  peaceful  poppies  o'er  my  head. 
My  fancy  led  me  to  explore 
A  thousand  scenes  unknown  before. 
I  saw  a  plain  extewled  wide. 
And  crowds  pourM  in  fro'U  evVy  side : 
All  seem*d  to  start  a  diil'rent  game. 
Yet  all  dec!  ir'd  their  views  the  same : 
The  chace  was  Happiness,  I  found. 
But  all,  alas  !  enchanted  ground. 

Indeed  1  judg'd  it  wondrous  strange. 
To  see  tbe  giddy  nambers  range 
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Tbro*  roads,  which  promis'd  nought,  at  begt. 
But  sorrow  to  the  human  breast 
Mcthought,  if  bliss  was  all  their  view, 
Why  did  they  difTrcnt  patlis  purvue  ? 
The  waking:  world  has  long  agreed. 
That  Bagshot*s  not  the  roaid  to  Tweed : 
And  he  who  Berwick  scekt  thro'  Stains, 
Shall  have  his  labour  for  bis  pains. 

As  Pamel  ^  says,  tny  bosom  wrought 
With  tra\'ail  of  nncertain  thought : 
And,  as  an  angel  heip'd  the  dean» 
My  angel  chose  to  intervene  j 
The  dress  of  each  was  much  the  same. 
And  Virtue  was  my  seraph's  name. 
When  thus  the  angel  sileDce  broke, 
(Her  voice  was  musu:  as  she  spoke.) 

"  Attend,  O  man,  nor  leave  my  side. 
And  safety  shall  thy  footsteps  guide; 
Such  truths  IMl  teach,  i$uch  secrets  show, 
As  none  but  favoured  mortals  know." 

She  said — and  straight  we  marched  along 
To  join  Ambition's  active  throng : 
Crowds  urg*d  on  crowds  with  eager  pace, 
And  happy  he  who  led  the  race. 
Axes  and  daggers  lay  unseen 
In  ambuscade  along  the  green  ; 
While  vapours  shed  delusive  light. 
And  bubbles  oiock'd  the  distant  sight 

We  saw  a  shining  mountain  rise. 
Whose  tow' ring  summit  rcach'd  the  skies : 
The  slopes  were  steep,  and  fom^M  of  glass. 
Painful  ami  hazardous  to  pass : 
Courtiers  und  statesmen  led  the  way. 
The  faith1c<^  paths  tlieir  steps  betray : 
Tills  moment  seen  aloft  to  soar, 
The  next  to  fall  and  rise  no  more. 

'Twas  here  Ambition  kept  her  court, 
A  pliantom  of  gigantic  port ; 
1'he  fav'ritc  that  sustain'd  lier  throne, 
Was  Falsehood,  by  her  vissard  known; 
Next  stood  Mistrust,  with  frequent  sigh, 
Bisorder'd  look,  and  squinting  eye  ; 
While  meagre  Envy  claimed  a  place. 
And  Jealousy  with  jaundiced  face. 

*'  But  where  is  Happiness  ?"  I  cry*d» 
My  guardian  tum'd,  and  thus  reply'd. 

«  Mortal,  by  folly  still  beguil'd. 
Thon  hast  not  yet  outstripped  the  child ; 
Tbon,  who  bast  twenty  winters  seen, 
(I  hardly  think  thee  past  fifteen) 
To  ask  if  Happiness  can  dwelt 
With  every  dirty  imp  of  Hell ! 
Go  to  the  school-boy,  he  shall  preach, 
What  twenty  winters  cannot  teach  ; 
He'll  tell  thee  from  his  weekly  theme, 
That  thy  pursuit  is  all  a  dream : 
That  Bliss  ambitious  views  disowns. 
And  self* dependent,  laughs  at  thrones; 
Prefers  the  shades  and  lowly  seats. 
Whither  fair  Innocence  retreats: 
So  the  coy  lily  of  the  vale, 
Shuns  eminence,  and  loves  the  dale." 

I  blush'd  ;  and  now  we  cross'd  the  plain. 
To  find  the  money -fcetlins:  train  ; 
Those  silent,  snug,  c<iiniu«;reial  hands, 
With  busy  Ijoks,  and  dirty  hands. 

'  The  Hermit 


Amidst  these  thoughtful  crouds  the  old 
Plac*d  all  their  happineas  in  gold. 
And  snrely,  if  (here's  bliss  below, 
These  hoary  heads  the  secret  knonr. 

We  journey'd  with  the  plodding  creir. 
When  soon  a  temple  rose  to  view : 
A  gotbic  pile,  with  moss  oeergrown ; 
Strong  were  the  walls,  and  built  with  stooe. 
Without  a  thousand  mastifSs  wait : 
A  thousand  bolts  secure  the  gate. 
We  sought  admisstDti  long  in  vain ; 
For  here  all  faroun>  sell  for  gain : 
1'he  greedy  porter  yields  to  gold. 
His  fee  rcceivM,  the  gates  unfold. 
Assc^nbled  nations  here  we  found. 
And  vicw'd  the  cringing  herds  around. 
Who  daily  sacrific'd  to  Wealth* 
Their  honour,  conscienoe,  peace,  and  health.. 
I  saw  no  charms  that  could  engage ; 
The  god  appear'd  like  sordid  age. 
With  hooked  qose,  and  famish'd  jaws. 
But  serpents'  eyes  and  harpies'  claws : 
Behind  stood  Fear,  that  restless  spiigbt, 
W^hich  haunts  the  watches  of  the  night  i 
And  Viper-Care,  that  stings  so  deep. 
Whose  deadly  venom  murders  sleep. 

We  hasten  now  to  Pleasure's  bow'rs; 
Where  the  gay  tribes  sat  crown'd  with  flow'ia : 
Here  beauty  every  charm  displayed, 
And  love  inflapa'd  the  yielding  roaid  : 
Delicious  wine  our  taste  employs. 
His  crimson  howl  exalts  our  joys : 
I  felt  its  gen'rou9  pbw*r,  and  thoogbt 
The  pearl  was  found,  that  long  I  sought 
£>etermin'd  here  tp  fix  my  home, 
I  bless'd  the  qhange,  nor  wish'd  to  roam : 
The  seraph  di&^ppiov'd  my  stay, 
Spread  her  fair  plumes,  and  wingM  awafw 

Alas !  whene'er  we  talk  of  bliss. 
How  prone  is  man  to.iudge  amiss  1 
See,  a  long  train  of  ills  ooospires 
To  scourge  our  uncontrol'd  desh«a. 

Like  summer  swamps  diseases  orowd* 

Each  bears  a  crotch,  or  each  a  sbrosd : 

Fever !  that  thirsty  fiiry,  oankC, 

With  inextinguishable  flame ; 

Consumption,  $wom  ally  of  Death ! 

Crept  slowly  on  with  panting  breath ; 

Gout  roar'd.  and  show'd  his  throbbii^  feet ; 

And  Dropsy  tuok  the  drunkard's  seat: 

Stone  brvuii^ht  his  tort'ring  racks ;  and  i 

Sat  Palny  shaking  in  her  chair  I 
A*  mangled  youth»  beneath  a  shade, 

A  melancholy  scene  display'd  : 
'  His  noseless  face,  and  loathsome  itaias, 

Pfoclaim'd  the  poison  ia  his  veins.; 

He  raisM  his  eyes,  he  smote  his  bieast, 
'  He  wept  aloud,,  and  thus  address'd : 
**  Forbear  the  harlot's  false  embrace, 

Tho'  Lewdness  wear  an  angel's  fiM^ 
^Be  wise,  by  my  experience  taught, 

I  die,  alas !  for  want  of  thought" 
As  he,  who  travels  Lybia's  plains^ 

Where  the  fi.-^rce  lion  lawless  reigns. 

Is  seiz'd  with  fear  and  wild  dismay. 

When  the  grim  foe  obstructs  his  way. 

^ly  so!il  was  pierc  d  with  equal  firigbl. 

My  tott'nug  limbs  opposed  my  flii^ti 
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I  all^  <m  Viitof ,  bat  in  irthi, 
Her  abtenee  qoiekea'd  every  pun  : 
At  length  the  slighted  angel  heard, 
The  dor  refulgent  form  appeared. 

** PresumptaoQS  youth  I'*  she  said,  and  frowned  ; 
(My  heart  strings  flutter'd  at  the  tooiid} 
**  Who  tnras  to  me  reluctant  ears, 
Shall  shed  repeated  floods  of  tears. 
These  lirers  shall  for  ever  last, 
Tbeie's  do  refracting  what  is  past : 
the  think  aTenging  ills  to  shun  ; 
Play  a  Ihlse  card,  and  you're  undone. 
**  Of  Pleasure's  gilded  baits  beware, 
Nor  tempt  the  siren's  fotel  snare : 
Forego  this  cnrs'd,  detes>ted  plare, 
Abhor  the  strumpet,  and  her  race : 
Had  you  those  softer  paths  pursued, 
PerditioD,  stripling,  had  ensued : 
Yes,  fly — yun  stand  upon  its  brink ; 
To  motrov  » too  late  to  think. 

"  Indeed  unwelcome  truths  I  tell, 
Bot  mark  my  sacred  lesson  well : 
With  me  whoever  tires  at  strife, 
Loses  his  bettci  fiiend  for  life ; 
With  me  who  lives  in  friendship's  ties, 
PSnds  all  thafs  sought  for  by  the  wise. 
FoOy  exclauna,  and  well  she  may, 
BeeauK  I  take  her  mask  away ; 
If  once  I  brin^  her  to  the  Sun^ 
The  pamted  bariot  is  undone. 
fiol  prize,  my  child,  oh !  prize  my  ftdeii 
And  lc«ve  deception  to  her  fook. 

**  Ambition  deals  in  tinsel  toys, 
Ber  traflic  gew-gaws,  fleeting  joys ! 
An  airaat  juggler  fai  disguise. 
Who  holds  fotte  optics  to  your  eyei. 
Boi  ah  1  how  quick  the  shadows  pass  ; 
Tho^  tiM  bright  visions  thro'  her  i^asi 
Chaiai  at  a  di«tance;  yet,  when  near. 
The  bnaelcss  fobrics  disappear. 

"  Nor  riches  boast  intrinsic  worth. 
Their  charms  at  best,  superior  earth : 
These  oft  the  fleav*n-born  mind  enslave. 
And  make  an  honest  man  a  knave. 
'  Wealth  cores  my  wants,*  the  i^iser  cries  ; 
Be  not  deeeiv'd-^the  miser  lies  :  . 
One  wast  be  has,  with  alt  his  store. 
That  wont  of  wants !  the  want  of  more. 

"  •  Ttke  Pleasure,  Wealth,  and  Pomp  away. 
And  where  is  Happiness?'  yon  say. 

"  Til  hero    and  may  be  yoors — ^for,  know 
Vm  all  that's  Happniess  below. 

**  To  Vice  I  leave  tumultuou?  joys. 
Mine  b  the  still  and  softer  voice ; 
That  whiqiers  peace,  when  storms  invade, 
And  mosic  thro*  the  midnight  shade. 

•*  Come  then,  be  mine  in  ev'ry  i)art, 
Nor  give  me  less,  than  all  your  heart ; 
AVheo  troubles  discompose  your  breast, 
111  enter  there  a  cheerful  guest  : 
My  converse  shall  your  cares  bci^uile. 
The  little  world  within  shaH  smile; 
And  then  it  scarce  imports  a  jot, 
Whether  the  great  world  frowns  or  not. 

**  And  when  the  ckmng  scenes  prevail, 
When  weahb,  state,  pfeasnre.  all  shall  fail ; 
All  that  a  foolish  world  admires, 
(>r  iwiun  cvvres,  ,or  pride  mspires ; 


At  that  important  hour  of  need, 
Virtue  shall  prove  a  friend  indeexl  ! 
My  hands  shall  smooth  thy  dying  bed. 
My  arms  sustain  thy  drooping  liead  : 
And  when  th«  painful  8truc^:flft  's  oVr, 
And  that  vain  thing,  the  tvorid,  no  more ; 
1*11  bear  my  favVite  son  away 
To  rapture,  and  eternal  day." 


FRIENDSHIP, 
VISION  VI. 

Friehpship  !  thou  soft,  propitious  pow'cl 
Sweet  regeut  of  the  social  lioor  ! 
Sublime  thy  jojrs,  nor  understood 
But  by  the  virtuous  and  the  good ! 
Cabal  and  Riot  take  thy  name. 
But 'tis  a  false  aflected  claim.    . 
In  Heav'u  if  Love  and  Friendship  dwell. 
Can  rhey  associate  e'er  with  Hell  ? 

Thou  art  the  same  thro'  change  of  times. 
Thro'  frozen  zones,  and  bumiug  climes : 
From  the  equator  to  the  pole. 
The  same  kind  angel  thro'  the  whole. 
And,  since  thy  choice  is  always  free, 
I  bless  thee  for  thy  smiles  on  me. 

When  sorrows  swell  the  tempest  high» 
Thou,  a  kind  port,  art  always  nigh  ; 
For  aching  hearts  a  sovereign  cure. 
Not  soft  Nepenthe  ^  bnlf  so  sure  ! 

And  when  returning  comforts  rise. 
Thou  the  bright  Sun  that  gil^s  our  skiea. 
While  these  ideas  warm'd  my  breast. 

My  weary  eye-lids  stole  to  rest; 

When  Fancy  re^assum'd  the  theme. 

And  famish'd  this  instructive  dream. 
I  saiPd  upon  a  stormy  sea, 

(Thousands  embark'd  alike  with  me) 

My  skiff  was  small,  and  weak  beside, 

Not  built,  methought,  to  stem  the  tkle. 

The  winds  along  the  surges  sweep. 

The  wrecks  lie  scatter'd  thro'  the  deep  ; 

Aloud  the  foaming  billows  roar. 

Unfriendly  rocks  forbid  the  shore. 
While  all  our  v^ious  course  pursoe, 

A  spacious  ide  salutes  our  view. 

Two  queens,  with  tempers  diff'ring  wid^ 

This  new-discover'd  world  divide. 

A  river  parts  their  proper  claioi. 

And  Truth  its  celebrated  namci 

One  side  a  beauteous  tract  of  ground 

Presents,  with  living  verdure  crown'd. 

Tlie  seasons  temp'rate,  soit,  and  mild. 

And  a  kind  Sun  that  always  stuil'd. 
Few  storms  niolcrst  the  natives  here; 

Cold  is  the  only  ill  they  fear. 

This  happy  clime,  and  grateful  soil. 

With  plenty  cruwns  the  lab'rt-rs  toil. 
Here  Friendship's  happy  kingdom  grew, 

Her  realms  were  small,  her  subjects  few. 

A  thousand  charms  the  palace  grace, 

A  rock  of  adamant  its  base. 

*  Nepenthe  is  an  herb,  which  being  infused  in 
wine,  dispels  grief.  It  is  unknown  to  the  modems; 
but  some  believe  it  a  kind  of  opium,  and  others  take 
it  for  a  species  of  bugloss.     Plin.  21.  2  If  &  25.  2. 
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Tho^  thuiKlen  roll,  -And  lightnings  By, 
This  structure  braves  th*  inclement  sky. 
£v'n  Time,  which  other  piles  devours, 
And  mocks  the  pride  of  human  pow'rs. 
Partial  to  Friendship's  pile  alone. 
Cements  the  joints,  and  binds  the  atone ; 
Ripens  the  beauties  of  the  place  ; 
And  calls  to  life  each  latent  grace. 
'  Around  the  throne,  in  order  stand 
Four  Amazons,  a  trusty  band  | 
Frif'nds  ever  faithful  to  advise, 
Or  to  defend  when  dan^fers  rise. 
Here  Fortitude  in  coat  of  mail ! 
There  Justice  lifts  her  golden  scale  I 
Two  hardy  chiefi> !  who  persevere. 
With  form  erect,  and  brow  severe ; 
Who  smile  at  perils,  pains,  and  death, 
And  triumph  with  their  latest  breath. 

Temperance,  that  comely  matron's  near. 
Guardian  of  ail  the  virtues  here; 
Adom'd  with  ev'ry  blooming  grace, 
With'jut  one  wrinkle  in  her  face. 

But  Prudence  most  attracts  the  sight. 
And  shines  pre-eminently  bright. 
To  view  her  various  thoughts  that  rise. 
The  holds  a  mirror  to  her  eyes; 
The  mim)r,  faithful  to  its  charge. 
Reflects  the  virgin's  soul  in  large. 

A  virtue  with  a  softer  air, 
Was  handmaid  to  the  regal  fair. 
This  nymph,  indulgent,  constant,  kind. 
Derives  from  Heav'n  her  sp<»tless  mind; 
When  actions  wear  a  dubious  face, 
Puts  the  best  meaning  on  the  case ; 
She  spreads  her  arms,  and  bares  her  breAst, 
Takes  in  the  naked  and  distressed  ; 
Prefers  the  hungry  orphan's  cries. 
And  from  her  queen  obtains  suppliesu 
The  maid,  who  acts  this  lovely  part, 
GraspM  in  her  hand  a  bleeding  heart. 
Pair  Charity  !  be  thou  my  guest. 
And  be  thy  constant  couch  my  breast. 

But  virtues  of  inferior  name, 
Crowd  round  the  throne  with  equal  claiiD; 
In  loyalty  by  none  sarpass'd. 
They  hold  allegiance  to  the  last. 
Not  ancient  recoils  e'er  can  show 
That  one  deserted  to  the  ibc. 

The  river's  other  side  display 'd 
Alternate  plots  of  flow' rs  and  shade, 
Where  poppies'shone  with  various  hue. 
Where  yielding  willows  plenteous  grew; 
And  humble-plants,  •  by  travMlevs  thought 
With  slow  but  certain  poison  fraught. 
Beyond  these  scenes,  the  rye  descry'd 
A  pow'rfiil  realm  extended  wide, 
Wliose  bound'ries  from  north-east  begtm. 
And  stretch'd  to  meet  the  south-w&it  SuD. 
Here  Flatt'ry  lioabts  despotic  sway, 
And  basks  in  all  the  warmth  of  day. 

Long  practis'd  in  Deception's  school. 
The  tyrant  knew  the  arts  to  rule ; 
Elated  with  th'  imperial  robf>,  ' 

She  plans  the  conquest  of  the  globe  ; 

*  The  humble-plant  bends  down  before  the  touch 
(aft  the  sensitive  plant  shrinks  from  the  touch)  and 
k  taid  by  aooato  to  be  the  slow  p  .iMon  uf  the  Indians. 


And  aided  by  her  servile  trains, 

I^ads  kings,  and  sons  of  kings,  in  cbalof. 

Her  darling  minister  is  Pride. 

(Who  ne'er  was  known  to  change  his  side) 

A  friend  to  all  hex  interests  just. 

And  active  to  discharge  his  tmat; 

Caress'd  alike  by  high  and  low. 

The  idol  of  the  belle  and  beau : 

In  ev'ry  shape,  he  shows  his  skill. 

And  forms  her  subjects  to  his  will ;    * 

Enters  their  houses  and  their  hearts,. 

And  gains  his  point  before  be  parts. 

Sure  never  minister  was  known 

So  zealous  for  his  sov'reign's  throne ! 

Three  sisters,  similar  in.mieu. 
Were  maids  of  honour  to  the  queen ; 
Who  farther  favours  sbar'd  beside. 
As  daughters  of  her  statesman  Pride, 
The  first.  Conceit,  with  tow'ring  crest. 
Who  looked  with  scorn  upon  the  rest ; 
Fond  of  herself,  nor  less,  I  deem. 
Than  dutchess  in  her  own  esteem. 

Next  AflFcetation,  fair  and  young, 
Wilh  half-form'd  accents  on  her  tongne. 
Whose  antic  shapes,  and  various  face. 
Distorted  every  native  grace. 

Then  Vanity,  a  wanton  maid. 
Flaunting  in  Brussels  and  brocade  ; 
Fantastic,  frolicsome,  and  wild. 
With  all  the  trinkets  of  a  child. 

,  The  people,  loyal  to  the  queen. 
Wore  their  attachment  in  their  mien ; 
With  cheerful  heart  they  homage  psid. 
And  happiest  he,  who  most  ob^y*d. 
While  they,  who  sought  their  owd  applause. 
Promoted  most  their  suv'reign's  cause. 
The  minds  of  all  were  fraught  with  guil«^ 
Their  manners  dissolute  and  vile ; 
And  every  tribe,  like  Pagans,  run 
To  kneel  before  the  rising  Sun. 

But  now  some  clam'rous  sounds  arisen 
And  all  the  pleasing  vision  flies. 

Once  more  I  clos'd  my  eyes  to  sleep. 
And  gain'd  th'  imaginary  deep  ; 
Fancy  presided  at  the  helm. 
And  steer 'd  me  back  to  Friendship's  realnk 
But  oh  I  with  horrour  I  relate 
The  revolutions  of  her  state. 
The  Trojan  chief  cou'd  hardly'more 
His  Asiatic  tow'rs  deplore. 
For  Flatt'ry  view'd  tliose  fairer  plains. 
With  longing  eyes,  where  Friendship  reigns. 
With  envy  heard  her  neigbours  fame. 
And  often  sigh'd  to  gain  the  same. 
At  length,  by  pride  and  int'rest  fir*d. 
To  Friendship's  kingdom  she  aspir'd. 

And  now  commencing  open  foe. 
She  plans  in  thought  some  mighty  blow  ; 
Draws  out  her  forces  on  the  green. 
And  marches  to  invade  the  queen. 

The  river  Truth  the  hosts  withstood. 
And  roll'd  her  formidable  flood : 
Her  current  strong,  and  deep,  and  clear* 
No  fords  were  found,  no  ferries  near : 
But  as  the  troops  approach'd  the  waves, 
Their  fears  suggest  a  thousand  graves  ; 
They  all  retir'd  witli  haste  extreme. 
And  shuddeHd  at  the  dan^'rous  stream. 
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Hypocrisy  the  gnlph  explores ; 
9be  tixms  a  bridge,  sod  joins  the  shores. 
Thus  often  art  or  frao^  prevails. 
When  military  prowess  foils. 
The  troops  an  easy  passage  find. 
And  Vid'ry  follows  close  behind 

Friendship  with  ardoor  cbarg'd  her  foes, 
Aad  mm  the  fight  promiseaous  grows ; 
Bat  Flatt'ry  threw  a  poisooM  daxt, 
And  piercM  the  empress  to  the  heart. 
The  viTtnes  all  around  were  seen 
To  foil  hi  heaps  about  the  queen. 
The  tyrant  stript  the  mangled  fair. 
She  wore  her  spoils,  assom'd  her  air; 
And  mounting  next  the  suff're:  's  throne, 
OaimM  the  queen's  titles  as  her  own. 

"  Ah !  injured  maid,"  aloud  I  cry'd, 
**  Ah  I  injured  maid,*'  the  rocks  reply'd: 
But  judge  my  griefo,  and  share  them  too^ 
For  the  sad  tale  pertains  to  you ; 
Judge,  reader,  how  severe  the  wound, 
When  Friendship's  foes  were  mine,  1  found  ; 
When  the  sad  scene  of  pride  and  guile 
Was  Britain's  poor  degenerate  isle. 

The  Amazons,  who  propp'd  the  state, 
Bsply  survived  the  general  iate. 
Jastke  to  Powis-house  is  fled. 
And  Yorke  sustains  her  radiant  head* 
TThe  virtue  Fortitude  appears 
Id  open  day  at  Ligonier*s ; 
fllttstrkMis  heroine  of  the  sky. 
Who  leads  to  vanquish  or  to  die! 
Tvas  she  our  vet'rans'  breasts  in8pir*d. 
When  Belgians  foithless  sons  retired: 
For  Ttouroay's  treach*rous  low'rs  can  tell 
BrkaoDia*8  children  greatly  felL 

Ko  psurtial  virtue  of  the  plain  1 
She  rous'd  the  lions  of  the  main : 
Heaoe  Venion^s  little  fleet  3  succeeds, 
Aad  beooe  the  gen'reus  Cornwall  *  bleeds ! 
Hence  Gieenville  ^  glorious ! — for  she  smiPd 
Ob  the  young  hero  from  a  child. 

Tho*  in  high  Tife  such  virtues  dwell, 
Tlieyll  suit  plebeian  breasts  as  well. 
Sty,  that  the  mighty  and  the  great 
Bbze  like  meridian  suns  of  state ; 
Effolgieot  excellence  display, 
Lie  Hallifax,  in  floods  of  day  ; 
Oar  leaser  orbs  may  pour  their  light, 
like  the  mild  crescent  of  the  night. 
TW  pale  our  beams,  and  small  our  sphere 
Slill  we  may  shine  serene  and  clear. 

Give  to  the  judge  the  scarlet  gown. 
To  martial  souls  the  civic  crown : 
W*hal  tben  ?  is  merit  their's  alone  ? 
Have  we  no  worth  to  call  our  own? 
Shall  we  not  vindicate  our  part, 
la  the  firm  breast,  and  upright  heart  ? 
Header,  these  virtues  may  be  thine, 
Tbo*  in  superior  light  they  shine. 
I  cai^t  disdtarge  great  Uardwick's  trust— 
Trae — bat  my  soul  may  still  be  just. 
And  tho*  I  can't  the  sUte  defend, 
111  dcaw  the  sword  to  serve  my  friend* 

3  At  Porto  Hello. 

*  Agahift  the  combined  fleets  of  France  and  Spain. 

*  Died  in  a  later  eogsgoment  with  the  French  fleet 


Two  golden  virtues  are  behind, 
Of  equal  import  to  the  mind ; 
Prudence, 'to  point  oat  Wisdom's  way. 
Or  to  reclaim  us  when  we  stray  j* 
Temperance,  to  guard  the  youthful  heart, 
When  Vice  and  Folly  throw  tlie  dart ; 
Fach  virtue,  let  the  world  agree. 
Daily  resides  with  you  and  me. 
And  when  our  souls  in  friendship  join. 
We'll  deem  the  sopial  bond  dmne  ; 
Thro'  ev'ry  scene  maintain  our  trust, 
Kor  e'er  be  timid  or  unjust 
That  breabt,  which  Virtue  calls  lier  own. 
That  breast,  where  Honour  builds  his  throne. 
Nor  int'rest  warps,  nor  fear  appalls. 
When  danger  fruwns;  or  lucre  calls. 
No  I  the  true  friend  collected  stands, 
Fearless  his  heart,  and  pure  his  hands. 
Let  int'rest  plead,  let  storms  arise. 
He  dares  be  honest,  though  he  dies. 


MARRIAGE. 

VISION    VII. 

INSCRIBBO  TO   MISS  ***♦, 

Fairest,  this  vision  is  thy  due, 
I  form'd  th'  instructive  plan  fur  you. 
Slight  not  the  rules  of  thoughtful  age. 
Your  weifore  actuates  every  page  ; 
But  ponder  well  my  sacred  theme. 
And  tremble,  while  you  read  my  dream. 

Those  awful  words,  "  Till  death  do  part,* 
May  well  alarm  the  youthful  heart : 
No  after-thought  when  once  a  wife ; 
The  die  is  cast,  and  cast  for  life ; 
Yet  thousands  venture  ev'ry  day. 
As  some  base  passion  leads  the  way. 
Pert  Silvia  talks  of  wedieck-scenes, 
Tho'  hardly  enter'd  on  her  teens ; 
Smiles  on  her  whining  spark,  and  hears 
The  sugar'd  speech  with  raptur'd  ears  ; 
Impatient  of  a  parent's  rule. 
She  leaves  her  sire  and  weds  a  fool. 
Want  enters  at  the  guardless  door. 
And  Love  is  fled,  to  come  no  more. 
-   Some  few  there  are  of  sordid  mould. 
Who  barter  youth  and  bloom  for  gold  ; 
Careless  wKh  what,  or  whom  they  mate^ 
Their  rulipg  passion's  all  for  state. 
But  Hymen,  gen'rous,  just,  and  kind^ 
Abhors  the  mercenary  mind : 
Such  rebels  groan  beneath  his  rod. 
For  Hymen's  a  vindictive  god  j 
"  Be  joyless  ev'ry  night,"  he  said, 
"  And  barren  be  their  nuptial  bed." 

Attend,  my  foir,  to  Wisdom's  voice, 
A  belter  fate  shall  crown  thy  cilice. 
A  married  life,  to  speak  the  best, 
Is  all  a  lottery  confest : 
Yet  if  my  fair  one  will  be  wise, 
I  will  insure  my  girl  a  prize; 
Tho'  not  a  prize  to  match  thy  worth, 
Perhaps  thy  equal's  not  on  Earth. 

Tis  an  important  point  to  know. 
There's  no  perfection  here  below. 
Man's  an  odd  compound,  after  all. 
And  ever  has  been  since  the  falL 
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Say,  that  he  lores  yon  from  his  loul. 
Still  man  is  proud,  nor  brooks  ooatrottL 
Aod  tho'  a  slave  in  Love's  soft  school^ 
Id  wedlock  claims  his  right  to  rule. 
The  best,  in  short,  has  ^ults  about  him, 
If  few  those  faults,  you  must  not  flout  him. 
With  some,  indeed,  you  can't  dispensey 
As  want  of  temper,  and  of  sense. 
For  when  the  Sun  deserts  the  skies^ 
And  the  dull  winter  evenings  rise. 
Then  for  a  husband's  social  pow*r. 
To  form  the  calm,  convcrsivc  hour; 
The  treasures  of  thy  breast  explore. 
From  that  rich  mine  to  draw  the  ore ; 
Fondly  cadi  generous  thought  refine, 
And  give  thy  native  gold  to  shine) 
Show  thee,  as  really  thou  art, 
Tho'  fair,  yet  fairer  still  at  heart 

Say,  when  life's  purple  blossoms  &de. 
As  soon  they  must,  thou  charming  maid ; 
When  in  thy  cheeks  the  roses  die, 
And  sickness  clouds  that  brilliant  eye ; 
Say,  when  or  age  or  pains  invade. 
And  those  dear  limbs  shall  call  for  aid  ; 
If  thou  art  fetter'd  to  a  fool. 
Shall  not  his  transient  passion  cool  ? 
Ami  when  thy  health  and  beauty  end, 
Shall  thy  weak  mate  persist  a  friend  ? 
But  to  a  man  of  sense,  my  dear, 
Kv'n  then  thou  lovely  shalt  appear; 
He  '11  share  the  giic^  that  wound  thy  heart, 
And  weeping  claim  the  larger  part ; 
Tho'  age  impairs  that  beauteous  &oe» 
He'll  prize  the  pearl  beyond  its  case. 

In  wedlock  when  the  sexes  meet» 
Friendship  is  only  then  complete. 
'*  Blest  state  !  where  souls  each  otiwr  dnbw. 
Where  love  is  liberty  and  law  H' 
The  choicest  blessing  found  liplow, 
That  man  can  wish,  or  Heaven  bestow  I 
Trust  me,  these  raptures  are  divine, 
For  lovely  Chloe  once  was  mine  I 
Nor  fear  the  varnish  of  my  style, 
Tho'  poet,  I'm  estranged  to  guile. 
Ah  me  !  my  faithful  lips  impart 
Thtf  prnuine  language  of  my  heart ! 

When  bards  extol  their  patrons  hagb» 
Perhaps  'tis  gold  c-xtoits  the  lie  j 
Perhaps  the  poor  reward  of  bcead^- 
But  who  bums  incense  to  the  dea4  ? 
He,  whom  a  fond  a^cction  draws. 
Careless  of  censure,  or  applause ;    ' 
Whose  soul  is  upright  and  sincere. 
With  nought  to  wish,  and  nought  to  fear. 

Now  to  my  visionary  scheme 
Attend,  and  profit  by  my  dream. 

Amidst  i1k:  slumlx^rs  of  the  night, 
A  stately  temple  'rose  to  sight ; 
And  ancient  as  the  human  race. 
If  Nature's  purposes  you  trace. 
1  his  fanc.y  by  all  the  wise  rever'd, 
To  wedlock's  pow'rful  god  was  rcar'd. 
Hard  by  I  saw  a  graceful  sage. 
His  locks  were  frosted  e'er  by  age  ; 
His  garb  was  plain,  his  mind  serene, 
And  wisdom  dignifiv-d  his  mien. 
With  curious  search  his  name  I  sought. 
And  found  'twas  Hymen's  fav'rite — ^I'liought 


Apace  the  giddy  crowds  advsooei 
And  a  lewd  satyr  led  the  danoe  s 
1  griev'd  to  see  whole  thonsanils  ran, 
For  oh !  what  thousands  w«re  undone ! 
The  sage,  when  thsee  mad  troops  he  spy'd. 
In  pity  flew  to  join  their  side  : 
The  disconcerted  pairs  b^gaa 
To  rail  against  him,  to  a  nmn ; 
Vow'd  they  were  strangers  to  his  name. 
Nor  knew  from  wiience  the  dotard  came. 

But  mark  the  aeqoel— for  this  troth 
Highly  concerns  impetuoos  youth : 
liong  ere  the  honey-moon  coold  wane. 
Perdition  sciz'd  on  ev'ry  swatn ; 
At  ev'ry  house,  and  alt  day  long, 
Repentance  ply'd  ^r  scorpion  throng  $ 
Outgust  was  there  with  frowning  men. 
And  every  wayward  child  of  Spleen. 
Hymen  approacb'd  his  awful  fane, 
Attended  by  a  numerous  train : 
Love  with  each  soft  and  nameless  grace. 
Was  first  in  Ikvour  and  in  place  ; 
Then  came  the  god  with  solemn  gait. 
Whose  ev'ry  word  was  big  with  fttte  ; 
His  hand  a  flaming  taper  bore. 
That  sacred  symbol,  fiimM  of  yote : 
Virtue,  adorn'd  with  ev'ry  charm, 
Snstain'd  the  god's  incumbent  arm ; 
Beauty  improv'd  the  glowing  scene 
With  all  the  roses  of  eighteen  : 
Youth  led  the  gayly-smitiag  ftur, 
His  purple  pinions  waVd  in  air% 
Wealth,  a  close  hunks,  walk'd  hobbling  nigh. 
With  vulture-claw,  and  eagle-eye; 
Who  threescore  years  had  seen,  or  more, 
(lis  said  his  coat  had  seen  a  score ;) 
Proud  was  the  wretch,  tho'  clad  ni  mgi. 
Presuming  much  upon  his  bags, 

A  female  neat  her  arts  display'd. 
Poets  alone  can  paint  the  makl : 
Trust  me,  Hogaith,  (tho'  great  thy  fame) 
'Twould  pose  thy  skill  to  draw  the  same  ; 
And  yet  thy  mimic  powV  is  more 
Than  ever  painter's  was  before  : 
Now  she  was  iair  as  cygnet's  down, 
Now  as  Mat  Prior's  Emma,  brown  ; 
And)  changing  as  the  changing  .flow'r. 
Her  dress  she  vary'd  tv'ry  hour : 
Twas  Fancy,  child  !— You  know  the  fair. 
Who  pins  your  gown,  and  sets  your  hair. 

Lo !  the  god  mounts  his  throne  of  state. 
And  sits  the  arbiter  of  fete : 
His  head  with  radiant  glories  drest. 
Gently  reclin'd  on  Virtue's  breast : 
Love  took  his  station  on  the  right. 
His  quiver  beam'd  with  golden  light. 
Beauty  usurped  the  second  place. 
Ambitious  of  distinguish'd  grace  ; 
She  claim'd  this  ceremonial  joy. 
Because  related  to  the  boy  ; 
(Said  it  was  her's  to  point  his  dart. 
And  speed  its  passage  to  the  heart ;) 
While  on  the  god's  inferior  hand 
Fancy  and  Wealth  obtain'd  their  stand. 
And  now  the  ballow'd  rites  proceed. 
And  now  a  thousand  heart-strings  bload. 
I  saw  a  blooming  trembling  bride, 
A  toothless  lover  join'd  her  side  ; 
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▲vene  the  tum'd  her  wtsepag  hc% 
Ami  •bndder'd  at  the  cold  embmw. 

Bat  Taiioas  baits  timr  fotet  imparts 
IWi  titln  lie  at  Oaiia*t  heart : 
A  pewion  Bodi  too  fool  to  name^ 
Oms  flopeicUioiis  prudes  their  tune : 
Pradci  wed  to  pnbUcBBB  aad  nmen  ; 
The  ho^ry  poet  wedi  for  ctiBoeri. 

The  god  with  frown  indigaant  vkw'd 
The  n£ble  covetoos  or  lewd ; 
tf  e^ry  'rice  hit  altan  itain'd, 
Bf  eT*ry  fool  his  rites  pralaa'd: 
Wheo  L«re  comphun*d  of  Wealth  alood, 
Afiraungy  Wealth  debaiieh>d  the  enmd  ; 
Drev  op  in  form  his  heavy  charge, 
Bwriag  to  be  heard  at  large. 

The  god  consents,  the  tlnoog  dinde. 
The  young  esponsM  the  plaintuips  side : 
The  old  declar'd  for  the  defendant. 
For  Age  is  Money's  sworn  attendant. 

Love  said,  that  wedlock  was  design'd 
Bf  gFanoos  Heav'n  to  match  the  mind ; 
To  pair  the  tender  and  the  just. 
And  his  the  delegated  tnm : 
Tbat  Wcahh  had  play'd  a  knavish  part. 
And  tsoght  the  tongue  to  wrong  the  heart ; 
Bet  what  avails  the  faithless  voice  } 
Tbe  iujor'd  heart  disdains  the  choice.— 

Wealth  straight  reply'd,  that  Love  was  blind. 
And  talked  at  random  of  the  mind : 
llMt  killing  eyes,  and  bleedmg  hearts, 
Aad  all  th*  artillery  of  darts, 
Were  long  ago  exploded  foncies. 
And  laosh'd  at  even  in  roroaaoesw 
Poeu  indeed  style  love  a  treat. 
Perhaps  for  want  of  better  meat : 
And  love  might  be  deucioas  fare, 
Coo'd  we,  like  poets  Kve  on  air. 
Bat  grant  that  angels  foast  on  loive, 
(rbooe  purer  esienoss  above) 
Vet  Albion's  sons,  he  understood, 
Prefcarr'd  a  more  substantial  food. 
TTtns  while  with  gibes  he  dress'd  his  cause, 
H»  grey  admirers  hemm'd  applause. 

With  seeming  conquest  pert  and  proud, 
Wealth  shook  his  sides,  and  chockled  load; 
When  Fortune,  to  restrain  his  pride. 
And  fond  to  fovonr  Love  beside. 
Op'ning  the  miser's  tape-ty'd  Vetky 
Bndos'd  the  cares  which  stung  his  hrsast : 
Wealth  stood  abash'd  at  his  disgrace, 
Aad  a  deep  crimson  flushed  his  foce. 

Love  sweetly  simper'd  at  the  sight 
His  gay  adherents  laugh'd  outright 
The  god,  the'  grave  his  temper,  smii'd, 
For  Hymeo  dourly  priz'd  the  diild. 
But  he  who  triumphs  o'er  his  brother, 
la  turn  is  laogfa'd  at  by  another. 
Sach  cmel  scores  we  often  find 
Repaid  the  criosiaal  in  kind. 
Fgr  Poverty,  that  fomish'd  fiend  ! 
Ambitioos  of  a  wealthy  friend, 
Advanc'd  into  the  miser's  place. 
And  star*d  the  stripling  in  the  face  ; 
Whose  lips  grew  pale,  and  cold  as  day  f 
I  tfaoq^t  the  chit  wonld  swoon  away. 

The  god  waa  studious  to  employ 
His  cares  to  aid  the  vaaqpish'd  boy ; 


And  therefore  isia*d  his  decree, 
That  the  two  parties  strai^t  agree. 
When  both  obey'd  the  god's  commands^ 
And  Love  and  Riches  join'd  their  hands. 

What  wond'rous  change  in  each  was  wrought^ 
Believe  me,  fair,  surpasses  thought. 
If  Love  had  many  chamB  before. 
He  now  had  charms,  ten  thousand  raorew 
If  Wealth  had  serpaitsm  his  breast,    . 
They  now  were  dead,  or  loU'd  to  rest. 

Beauty,  that  vain  affected  thhig. 
Who  join'd  the  hymeneal  ring, 
Approach'd  with  round  unthinking  fooe, 
And  thus  the  triiler  states  her  case. 

She  said,  that  Love's  complatnts,  'twas  known. 
Exactly  tally'd  with  her  own  } 
That  Wealth  had  leaned  the  felon's  arts. 
And  robb'd  her  of  a  thousand  hearts ; 
Desiring  judgment  against  Wealth, 
For  folsehood,  peijury,  and  Mealth : 
All  which  she  ooo'd  on  oath  depose, 
And  hop'd  the  court  would  sKt  his  nose. 

But  Hymen,  when  he  heard  her  name, 
Cali'd  her  an  interfoping  dame  ; 
Look'd  thro'  the  crowd  with  angry  state. 
And  blam'd  the  porter  at  the  gate. 
For  giving  entrance  to  the  foir. 
When  she  was  no  essential  there. 

To  sink  this  haughty  tyrant's  pride. 
He  order'd  Fancy  to  preside. 
Hence,  i^hen  debates  on  beauty  rise. 
And  each  bright  feir  disputes  the  prize. 
To  Fancy's  court  we  straight  apply. 
And  wait  the  sentence  of  her  eye  ^ 
In  Beauty's  realms  she  holds  the  seals. 
And  her  amards  preclude  appeals. 


LIFE. 

VISION  VIII. 


Lit  not  the  young  my  precepts  shun  ; 
Who  slight  good  counaels,  are  undonew 
Yonr  poet  sung  of  love's  delights. 
Of  halcyon  days  and  joyous  nightij 
To  the  gay  fency  lovely  themes ; 
And  foin  I'd  hope  theyte  more  than  i 
But,  if  you  please,  before  we  part, 
I'd  speak  a  language  to  your  heart. 
We'll  talk  ef  Life,  tho'  much,  I  fear, 
Th'  ungrateful  tale  will  wound  your  ear. 
You  raise  your  sanguine  thoughto  too  high. 
And  hardly  know  the  reason  why : 
But  say  Life's  tree  bears  golden  fruit. 
Some  canker  shall  corrode  the  root ; 
Some  nneacpected  storm  shall  rise ; 
Or  scorching  suns,  or  chilling  skies  ^ 
And  (if  ezperienc'd  truths  avail) 
All  your  autumnal  hopes  shall  foil. 

"  But,  poet,  whence  such  wideeatremea^ 
Well  may  you  style  your  laboois  dreamn. 
A  son  of  sorrow  thou,  I  ween. 
Whose  visions  are  the  brats  of  Spleen. 
Is  bliss  a  vague  unmeaning  nam«— 
Speak  then  the  passions^use  or  aim ; 
AVhy  rage  desires  without  control. 
And  rouse  snch  whirlwinds  io  the  soul; 
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Why  Hot>e  erects  her  towMng  crest, 
And  laughs,  and  riots  in  the  breast } 
Thiok  not,  my  weaker  brain  turns  rcNmd, 
Think  not,  I  tread  on  feiry  ground. 
Think  not,  yoor  pulse  alone  beats  trae-^ 
Jiline  makes  as  healthful  music  too. 
Our  joys,  when  life's  soft  spring  we  trao^ 
Put  forth  their  early  bods  apace. 
See  the  bloom  loads  the  tender  shoot| 
The  bloom  conceals  the  future  fruit. 
Yes,  manhood's  wann  meridian  sun 
Shall  ripen  what  in  spring  begun. 
Thus  infant  roses;  ere  they  blow. 
In  germinating  clusters  grow  ; 
And  only  wait  the  summer's  ray. 
To  burst  and  blossom  to  the  day." 

What  said  the  gay  unthinking  boy  ?-^ 
Methought  Hilario  talk'd  of  joy  ! 
Tell,  if  thou  canst,  whence  joy^  arise, 
Or  what  those  mighty  joys  you  prize. 
You'll  find  (and  trust  superior  years) 
.  The  vale  of  life  a  vale  of  tears. 
Could  wisdom  teach,  where  joys  abound. 
Or  riches  purchase  them,  when  found. 
Would  scepter'd  Solomon  complain. 
That  all  was  fleeting,  false,  and  vain  } 
Yet  scepter'd  Solomon  oou'd  say 
Returning  clouds  obscur'd  his  day. 
Those  maxims,  which  the  preacher  drew^ 
The  royal  sage  expericnc'd  true. 
He  knew  the  various  ills  that  wait 
Our  infant  and  meridian  state ; 
That  toys  our  earliest  thoughts  engage. 
And  (^ifPrent  toys  maturer  age ; 
That  grief  at  ev'ry  stage  appears, 
But  d  iff 'rent  griefe  at  diflfrent  years  { 
That  vanity  is  seen,  in  part, 
Inscribed  on  ev'ry  human  heart ; 
In  the  child's  breast  the  spark  began, 
Grows  with  his  growth,  and  glares  in  man. 
But  when  in  life  we  journey  late. 
If  follies  die,  do  griefs  abate  ? 
Ah  !  what  is  life  at  fourecore  years  >— -        [tears  ! 
One  dark,  rough  road  of  sighs,  groans,  pains  and 

Perhaps  you'll  think  I  act  the  same, 
As  a  sly  sharper  plays  his  game: 
You  triumph  ev'ry  deal  that's  past, 
He's  sore  to  triumph  at  the  last ; 
Who  often  wins  some  thousands  more 
Than  twice  the  sum  yon  won  before. 
But  I'm  a  loser  with  the  rest 
For  life  is  all  a  deal  at  best  ; 
Wh^re  not  the  prize  of  wealth  or  fame> 
Repays  the  trouble  of  the  game  j 
(A  truth  no  winner  e'er  deny'd. 
An  hour  before  that  winner  dy'd). 
Not  that  with  me  these  prizes  shine. 
For  neither  fame  nor  wealth  are  min^ 
My  cardb  I-^a  weak  plebeian  band,  « 
With  scarce  an  honour  in  my  hand. 
And,  since  my  tnimps  are  very  few, 
What  have  I  more  to  boast  than  you  t 
Nor  am  I  gainer  by  your  fall  I 
That  harlot  Fortune  bubbles  all. 

'Tis  truth  (receive  it  ill  or  well) 
Tis  melancholy  truth  I  tell. 
Why  should  the  preacher  take  your  pence. 
And  smother  truth  to  flatter  sense  ? 


Pm  sure,  physicians  hxfe  no  meriCr 
Who  kill,  thro*  lenity  of  spirit 

That  life's  a  game,  divines  confess. 
This  says  at  cards,  and  that  at  chess  i 
But  if  our  views  be  center'd  here, 
Tis  all  a  losing  game,  I  fear. 

Sailors,  you  know,  when  wan  obtai% 
And  hostile  vessels  crowd  the  main^- 
If  they  discover  from  afar 
A  bark,  as  distant  as  a  star, 
Hold  the  perspective  to  their  eyes^ 
To  learn  its  colours,  strength,  and  size; 
And  when  tliis  secret  once  they  know^ 
Make  ready  to  receive  the  foe. 
Let  you  and  I  from  sailors  learn 
Important  truths  of  like  concern. 

I  clos'd  the  day  as  custom  led. 
With  reading,  till  the  time  of  bed  ; 
Where  Fancy,  at  the  midnight  hour^ 
Again  display'd  her  magic  pow'r, 
(For  know,  that  Fancy,  like  a  sprigbt. 
Prefers  the  silent  scenes  of  night) 
She  lodg'd  me  in  a  neighboring  wood. 
No  matter  where  the  thicket  stood ; 
The  genius  of  the  place  was  nigh. 
And  held  two  pictures  to  my  eye. 
Hie  curious  painter  had  pourtray'd 
Life  in  each  just  and  genuine  shade. 
They,  who  have  only  known  its  dawn. 
May  think  these  lines  too  deeply  drawn  ; 
But  riper  years,  1  fear,  will  shew. 
Hie  wiser  artist  paints  too  true. 

One  piece  presents  a  rueful  wild. 
Where  not  a  summer's  son  had  smiPd : 
The  road  with  thorhs  is  coverOd  wide, 
And  Orief  sits  weeping  by  the  side  j 
Her  tears  with  constant  tenour  flow. 
And  form  a  mournful  lake  below ; 
Whose  silent  waters,  dark  and  deep,' 
Thro'  all  the  gloomy  valley  creep. 

Passions  that  flatter,  or  that  slay. 
Are  beasts  that  fawn,  or  birds  that  prey. 
Here  Vice  assumes  the  serpent's  shape ; 
There  Folly  personates  the  ape; 
Here  Av'rice  gripes  with  harpies'  claws ; 
There  Malice  grins  with  tigers'  jaws  ; 
While  sons  of  mischief.  Art  and  Ouile^ 
Are  alligators  of  the  Nile. 

Ev'n  Pleasure  acts  a  treach'rous  part. 
She  charms  the  sense,  but  stings  the  heart; 
And  when  she  guUs  us  of  our  weal^hi 
Or  that  superior  pearl,  our  health, 
Restores  us  nought  but  pains  and  woe. 
And  drowns  us  in  the  lake  below. 

There  a  commission'd  angels  stands, 
With  desolation  in  his  hands  I 
He  sends  the  all-devouring  flame. 
And  cities  hardly  boast  a  name : 
Or  wings  the  pestilential  blast. 
And  lo !  ten  thousands  breathe  their  last : 
He  speaks— obedient  tempests  roar. 
And  guilty  nations  are  no  more : 
He  spesiks — the  fury  Discord  raves. 
And  sweeps  whole  armies  to  their  graves: 
Or  Famine  lifts  her  mildew'd  hand, 
And  Hunger  howls  tliro*  all  the  land. 

**  Oh  I  what  a  wretch  is  man."  1  cry^d, 
'*  Expos'd  to  death  on  ev'ry  side ! 
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And  luie  as  bora,  to  be  undone 

B7  evils  which  he  cannot  ahun  I 

Besidfs  a  thouaand  baits  to  «in, 

A  thoaaanda  trahora  lodg'd  within  I 

For  soon  aa  Vice  as.«aulta  the  heart. 

The  rebeia  take  the  demon's  part." 
I  sigh,  my  aching  bosom  bleeds ; 

When  straight  the  milder  plan  aocceeds. 

The  lake  of  tears,  the  dreary  shore. 

The  same  as  in  the  piece  before. 

But  irleams  of  light  are  here  displayed. 
To  cheer  the  eye  anfl  ^ild  the  shade. 
iUBictioa  speaks  a  softer  style. 
And  Disappointment  wears  a  imile. 
A  group  of  Tirtnes  blossom  near, 
Tbtir  roots  imptove  by  cv'ry  tear. 

Here  Patience,  gentie  maid  !  is  nigh. 
To  calm  the  sti)rm,  and  wipe  the  eye  j 
Hope  acts  the  kind  physician's  part. 
And  warms  the  soliury  heart ; 
Itelisirin  nobler  comfort  brings, 
Disarms  our  grieiv,  or  bhmt»  their  stings  ; 
Poiots  out  the  balance  on  the  whole, 
Aad  HeaT*n  rewards  the  slrasrsrling  soul. 

But  while  these  raptures  1  pursue. 
The  genius  suddenly  withdrew. 


DEATH. 


VISION  THE  LAST. 

Tu  thoaght  my  Visions  are  too  grave  '  ^ 
A  proof  I'm  no  desr^ing  knave. 
Fahapi  if  Int'rest  held  the  scales, 
I  bad  deris'd  quite  dift>ent  tales; 
Had  joinM  the  laughing  low  buiibon, 
Aad  scribbled  satire  and  lampoon  ; 
Or  stirr'd  each  source  of  soft  desire, 
lad  fiion'd  the  coals  of  wanton  fire ; 
Tbea  had  my  paltry  Visions  »)ld, 
Yo,  all  my  dreams  had  tum'd  to  gold  ; 
Had  pro?*d  the  darlings  of  the  town, 
Aad  I— a  poet  of  renown  ! 

Let  not  my  awful  theme  surprise, 
iet  00  unmanly  fears  arise. 
I  wear  no  melancholy  hue, 
Ko  wreaths  of  cjrprrss  or  of  yew. 
Hk  dirood,  the  coffin,  pall,  or  herse, 
Stall  ne'er  deform  my  softer  verse : 
Let  me  consigii  the  f.m'ral  plume, 
TV  herald's  paint,  the  sfp|ptur*d  tomb,  • 

And  all  the  solemn  f.irre  i>f  graven, 
To  undertakers  and  their  slaves. 

YoQ  know,  that  moral  wriiers  sny 
The  world's  a  stage,  and  Ijfe  a  play ; 
That  in  this  drama  to  succeed. 
Requires  much   thought,  and  toil  indeed  ! 
Ilwre  still  remains  one  lalxjur  more, 
P^erhaps  a  greater  than  before. 
Indolge  the  search,  and  you  shall  find 
The  harder  task  is  still  behind  ;     • 
That  harder  task,  to  quit  the  stage 
In  eaily  yooth,  or  riper  age ; 
To  leave  the  company  and  pla^ e, 
With  firmness,  dignity,  and  grace. 

Come,  then,  the  closing  scenes  surrey, 
Ttt  the  last  act  which  crowns  the  play. 

'See  the  Monthly  ReTiev  of  New  Books,  for 
liefaniary  1751. 


IN  VERSE. 

Do  well  this  grand  decisiTe  part. 
And  gain  the  plaudit  of  your  heart. 
Few  greatly  live  in  Wisdom's  eye — 
But  oh  !  how  few  who  greatly  die ! 
Who,  when  their  days  approach  an  end. 
Can  meet  the  foe,  as  friend  meets  friend. 

Instructiye  heroes  !  tell  us  whence 
Your  noble  soom  of  flesh  and  sense  I 
You  part  from  all  we  prize  so  dear 
Nor  drop  one  soft  reluctant  tear : 
Part  from  those  tender  joys  of  life, 
The  friend,  the  parent,  child,  and  wife. 
Death's  black  and  stormy  gulph  you  brave. 
And  ride  exulting  on  the  wavej 
Deem  thrones  but  tri.^es  all ! — no  mor&— 
Nor  send  one  wishful  look  to  shore. 

For  foreign  ports  and  lands  unknown. 
Thus  the  firm  sailor  leaves  his  own  j 
Obedient  to  the  rising  gale. 
Unmoors  his  bark,  and  spreads  his  sail ; 
Defies  the  ocean,  and  the  wind. 
Nor  monms  the  joys  he  leaves  behind. 

Is  Death  a  powerful  monarch  ?  True-» 
Perhaps  you  dread  the  tyrant  too ! 
Fear,  like  a  fog.  precludes  the  light. 
Or  swells  the  object  to  the  sight. 
AHend  my  visionary  page. 
And  ril  disarm  the  tyrant's  rage. 
Come,  let  this  ghastly  form  appear, 
He's  not  so  terrible  when  near. 
Distance  deludes  th'  unwary  eye. 
So  clouds  seem  monsters  in  the  sky : 
Hold  frequent  coitverse  with  him  now. 
He'll  daily  wear  a  milder  brow. 
Why  is  my  theme  with  terrour  fraught } 
Because  yon  shun  the  frequent  thought 
Say,  when  the  captive  pard  is  nigh. 
Whence  thy  pale  cheek  and  frighted  eye  ? 
Say,  why  dismay'd  thy  manly  breast. 
When  the  grim  lion  shakes  his  crest  ? 
Because  these  savage  fights  are  new-* 
No  keeper  shudders  at  the  view. 
Keepers,  accustom'd  to  the  scene. 
Approach  the  dens  with  look  serene. 
Fearless  their  grisly  charge  explore. 
And  smile  to  hear  the  tyrants  roar. 
"  Ay — but  to  die  I  to  bid  adieu  ! 
An  everlasting  farewell  too  1 
Farewell  to  ev'ry  joy  around  ! 
Oh  I  the  heart  sickens  at  the  sound  !" 

Stay,  stripling — ^thou  art  poorly  taught^ 
Joy  didst  thou  say  ? — discard  the  tliought 
Joys  are  a  rich  celestial  fruit. 
And  scorn  a  sublunary  root 
Whit  wears  the  face  of  joy  below. 
Is  often  found  but  Hplendid  wop. 
Joys  here,  like  unsubstantial  fame. 
Are  nothings  with  a  pon)pou*<  name; 
Or  else,  like  comets  in  the  sphere, 
Shine  with  destruction  in  their  rear. 

Passions,  like  clouds,  obscure  the  sight. 
Hence  mortals  seldom  judge  aright 
The  world's  a  harsh  unfruitful  boil. 
Yet  still  we  hope,  and  Uill  we  toil  ^ 
Deceive  ourselves  with  wond'rous  art. 
And  disappointment  wrings  the  heart. 
Thus  when  a  m'wt  collects  around. 
And  hovers  o'er  a  barren  ground, 
The  poor  deluded  trav'ler  spies 
hnagin'd  trees  and  structures  nse  j 
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But  wheD  the  shrouded  flan  is  clear, 
The  desert  and  the  recks  appear. 

*'  Ah— hut  when  yoothftil  blood  runs  high, 
Sure  tis  a  dreadfiil  thing  to  die  ! 
To  die !  and  what  exalts  the  gloom, 
I'm  told  that  man  snrvives  the  tomb ! 

0  !  can  the  learned  prelate  find 
What  future  scenes  await  the  mind  ? 
Where  wings  the  soul,  dislodg'd  from  clay  ? 
Some  courteous  angel  point  the  way  ! 
That  unknown  somewhere  hi  the  skies! 
Say,  where  that  unknown  somewhere  lies  ; 
And  kindly  prove,  when  life  is  o'er. 

That  pains  and  sorrows  are  no  more. 

For  doubtless  dying  is  a  curse. 

If  present  ills  be  chang'd  for  worse.*' 

Hush,  my  young  friend,  forego  the  theme, 
And  listen  to  your  poetPs  dream. 

£re>while  I  took  an  evening  walk, 
Honorio  join'd  in  social  talk. 
Along  the  lawns  the  zephyrs  sweep. 
Each  ruder  wind  was  lulPd  asleep. 
The  sky,  all  beauteous  to  behold, 
Was  streaked  with  azure,  green,  and  gold  ; 
But,  tho'  serenely  soft  and  fair. 
Fever  hung  brooding  in  the  ahr; 
Then  settled  on  Honorio's  breast. 
Which  shuddered  at  the  fatal  gueSt 
No  drugs  thfi  kindly  wish  fulfil. 
Disease  eludes  the  doctor's  skill. 
The  poison  spreads  through  all  the  firame. 
Ferments,  and  kindles  into  flame. 
From  side  to  side  Honoriotunu, 
And  now  with  thirst  insatiate  bums. 
His  eyes  resign  their  wonted  grace, 
Those  friendly  lamps  expire  apace  ! 
The  brain's  an  useless  organ  grown. 
And  Reason  tumbled  from  his  throne.— 
.    But  while  the  purple,  surges  glow. 
The  currents  thicken  as  they  flow ; 
The  blood  in  ev'ry  distant  pert 
Stagnates  and  disappoints  the  heart ; 
Defrauded  of  its  crimson  store. 
The  vital  engine  plays  no  more. 

Honerio  dead,  the  fon'Tal  bell 
Call'd  ev'ry  friend  to  bid  fkrewelT. 

1  join'd  the  melancholy  bier, 
And  dropp'd  the  unavailing  tear. 

The  clock  struck  twelve — ^when  nature  sought 
Repose  from  all  the  pangs  of  thought ; 
And  while  my  limbs  were  snnk  to  rest, 
A  vision  sooth'd  my  troubled  breast 

I  dceam'd  the  spectre  Death  appear'd, 
I  dream'd  his  hollow  voice  I  heai^  ! 
Methought  th'  imperial  tyrant  wore 
A  state  no  prince  assum'd  before. 
All  nature  fetch'd  a  gen'ral  groan. 
And  lay  expiring  round  his  throne. 

I  gaz'd — when  straight  arose  to  sight 
The  most  detested  fiend  of  night. 
He  shuffled  with  unequal  pace, 
And  conscious  shame  defbrm'd  his  hat. 
With  jealous  leer  he  squinted  round. 
Or  fix'd  his  eyes  upon  the  ground. 
From  Hell  this  frightful  monster  came. 
Sin  was  his  sire,  and  Quilt  his  name. 

This  fury,  with  officious  care. 
Waited  around  the  aov'reign's  chair  ^ 
In  robes  of  terrours  drest  the  king. 
And  arm'd  hhn  wHh  a  baneful  sting ; 


Gave  fierceness  to  the  tyrants  ey«. 
And  hung  the  sword  upon  his  thigh. 
Diseases  next,  a  hideoos  croird  ! 
Proclaim'd  their  master's  empire  kmd  ; 
And,  all  obedient  to  his  will, 
Flew  in  commission'd  troops  to  kin. 

A  rising  whirlwind  shakes  the  poles. 
And  lightning  glares,  and  thunder  rolls. 
The  monarch  and  his  train  prepare 
To  range  the  foul  tempestuous  atr. 
Straight  to  his  shoaMers  he  applies 
Two  pinions  of  enormons  size  I 
Methought  I  saw  the  ghastly  form 
Stretch  his  black  wings,  and  mount  the 
When  Fancy's  airy  horse  I  strode. 
And  jotn'd  the  army  on  the  road. 
As  the  grim  conqu'ror  nrg'd  his  way. 
He  scatter'd  terrour  and  dismay. 
Thousands  a  pensive  aspect  wore. 
Thousands  who  sneer'd  at  Deadi  before. 
Lifers  records  rise  on  ev'ry  side. 
And  Conscience  spreads  those  volumes  wide; 
Which  faithful  registers  were  brought 
By  psile-ey'd  Fear  and  busy  Thought 
"niose  faults  which  axthl  men  conceal. 
Stand  here  engrav'd  with 'pen  of  steel. 
By  Conscience,  that  impartial  scribe  I 
Whose  honest  palm  disdains  a  bribe. 
Their  actions  all  like  critics  view, 
Aod  lall  like  faithful  critics  too. 
As  guih  had  stain'd  life's  varioas  stage. 
What  tears  of  blood  bedew'd  the  page ! 
All  shudder'd  at  the  black  aocoont. 
And  scarce  believ'd  their  vast  amount  1 
All  vow'd  a  sudden  change  of  heart. 
Would  D^th  relent,  and  sheathe  his  dart* 
But,  when  the  awful  foe  withdrew. 
All  to  their  follies  fled  anew. 

So  when  a  wolf,  who  scours  at  large, 
Springs  on  the  shepherd's  fleecy  charge^ 
The  flock  in  wild  disorder  fly. 
And  cast  behind  a  frequent  eye; 
But,  when  the  victim's  home  away. 
They  rush  to  pasture  and  to  play. 

Indulge  my  dream,  and  let  my  pen 
Paint  those  unmeaning  creatures,  men. 

Carus,  with  pains  and  sickness  worn, 
'  Chides  the  slow  night,  and  sigiis  for  vans;.- 
[  Soon  as  he  views  the  eastern  ray. 
He  mourns  the  quick  return  of  day  -, 
Hourly  laments  protncted  breath. 
And  courts  the  healing  hand  of  Death. 

Venes,  oppress'd  with  guilt  and  shame, 
Shipwreck'd  in  fortune,  health,  and  fame. 
Pines  for  his  dark  sepulchral  bed. 
To  mingle  with  th'  unheeded  dead. 

With  fouraeore  years  grey  Natho  bends^ 
A  burden  to  himself  and  friends ; 
And  with  impatience  seems  to  wait 
The  friendly  hand  of  Img'ring  fete. 
So  hirelings  w'lsh  their  labour  done. 
And  often  eye  the  western  Sun. 

The  monarch  hears  their  vark)UB  grief, 
Desceads,  and  brines  the  wish'd  relief. 
On  Death  with  wil<i  surprise  they  staled  ; 
All  seemed  averse  !  all  unprepar'd  ! 

As  torrents  sweep  with  rapid  force. 
The  grave's  pale  chief  porsu'd  his  course. 
No  human  pow'r  can  or  withstand. 
Or  shun  the  conquests  of  his  hand. 
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Oh!  ecmUtiieprineeoroprislilmtnl, 

And,  as  a  gnardiaii  angel,  Jund, 

With  ev'iy  heartfelt  voith  beside. 

Turn  the  keen  shaft  of  Death  aside. 

When  vonld  the  bcanre  Aognstus  join 

The  ashes  of  his  sacred  Une ; 

But  Death  maintainB  no  partial  war« 

He  mocks  a  saltan  or  a  czar. 

Hr  lays  his  iron  hand  on  all— 

Yes,  kings,  and  son  of  kings,  mml  fall  I 

A  truth  Britannia  lately  felt. 

And  trembled  to  her  centre  > ! — 

CouM  ablest  statesnen  vaid  thebloipy 
WonM  OraoTillo  o«n  this  common  foe  t 
For  greater  talents  ne'er  were  known 
To  grace  the^  &v*rite  of  a  thraae. 

Coa'd  genius  save-^it,  learning,  fire- 
Ten  me,  ivoaM  Chesteifleld  expire  ? 
Say,  von'd  his  gtorions  Son  decline, 
Aad  set  Idee  your  pale  star  or  mine  } 

CoQ'd  er^ry  virtue  of  the  tkj-^ 
Woa'd  Herri^  «,  Butler  s,  Secker«  die  f 

Why  this  address  to  i»enige  aU^^ 
lotitled  Allen'»  virtues  call ! 
If  AIl«'D*s  worth  demands  a  place, 
birds,  with  yoUr  leave,  'tis  no  disgrace. 
Tho'  higli  your  ranks  in  heralds*  roils, 
Know  Virtue  too  ennobles  ssuls. 
By  her  that  private  man^s  renown'd, 
^1io  pours  a  tbovisand  blegcings  round. 
y>Yh\\e  Allen  takes  Affiiotion's  part, 
Aad  draws  oat  all  his  gen'ions  heart  j 
Aaxioos  to  s^ke  the  fleeting  day, 
LmI  unjmprov'd  it  steal  away ; 
VMile  thus  be  walks  with  jealous  strifc 
Tbro*  goodness,  as  he  walks  thro*  life. 
Shall  net  I  mstfk  his  radiant  patii  ? 
Rise,  Muse,  and  sing  the  Man  of  Bath  * 
Publish  abroad,  cou'd  goodness  save, 
Allen  wou*d  disappoint  the  gmve; 
Translated  to  the  heav'niy  shore, 
Lko  Enoch,  when  his  walk  was  o*er. 

Not  Beauty's  powerful  pleas  retrain—- 
Her  pleas  are  trifling,  weak,  and  vain ; 
For  woirieo  pierce  with  shrieks  the  air, 
Smite  their  bare  breasts,  and  rend  their  hair. 
All  h2ve  a  doleful  tale  to  tell. 
How  friends,  sons,  daughters,  husbands  fell  f 

Alas!  is  life  onr  fev'rite  tbeme ! 
Ta  all  a  vain,  or  painfol  dream. 
A  dream  which  fools  or  cowards  prise. 
But  slighted  by  the>brave  or  wise. 
Who  lives,  for  others'  ills  must  groan. 
Or  bleed  for  sorrows  of  his  own  ; 
Most  journey  on  with  weeping  eyw. 
Then  pant,  sink,  agoniae,  and  die. 

'*  And  shall  a  man  arraign  the  skies, 
Becaose  man  lives,  and  mooms,  and  dies  ? 
Impatient  reptile  I"  Reason  cfyd; 
"  Arraign  thy  passion  and  thy  pride. 
Retire,  and  oommone  with  thy  heart, 
AdE,  whence  thou  cam'st,  and  what  thou  att. 
EipkMe  thy  body  and  thy  mind. 
Thy  statkm  too,  why  here  assign'd. 

'RefefriagtottiedeBthofhislatft  royal  highness 
Frederick  prince  of  Wales. 
^  Archbisbop  of  Canterbury. 
*  Late  bishop  of  Durham. 
*BidiopofQsfoid. 


The  search  shall  teach  thee  life  to  prize. 
And  make  thee  gratefol,  good,  and  wise. 
Why  do  yon  roam  to  feireign  climes. 
To  study  nations,  modes,  aad  times ; 
A  science  often  dearly  bought, 
And  often  wbnt  avails  you  nought  ? 
Go,  mao,  and  act  a  wiser  part. 
Study  the  science  of  your  heart. 
Iliis  home  philosophy,  you  know. 
Was  priz'd  some  thousand  years  ago  K 
Then  why  abroad  a  frequent  guest  ? 
Why  such  a  stranger  to  your  breast  f 
Why  turn  so  many  volumes  o'er. 
Till  Dodsiey  can  supply  no  more  ? 
Not  all  the  volumes  on  thy  shelf. 
Are  worth  that  single  volume,  self. 
For  who  this  sacred  book  decUnes, 
Howe'er  in  other  arts  he  shines ; 
Tho'  smit  with  Pindar's  noble  rage« 
Or  vers'd  in  Tally's  manly  page ; 
Tho'  deeply  read  in  Plato's  school  ; 
With  all  his  knowledge  is  a  fool. 

*'  Prochihn  the  truth — say,  what  is  man? 
His  body  from  the  dost  began ; 
And  when  a  few  short  years  are  o'er. 
The  crumbling  febric  is  no  more. 

<*  But  whence  the  soul }  From  Heav'n  it 
Oh!  prize  this  intellectual  flame. 
Tliis  nobler  self  with  rapture  scan, 
Tis  mind  alone  which  makes  the  man. 
Trust  me,  there's  not  a  joy  on  Earth, 
But  from  the  soul  derives  its  birth. 
Ask  the  young  rake  (he'll  answer  right) 
Who  treats  by  day,  and  drinks  by  night. 
What  makes  his  entertainments  shine. 
What  gives  the  relish  to  his  wine  ; 
He  'II  tell  thee,  (if  he  scorns  the  beast) 
That  social  pleasures  form  the  feast.. 
The  charms  of  beauty  too  shall  cloy. 
Unless  the  soul  exalts  the  joy. 
Tlie  mind  must  animate  the  face. 
Or  cold  and  tasteless  ev'ry  grace. 

*'  What !  most  the  soul  her  pow'rs  dispense 
To  raise  and  swell  the  joys  of  sense  >— 
Know  too,  the  joys  of  sense  control. 
And  clog  the  motions  of  the  soul ; 
Forbid  her  pinions  to  aspire, 
Damp  and  impcur  her  native  ^n  : 
And  sore  as  Sense  (that  tyrant !)  reigns, 
She  holds  the  empress,  Soul,  in  chains. 
Inglorious  bondage  to  the  mind, 
Heaven-born,  sublime,  and  nnoonftn'd ! 
She's  independent,  fair  and  great. 
And  justly  claims  a  large  estate  ; 
She  asks  no  borrow'd  aids  to  shine. 
She  boasts  within  a  golden  mine ; 
But,  like  the  treasures  of  Peru, 
Her  wealth  lies  deep,  and  for  firom  view. 
Say,  shall  the  man  who  knows  her  worth. 
Debase  her  dignity  and  birth  ; 
Or  e'er  repine  at  Heaven's  decree. 
Who  kindly  gave  her  leave  to  be  ; 
Caird  her  from  nothing  into  day. 
And  built  her  tenement  of  clay; 
Hear  and  accept  me  for  your  guide, 
(Reason  shall  ne'er  desert  your  side.) 

«  KHow  TflYSBLr-— a  odebrated  saying  of  CbSh, 
one  of  the  seven  wine  men  of  Greece. 
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Who  listens  to  my  Wi^er  voice, 
Can't  but  applaud  his  maker's  choice ; 
Pleased  with  that  first  and  sovereign  cause, 
Pleas'd  with  unerring  Wisdom's  laws ; 
Secure,  since  Sovereign  Goodness  reigns. 
Secure,  since  Sov'reign  Pow'r  obtains. 

'*  With  (furious  eyes  review  thy  frame. 
This  science  shall  direct  thy  claim. 
J)ost  thon  indulge  a  double  view, 
A  long,  long  life,  and  happy  too  i 
Perhaps  a  ^rther  boon  you  crave- 
To  lie  down  easy  in  the  grave  ? 
Know  then  my  dictates  roust  prevail. 
Or  surely  each  fond  wish  shall  fail. — 
'<  0>me  then;  is  happinejjs  thy  aim  ? 
]jet  mental  joys  be  all  thy  game. 
Kepeat  the  search,  and  mend  your  pace, 
The  capture  shall  reward  the  chase. 
Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  springs, 
Ckmvey  fresh  knowledge  on  its  wings ; 
Let  ev'ry  minute,  as  it  flies, 
Record  thee  good  as  well  as  wise. 
While  such  pursuits  your  thoughts  engage. 
In  a  few  years  youMl  live  an  age. 
Who  measures  life  by  rolling  years  t 
Fools  measure  by  revolving  spheres. 
Go  thou  and  fetch  th'  unerring  rule 
From  Virtue's,  and  from  Wisdom's  school. 
Who  well  improves  life's  shortest  day. 
Will  scarce  regret  its  setting  ray  j 
Contented  with  his  share  of  light, 
Kor  fear  nor  wish  th'  approach  of  night. 
And  when  Disease  assaults  the  heart, 
When  Sickness  triumphs  over  Art , 
Beflections  on  a  life  well  past. 
Shall  prove  a  cordial  to  the  last ; 
This  med'cine  shall  the  soul  sustain. 
And  soften  or  suspend  her  pain  ; 
Shall  break  Death's  fell  tyrannic  pow'r. 
And  calm  the  troubled. dying  hour. " 
Blest  rules  of  cool  pnidential  age ! 
I  listened,  and  rever'd  the  sage. 
When  lo  !  a  form  divinely  bright 
Descends  and  bursts  upon  my  sight, 
A  seraph  of  illustrious  birth  ! 
(Religion  was  her  name  on  Earth) 
Supremely  sweet  her  radiant  face, 
And  blooming  with  celestial  grace ! 
Three  shining  cherubs  fbrm'd  her  train, 
Wav'd  their  light  wings,  and  reach'd  the  plain ; 
Faith,  with  sublime  and  piercing  eye. 
And  pinions  flutt'nng  for  the  sky ; 
Here  Hope,  that  smiling  angel,  stands. 
And  golden  anchors  grace  her  hands  ^ 
There  Charity,  in  robes  of  white. 
Fairest  and  iav'rite  maid  of  light ! 

The  seraph  spake — **  'Tis  Reason's  part. 
To  govern,  and  to  gnard  the  heart ; 
To  lull  the  wayward  soul  to  rest, 
When  hopes  and  fears  distract  the  breast. 
Reason  may  calm  this  doubtful  strife. 
And  steer  thy  bark  thro'  various  life : 
But  when  the  storms  of  death  are  nigh. 
And  midnight  darkness  veils  the  sky. 
Shall  Reason  then  direct  thy  sail, 
Disperse  the  clouds,  or  sink  the  gale  ? 
Stranger,  this  skill  alone  is  mine. 
Skill !  that  transcends  bis  scanty  line. 


<*  That  hoary  «ge  has  cooniel'd  right-* 
Be  wise,  nor  scorn  his  friendly  light. 
Revere  thyself— tbon'rt  near  atly*d 
To  angels  on  thy  better  side. 
How  various  e'er  th&r  ranks  or  kinds. 
Angels  are  but  unbodied  minds ; 
When  the  partition->walls  decay, 
Men  emerge  angels  from  their  claf; 
•*  Yes,  when  the  frailer  body  dies. 
The  soul  asserts  Iter  kindred  skies. 
But  minds,  tho'  sprung  from  heavenly  race. 
Must  first  be  tutor'd  for  the  place. 
(The  joys  above  are  understood. 
And  relish'd  only  by  the  good) 
Who  shall  assume  this  guardian  care  ? 
Who  shall  secure  their  birthright  there? 
Souls  are  my  charge— to  me  'tis  giv'n 
To  train  them  for  tl)eir  native  Heav'n, 

"  Know  then — Who  bow  the  early  knee^ 
And  give  the  wliling  heart  to  me  ; 
Who  wisely,  when  Temptation  waits, 
Klude  her  frauds,  and  spurn  her  baits  | 
Who  dare  to  own  my  injur'd  cause, 
(Tho'  fools  deride  my  sacred  laws  j) 
Or  scorn  to  deviate  to  the  wrong, 
Tho'  Persecution  lifts  her  thong ; 
Tho'  all  Che  sons  of  Uell  cunspire 
To  raise  the  stake,  and  light  the  fire  ; 
Know,  that  for  such  snperior  souls. 
There  lies  a  bliss  beyond  the  poles ; 
Where  spirits  shine  with  purer  ray. 
And  brighten  to  meridian  day ; 
Where  love,  where  boundless  friendship  rules, 
(No  friends  that  change,  no  love  that  coob  I) 
Where  rising  floods  of  knowledge  roll. 
And  pour  and  pour  upon  the  soul ! 

"  But  Where's  the  passage  to  the  skies  !— 
The  road  thre'  Death's  black  valley  lies. 
Nay,  do  not  shudder  at  my  tale— 
Tho'  dark  the  shades,  yet  safe  the  vale. 
This  path  the  best  of  men  have  trod  } 
And  who'd  decline  the  road  to  God  ? 
Oh  !  'tis  a  glorious  boon  to  die  ! 
This  favour  can't  be  priz'd  too  high  " 

While  thus  she  spake,  my  looks  expressed 
The  raptures  kindling  in  my  breast : 
My  soul  a  fix'd  attention  gave ; 
When  the  stem  monarch  of  the  grave 
With  haughty  strides  approach'd>-^Amaz'd 
I  stood,  and  trembled  as  I  gaz'd. 
The  seraph  calm'd  each  anxious  fear» 
And  kindly  wipM  the  filing  tear ; 
Then  hasten'd  with  expended  wing 
To  meet  the  pale  terriOc  king. 
But  now  what  milder  scenes  arise  1 
The  tyrant  drops  his  hostile  guise. 
He  seems  a  youth  divinely  fair. 
In  graceful  ringlets  waves  his  hair. 
His  wings  their  whitening  plumes  display. 
His  bumish'd  plumes  reflect  the  day. 
Light  flows  his  shining  azure  vest. 
And  all  the  angel  stands  confesL 

I  viewM  the  change  with  sweet  surprise. 
And  oh  !  I  panted  for  he  skies ; 
Thank'd  Heav'n,  Uiat  e'er  I  drew  my  breath. 
And  triumph'd  in  the  thoughts  of  Death. 
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LIFE  OF  JOHN  LOGAN, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS, 


John  LOOAN  was  bom  atM>ut  the  beghming  of  the  year  1747-8»  at  Soutra^  in  tbe 
ittrish  of  Fabiy  on  the  southern  extremity  of  Mid-Lothian,  where  hb  father  rented  a 
■isll  hxm.  He  appears  to  have  been  taught  the  6r8t  rudiments  of  learnuig  at  the  school 
of  Musselburgh,  near  EdtnlHirgh ;  and  here,,  as  well  as  at  home,  was  jsealously  in* 
itructed  in  the  principles  of  the  Calvinistic  s^em  of  rsTiglon,  as  professed  by  tlie  Se- 
cedeni  a  species  of  dissenters  from  the  esta]pislied  church  of  Scotland. 

In  1762,  be  entered  on  tbe  usual  coursemf  sti^y  at  the  university  of  Edinburgh, 
vbere  he  made  uncommon  proficiency  in  the  learned  languages,  but  discovered  no 
freat  iodination  fer  mathematics  or  metaphysics,  ahlrougb  he  took  care  not  to  be^ 
deficient  in  those  branches  as  to  incur  any  censure,  or  create  any  hindrance  to  his  aca- 
demical progiess.  His  turn  being  origmally  to  works  of  imagination,  he  found  much 
tbst  was  congenial,  in  a  course  of  lectures  then  read  by  professor  John  Stevenson,  on 
Aristode's  Art  of  Poetry,  and  on  Longmus ;  and  while  these  directed  his  taste,  he  em- 
^ojtA  his  leisure  hours  in  acquiring  a  more  perfect  knowledge  of  Homer,  whoso 
kcaiities  he  relished  with  poetical  enthusiasm.  Tbe  writings  of  Milton,  and  other 
eaiioent  poets  of  the  English  series,  became  likewise  his  fiivouritft  studies,  and  the  dis« 
«ofery  of  Ossian's  poems^  which  took  pbce  when  he  was  at  college,  opened  new 
ISBites  of  admiratipn  and  improvement. 

At  what  time  he  began  to  imitate  his  favourite  models,  is  doubtful,  but  as  an  inch* 
nation  to  write  poetry  is  generally  precipitate,  it  b  probable  that  he  had  produced 
BBsay  of  bis  lesser  pieces  while  at  the  university:  and  he  had  the  advice  and  en* 
(Ottiagement  of  Dr.  John  Main,  of  Athelstoheford,  a  clergyman  of  classical  taste,  in 
panning  a  track  which  genius  seemed  to  have  pointed  out.  He  had  also  acquired  the 
tneoMa^  and  patronage  of  lord  Elibank,  and  of  the  celebrated  Dr.  Blair,  who  re- 
lived feom  as  a' youth  of  promising  talents,  and  unusual  acumen  in  matters  of  criti* 
CHL  Ify  leconmendatkNi  of  Dr.  Bhur,  be  was,  m  1768,  received  into  the  family  of 
Siadair,  as  private  tutor  to  the  present  baronet  of  Ulbster,  the  editor  of  those  statis* 
tifalreports»wiiid|iiiave  done  fQiBvcb  honour  to  tb^  deri^  ^hancter  qf  Scotland, 

Vo-XfUU  K 

Digitized  by  VjOOQ IC 


50  LIFE  OF  LOGAN. 

Here,  however,  Logan  did  not  remain  long,  but  returned  to  Edinburgh  to  attend  the 
djvinity  lectures  with  a  view  of  enienng  into  the  church.  Either  by  reading,  or  by  the 
company  lie  kept,  he  had  already  overcome  the  scruples  which  inclmed  his  parents  to 
dissent,  and  determined  to  take  orders  in  the  establishment. 

In  17 7 i),  he  published  a  volume  under  the  title  of  Poems  on  several  Occasions,  by 
Michael  Bruce,  a  youth  who  died  at  the  age  t>f  twenty-one,  af^er  exhibiting  consider- 
able talents  for  poetry.  In  this  volume,  however,  Logan  chose  to  insert  several  pieces 
of  his  own,  without  specifying  them  ;  a  circumstance  which  has  since  given  rise  to  a 
contrpversy  between  the  ve^pective  friends  ef  Bruce  and  Logan.  Bruce's  poems  have 
been  very  recently  put^idied,  for  the  benefit  of  his  aged  mother ;  but  as  his  share 
seems  yet  undecided,  it  has  not  been  thought  proper  to  admit  them  into  the  present 
collection.  Those,  however,  which  have  been  attributed  to  Logan  by  his  friend  and 
executor  Dr.  Robertson,  of  Dalmany,  are  how  added  to  his  avowed  productions. 

In  1 770,  after  going  through  the  usual  probationary  periods,  Logan  was  admitted  a 
preacher,  and  m  1773  was  i^ivited  to  the  pastoral  charge  at  South  Leith,  which  he  ac- 
cepted. His  poems,  which  had  been  hitherto  circulated  only  in  private,  or  perhaps 
occasionally  inserted  in  the  literary  j^um'ab,  pointed  him  out  as  a  proper  person  to 
assist  in  a  scheme  for  revising  the  psalmo4y  of  the  diurth.  For  Ihb  purpose,  he  wtt 
in  177^«  appointed  one  of  the  committee  ordered  by  the  general  asseinbly  (the  highest 
ecclesiastical  authority  in  Scotland)  and  took  a  veiy  active  part  in  tiicir  proceedings,  not 
only  revising  and  in^proving  some  of  the  old  verMons»  but  addmg  others  of  his  own 
composition.  Tiiis  collection  of  Translations  and  Parapbras^^  was  published  in  17^^ 
under  the  sanction  of  the  general  assembly. 

About  two  years  before  this  .publication  appeared,  he  had  piepMred  a  coarse  of 
lectHres  on  the  Philosophy ^of  History,  and  had  on.  this  occasion  consuUed  Drs.Ilobetl- 
8on,  Blair,  Carlisle,  and  other  emment  men  connected  with  the  university  of  £dinb«rgb^ 
who  seemed  liberally  uiclined  to  promote  his  Miccess*  The  first  request,  however, 
which  he  had  to  make  happened  not  to  be  within  thehr  power.  He  desured  M  us# 
of  a  jroom  in  the  college  lor  the  delivery  of  his  lectures,  but  by  the  Btatutes  no  indul* 
geuce  of  that  kmd  can  be  granted  to  persons  leaching  or  lectonng  on  subjects  ftv 
which  r^ular  professors  are  abeady  ai^inted.  He  then  hined  a  cMpel  in  wUdk 
be  delivered  his  first  course  of  Jectores  in  1779-8Q»  atid  his  audilo<9,  jf  aot  «eiy  iraiief 
rous,  were  of  that  kind  whose  report  was  of  great  eonaeqnenoe  te  his  fiMse.  In  his 
second  course,  he  had  a  lar^r  aoditory,  and  attiaoted  so  much  notifte^  that  ke  eater- 
tained  very  sanguine  hopes  of  being  promoted  to  the  .professonhip  of  bist^iy.  which 
became  vacant  about' tfais  tiniie.  - 

Here,  liowever,  an  obstacle  presented  itsdf  which  he  had  not  foreseen,  andinhkh 
bis  friends  could  not  remove.  It  had  been  the  invariable  practice  ef  the  patoons  to 
present  to  this  office  a  member  of  the  facalty  of  advocates,  and  hi  alftie  praent  iastanot 
their  choice  fell  upon  Mr.  Fraser  Tjftkr,  since  lord  Woodhauseleiw  «  gentknan  wiiesc 
talents,  4iad  talents  been  the  criterion,  Binst  twve  exckided  aU  cawpctiliea.— Wbeihar 
owmg  to  Umb  appodntment;  or  to  the  decay  of  pvbliek  cumeify.  Lagan's  kctaifea  men 
110  longer  encouraged;  biitin  178U  faepubliilMdanaBalyria^f  Aea^*ealMed»  fib- 
meats  of  the  Philosephy  of  History,  and  soon  after  one  Satire  tetaie  in  the  Attn  «f 
an  Essay  on  the  Manners  ^  Asia.    Solkaiaie  ftramaUraiMaifad^  yd ' 
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tleciiivepmofs  of  encouragement  which  cocild  justify  his  puUishmg  the  whole  coarse^ 
<«9  he  prohabiy  intended. 

In  the  Mnie  year  appeared  his  volume  of  Poems,  nvhich  were  so  engerly  bought  up, 
:  a  second  «<lition 'became  necessary  within  a  few  montlis.  Such -popularity  induced 
bim  ko  coniplcle  a  tragedy  which  he  had  been  for  some  lime  preparing,  entitled  Ru- 
•aamede,  and  ^bunded  upon  the  history  of  the  great  charter.  This  tragedy  was  ac- 
cepted by  the  manager  of  Covent  Garden  theatre,  but  was  interdicted  by  the  licenser 
of  tile  ata^e,  as  containing  pcflitical  allosions  That  were  improper.  It  was  printed,  how- 
ewer,  ia  17837  and  afterwards  acted  on  the  Edinburgh  theatre,  but  met  with  no  extra- 
ordinary applause  cither  in  the  closet  or  on  the  stage.  In  Ihis  -attempt,  indeed,  the 
author  seems  to  liave  'inistidren  bis  talents.  In  Scotland,  his  biographer  informs  us,  he 
bad  to  ancoantertbe  general  prejudices  of  fbat  country  against  the  interference  of  the 
"dergy  in  tbeatricd  coticemfi. 

These  disf^poiiitments,  we  are  Ic^td,  **  preyed  with  pungent  keenness  upon  a  mitul 
moomiMnA^  susceptible.''  **  liis  temper,"  it  is  added  **  was  still  further  fretted  'by 
tiie  unabra^  'wfaich  some  Of  his  parish  liad  unjustly  taken  at  his  engaging  in  studies 
fowi||B  to  bis  profession,  and  which  <Ahers,  with  more  reason,  had  conceived  on  ac- 
caunt  ^  oertain  deviations  from  the  propriety  and  tlecorum  of  his  clerical  character, 
thou^  nat-afew  of  them  were  sufficiently  liberal  hi  their  aHowances  for  irregularities 
which  could  only  be  attributed  to  inequality  of  spirits  and  irritability  of  nerves.'*' 

This  vindication  is  specious,  but  will  not  l)ear  examination.  There  could  surely  be 
fN>  ^reat  injustice  in  ^^mplaimng  of  studies  which  diverted  bun  irom  his  profession,  a 
pffsfcoBioii  which  be  had  voluntarily  chosen,  and  in  which  lie  was  liberally  settled ;  or 
of  irregularities  wfaicl  unfitted  bim  to  perform  its  dolies,  and  obliged  him  at  last  to 
eonpeund  lor  his  inability  or  neglect  by  retiring  upon  a  small  annuity.  Yet  such  was 
tlie  case,  and  with  this  annuity,  tHr  with  the  promse  of 'I ,  he  came  to  London  in  17Sb*» 
and  for  some  time  subsist^  by  furnishing  articles  hx  the  English  Review,  and  perhaps 
other  periodical  publications.  He  wrote  also  a  pamphlet,  entitled  A  Review  of  tha 
principal  Charges  against  Mr.  Hastings,  which  was  a  very  able  and  eloquent  vindi- 
catioo  of  that  gentleman ;  and  probably  appeared  in  that  light  to  the  publick  at  large, 
for  the  publisher  against  whom  the  friends  of  the  impeachment  directed  a  prosecution, 
was  acquitted  by  the  verdict  of  a  jury.  This  last  consequence,  Logan  did  not  live  to 
witness.  His  health  had  been  for  some  time  broken,  and  he  died  at  bis  apartments 
m  Mailborough-street,  Dec.  28,  17S8,  in  the  fortieth  year  of  his  age. 

Notwithstanding  his  failings,  it  is  with  pleasure  we  copy  the  following  passage  from 
the  Life  prefixed  to  the  late  edition  of  his  poems. 

•*  The  end  of  Logan,  was  tMy  Christian.  When  he  became  too  weak  to  hold  a 
lMH>k,  he  employed  hb  time  in  hearing  such  young  persons  as  visited  him  read  the 
Scriptures.  His  conversation  turned  chiefly  on  serious  subjects,  and  was  most  affect- 
mg  and  instructive.  He  foresaw  and  prepared  for  the  approach  of  death,  gave  direc- 
tions about  his  funeral  with  the  utmost  composure,  and  dictated  a  distinct  and  judi- 
cious will,  app<Mnting  Dr.  Donald  Grant,  and  bis  ancient  and  steady  friend  Dr.  Robert- 
ion,  bis  executors,  and  bequeathing  to  them  his  property,  books,  and  MSS.  to  be  con- 
verted into  money,  for  the  payment  of  legacies  to  those  relations  and  friends,  who  had 
the  strongest  claims  upon  bis  affectionate  remembrance  in  his  dying  moments.'' 
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Dr.  Robertson  accordingly  prepdired  a  volume'of  his  Sermons*  wfiich  was  pubBshod 
in  1790,  and  a  second  in  tlie  fciilowing  year.  Tbey  are  in  general  elegant  and  per- 
spicuous, bnt  occasionally  burst  into  passages  of  the  declamatory  kind»  which,  how- 
ever, are  perhaps  not  unsuitable  to  the  warmth  of  pulpit  oratory.  They  have  been 
uncommonly  successful,  tlie  fi flh  edition  having  made  its  appearance  in  1 8()7«  He 
left  several  other  manuscripts  which  were  once  intended  for  publication.  Among  these 
are  his  Lectures  on  History,  and  three  or  four  tragedies. 

In  1 805«  a  new  edition  of  his  poems  was  published  at  Ediuburgh  and  London,  to 
which  a  Life  b  prefixed  by  an*  anonymous  writer.  From  this  the  facts  contained  in 
the  "present  more  succinct  sketch  have  been  borrowed. 

Logan  deserves  a  very  high  rank  among  our  minor  poets.  The  chief  character  of 
his  poetiy  is  the  pathetic,  and  it  will  not  perhaps  be  easy  to  produce  any  pieces  from 
the  whole  range  of  English  poetry  more  exquisitely  tender  and  pathetic  than  IJie 
Braes  of  Yarrow — ^Th§  Ode  on  the  death  of  a  young  Lady»  or  A  Visit  to  the  Country 
hi  Autumn — The  Lovers,  seems  to  assume  a  higher  character;  the  opening  lines, 
spoken  by  Harriet,  rise  to  sublimity  by  noble  gradations  of  terroiir,  and  an  accumula- 
tion of  images  which  are,  with  peculiar  felicity,  made  to  vanish  on  4he  appearance  of 
her  lover.  In  the  whole  of  Logan's  ]X)ems,  are  passages  of  true  poetic  spurit  and  sen- 
sibility. With  a  fancy  so  various  and  regulated  it  is  to  be  regretted,  he  did  not  more 
frequently  cultivate  his  talents.  The  episode  of  Levina,  among  the  pieces  attributed 
to  him,  indicates  powers  that  might  have  appeared  to  advantage  in  a  regular  poem 
of  narration  and  description.  His  sacred  pieces  are  allowed  to  be  6f  the  inferior 
kind,  but  they  are  inferior  only  as  they  are  not  original;  he  strives  to  throw  an  air  of 
modem  elegance  over  the  simple  language  of  the  East,  consecrated  by  use  and  devo- 
tional spirit ;  and  he  fails  where  Watts  and  others  have  failed  before  hing  and  wbere 
Cowper  only  lias  escaped  without  injury  to  his  general  character. 
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ODE 

TO  THE  CUCKOa 

TJAIL,  beaateoai  ctranger  of  the  grwt ! 

^''  TboD  nMstentfer  of  Spring  I 

Nov  Heaven  repein  thy  raral  seat,         , 

And  woods  thy  weloome  lin^. 
What  time  th^  daisy  decks  the  green. 

Thy  certain  voice  we  hear ; 
Hilt  thou  a  star  to  guide  thy  path. 

Or  niait  tiie  roiUng  year  i 
Mfchtfol  visitant !  with  thee 

1  hail  the  tune  of  flowers, 
Aod  bear  the  sound  of  music  sweet 

From  birds  mmong  the  bowers. 
The  ichool4M7y,  wandering  thro'  the  wood 

To  poll  the  primrose  gay, 
ftsrts,  the  new  voice  of  Spring  to  hear, 

And  imitates  thy  lay. 
What  time  the  pea  puts  on  the  blooia 

Thou  fliest  thy  vocal  vale, 
Aa  aonual  jroest  in  other  laodSj^ 

Another  Spring  to  hail. 
S»wt  bird  !  thy  bower  is  ever  green, 
'  Thy  sky  is  ever  clear  j 
Thoa  hast  no  sorrow  in  thy  song. 

No  winter  in  thy  year ! 

0  could  I  fly,  rd  fly  with  thee  I 
We'd  make,  with  Joyful  wing, 
Onr  annual  visit  o'er  the  globe, 
(oftheS^ing. 


SONG. 

THE  BRAES  OF  YARROW. 

"  Tot  braes  were  bonny,  Yarrow  stream  $ 
When  first  oa them  I  met  my  lover; 

Thy  braes  how  dreary.  Yarrow  stream  \ 
Wbea  mnr  thy  wafet  bis  body  CNyvar  I 


For  ever  vow,  O  Yarrow  stream ! 

Thou  art  to  me  a  stream  of  sorrow  ; 
For  never  on  thy  banks  shall  I 

Behold  my  love,  the  flower  of  Yarrow* 
"  He  promised  me  a  milk-white  steed. 

To  bear  me  to  his  father's  bowers ; 
He  promi^  me  a  little  page, 

To  'squire  roe  to  his  father's  towers ; 
He  promised  me  a  wedding-ring,—^ 

lite  wedding-day  was  flx'd  to  morrow  ;— 
Now  he  is  wedded  to  his  grave, 

Alas,  his  watery  grave,  in  Yarrow  I 
"  Sweet  were  his  words  when  last  we  met{ 

My  passion  I  as  freely  told  him  I 
Clasp'd  in  his  arms,  1  little  thought 

That  I  should  never  more  behold  him  ! 
Scarce  was  he  gone,  I  saw  his  ghost; 

Jt  vanish'd  with  a  shriek  of  sorrow  ; 
Thrice  did  the  water-wraith  ascend, 

And  gave  a  doleful  groan  thro'  Yarrow  I 
**  His  mother  from  the  window  look'd. 

With  all  the  longing  of  a  mother; 
His  little  sister  weeping  walk'd 

Tlie  green-wood  path  to  meet  her  brothers 
They  sought  him  east,  they  sought  him  west^ 

They  sought  him  all  the  forest  thorough  ; 
They  only  saw  the  cloud  of  night. 

They  only  heard  the  roar  of  Yarrow ! 
"  No  longed  from  thy  window  look. 

Thou  hast  no  son,  thou  tender  mother ! 
No  longer  walk,  thou  lovely  maid ; 

Alas,  thou  hast  no  more  a  brother ! 
No  longer  seek  him  east  or  west, 

And  search  no  more  the  forest  thoroagh|r 
For,  wandering  in  the  night  so  dark. 

He  fell  a  lifeless  corse  in  Yarrow. 
**  The  tear  shall  never  leave  my  cheek. 

No  other  youth  shall  be  my  marrow  >  |     * 
I'll  seek  thy  body  in  the  stream, 

And  thai  with  thee  I'll  sleep  in  Ymmm^ 
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The  tear  did  nercr  leate  ber  cheek. 
No  other  youth  became  her  maiTow ; 

$be  ibund  his  body  in  the  stream, 

And  now  with  him  she  sleeps  in  Yarrow. 


Ot>E 
ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  YOCNG  LADY. 

The  peace  of  ^Heaven  attend  thy  shade. 

My  early  friend,  my  favourite  maid  ! 

"When  life  was  new,  companions  iray, 

We  hail'd  the  morning  of  oar  day. 

Ah,  with  whftt  joy  did'  I  behold 

The  flower  of  beauty  fair  unfold  ! 

And  fear'd  no  htorni  t>  l-.l-i-^tthy  bloom, 

Or  bring  thee  to  an  early  tomb ! 

Untimely  gone  !  for  ever  fled 

The  ro-cs  of  the  cheek  so  red  j 

Th'  aficetion  uarm,  the  temper  mild, 

The  sweetness  that  in  soitow  stnii'd. 

Alas  !  the  check  where  beauty  .2:low'd,    - 

The  heart  **  here  sooJneas  overflowed, 

A  clod  amid  the  valley  lies, 

And  ''  du&t  to  dn&t^'  the  mouroer>cri«s. 

O  from  thy  kindrc«d  early  torn. 

And  to  thy  grave  (mtvn^ly  borne  I 

Vanish'd  for  ever  from  mv  view, 

1'hou  sister  of  my  soul,  adieu  ! 

Fair,  with  my  first  ideas  LwinM, 

Thine  image  oft  will  meet  my  mind  ; 

And,  while  remembrance  brings  thee  near, 

Aflfection  sad  will  drop  a  tear. 

How  oft  does  sorrow  bend  the  head. 

Before  we  dwell  amon?  the  dead  ! 

Scarce  in  the  j-ears  of  manly  prime, 

Tvc  often  wept  the  wrecks  of  time. 

What  tragic  tears-bedew  the  eye  ! 

What  deaths  we  suffer  ei*e  we  die  ? 

Our  broken  friendships  we  deplore. 

And  loves  of  youth  that  are  no  more  ! 

No  after -friendship  e*er  can  raise 

Th'  endearments  of  our  early  days; 

Ami  ne'er  tlie  heart  such  fondness  prove. 

As  when  it  first  began  to  love. 

Affection  dies,  a  vernal  flower ; 

And  love,  the  blossom  of  an  hour; 

The  spring  cf  fancy  cares-  contml. 

And  mtir  the  beauty  of  the  soul. 

Vers'd  in  the  commerce  of  deceit, 

How  soon  the  heart  forgets  to  beat ! 

The  bl<x>d  runs  cold  at  interest's  call : — . 

They  look  with  equal  eyes  on  alL 

Then  lovely  Nature  is  expoll'd, 

And  Friendship  is  romantic  held ; 

Then  Pnidence  comes  with  hundred  eyes : 

'ITie  veil  is  rcnt^— the  vision  flics. 

The  dear  illusions  will  net  last ; 

The  era  of  enchantment  *9  past  j 

The  wild  romance  of  life  is  done  ; 

1'he  real  history  i^  begun. 

The  sallies  of  the  soul  are  o'er, 

The  feast  of  Aua^y  is  no  more; 

And  ill  the  banquet  is  siipply'd 

By  form,  by  gravity,  by  prides 


Ye  gods  !  whatever  ye  withhold, 
I^t  my  affections  ne'er  grow  old  ; 
Ne'er  may  the  human  glow  depart. 
Nor  Nature  yield  to  frigid  Art  1 
Still  may  the  generous  bosom  burn, 
Tho'  doorn'd  to  bleed  o'er  hearty's  urn  ; 
And  still  the  frientlly  faoe  appear, 
Tho*  naoititcuUl  witii  a  tender  tear  ! 


ODE 

TO  WOMEN. 

Ye  virgins  !  fond  to  be  admir'd. 
With  raighty  race  of  conquest  fir'd, 

And  universal  stiray ; 
Who  heave  tli'  uncover'd  bosom  high, 
And  roll  a  fond,  invitinfr  eye. 

On  all  the  circle  gay  ! 
You  miss  the  fine  and  secret  art 
Xo  win  tht'  castle  of  tiie  heart, 

For  which  you  all  contend  j 
The  coxcotnb  tribe  may  crowd  your  trains 
But  you  will  never,  never  gain 

A  lover,  or  a  friend. 
If  this  TQur  passion,  this  your  pmise. 
To  shine,  to  dazzle,  and  to  bla^e. 

You  may  b^  call'd  divine : 
But  not  a  youth  beneath  the  sky 
Will  say  in  secret,  witli  a  sigh, 

"  O  were' that  maiden  mine  !" 
You  marshal,  brilliant,  fixtnx  tlie  box, 
Fans,  feathers,  diamonds,  castied  lockf^ 

Your  ma^a:;ine  of  arms ; 
;  But  'tis  the  sweet  soquester'd  walk, 
JThe  whispering  hour,  the  tender  talk, 
I         That  gives  your  genuine  channs. 
The  nympb-like  robe,  the  natural  gnc^ 
The  smile,  the  native  of  the  face, 
I         Refinement  without  art ; 
I  The  eye  where  pure  affection  beams, 
'  The  tear  from  tenderness  that  streams. 

The  accents  of  the  heart ; 
'  Tlie  trembling  frame,  the  living  cheek. 
Where,  like  the  morning,  blushes  break 

To  CI  imson  o'er  the  breast ; 
The  look  whero  sentiment  is  seen, 
Fme  passions  moving  o'er  the  mien. 

And  all  the  soul  exprest : 
Your  beauties  these :  with  these  you  shinei 
And  reign  on  high  by  right  divine, 

ll\e  sovereigns  of  the  world ; 
Then  to  your  court  the  nations  flow ; 
The  Muse  with  flowers  tbp  path  will  strew. 

Where  Venus'  car  is  hurl'd. 
From  dazzling  deluges  of  snow, 
From  summer  noon's  meridian  glow. 

We  turn  our  aching  eye. 
To  Nature's  robe  of  vernal  screen, 
To  the  blue-curtain  all  serene. 

Of  sin  autuoiaal  tky. 
The  favourite  tree  of  beauty's  qtieen^ 
Behold  the  myrde^a  modest- green. 

The  vu^-oflhe^rove ! 
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Soft  firatt  Ibe  circlel  of  her  star. 
The  tender  turtles  draw  the  car 

Of  VeoDS  and  of  Lore. 
Hie  fro«|afc  dam  invites'  the  eye  , 
See  Boming  gradual  paint  the  sky 

With  pufple  and  with  gold  ! 
See  Spring  appftiach  with  sweet  delay ! 
Scc  iMcebiMLi  open  to  the  ray. 

And  leaf  by  leaf  uufoU! 
We  lore  th*  aUoriog  line  of  grace. 
That  leads  the  eye  a  wanton  chase. 

And  let«  the  fancy  rove  ^ 
Tbe  walk  of  Beanty  ever  benda^ 
Aad  still  begins,  but  never  endf 

The  labyrinth  of  Love. 
At  times,  to  veil  is  to  reveal, 
AaA  t»  display  is  to  c  loceal ;. 

MystetkMB  ave  your  laws- ! 
The  Tisioii  finer  than  the  view  ; 
Her  landscape  Nature  never  dieir 

3o  Ur  as  Fancy  draws. 
A  beaot J,  carelessly  betni>'*d, 
EnaiDoura  more,  than  if  duplay'd 

All  woman's  charms  were  given  ; 
Aad,  o*er  the  bosom^s  vestal  white. 
The  gauze  appean  a  robe  of  light. 

Thai  T^s,  yet  opens.  Heaven. 
See  vogiQ  Eve,  with,  gracea  hhmd 
Fredi  blooming  from  her  Makei^s  hand,. 

In  orieal  beauty  beam ! 
Pair  on  the  river-masghi  hnd^ 
She  knew  not  that  her  image  madm 

Tbe  ai^l  in  the  stream, 
atia  ancieiit  Eden  blooms  your  owitf 
Bat  artleas  innoceKse  alone 

Secares  the  heavenly  post'; 
Far  if,  hnnath  an  ai^'s  mien. 
The  serpent's  tortuous  train  is  seen. 

Our  Paradise  is  lost 
0  Xatnie,  Nature,  tiune  the  charm  ! 
Thy  cokmrs  woo,  thy  features  warm. 

Thy  accents  win  the  heart  1 
ftrwian  paint  of  every,  kind 
Tbat  scsins  the  body  or  tbe  mind, 

ProdaJnifi  the  harlot^s  art 
TW  ndoight  minstrel  of  the  grove^ 
Who  still  renews  the  hymn  of  love^ 

Aad  wooa  the  wood  to  hear ; 
Ebdws  sot  the  sweetness  of  his  straiD, 
Sor  that,  above  the  tnnefUl  train. 

He  charms  the  lovei's  ear. 
The  atme  of  Veona,  heavenly-fine, 
h  Xafeuc^  handy-work  diving 

And  not  the  w^  of  Art; 
And  they  who  wear  it  never  koov 
To  what  enchanting  chacm  they  oivt 

The  empire  of  the  heart 


•       €6SIAN>3 

HYMIVTO  THESW. 

O  TMD  whose  beams  the  seft^it  VjuiK  uniff 
Ki^erthe^,aiaifiifetefoCthaday! 
OSw!  what fiNvCnm^hiilvsm  human eye% 
S^pte  thy  code  ronMl  te  Sit«Mt  ikM^ 


For  ever  burning,  and  for  ever  bright. 
With  Heaven's  ^ure  (ire,  and  everlasting  light  \ 
What  awful  beauty  m  thy  face  appcai«  ! 
Immortal  youth,  beyond  tbe  power  of  year^i ! 

When  gloomy  darkness  to  thy  rcign' renigns. 
And  from  the  gates  of  morn  tliy  glory  shines, 
llie  con5<r.oas  stars  are  pat  to  sudden  flight,  ^ 

And  all  the  planets  hide  their  heads  in  night ; 
The  queen  of  Ileaveo  f«iroakcs  th'  ethereal  plain^ 
To  sink  ingloribns  in  Uk3  western  main. 
1'he  clouds  refulgent  deck  Uiy  golden  throac,. 
High  in  the  Heavens,  immortal  and  alone  ! 

Wlio  can  abide  the  hri.?htncss  of  thy  face ! 
Or  who  attend  thee  in  thy  rapid  race  ! 
I'he  mountain  oaks,  like  their  own  leaves  decay  ; 
Themselves  the  moaiitains  wear  wiih  age  away; 
The  boundless  main  that  rolls  from  land  to  land,- 
Lessens  at  times,  and  leaves  a  waste  of  sand  ; 
The  silver  Moon,  ret^ulgent  lamp  of  night. 
Is  lost  in  Heaven,  and  emptied  of  her  light  { 
But  thou  for  evet  sbalt  endure  the  same. 
Thy  light  eternal,  and  un^peat  thy  flame. 

When  tempests  with  their  train  impend. on  high. 
Darken  the  day,  and  load  the  labouring  sky ;  [dire. 
When  Heaven's  wide  convex  glows  with  lightninga 
All  ether  flaming,  and  all  Earth  on  tire  :        {rolls. 
When  loud  and  long  the  deep-mouth'd  thunder 
And  peals  on  peals  redoubled  read  tbe  poles ; 
If  from  the  opening  clouds  thy  form  appears. 
Her  wonted  charm  the  face  of  Nature  wears  ; 
Thy  beauteous  orb  restores  departed  day. 
Looks  from  the  sky,  and  laughs  the  storm  away. 


aD£ 


WRITTEN  IN  SPRING, 

No  longer  hoary  Winter  reigns, 

No  longer  binds  the  streams  in  chains. 

Or  heaps  with  snow  the  meads  ; 
Array'd  with  robe  of  rainbow-Hlye, 
At  last  the  Spring  appears  on  higl^ 
And  smiling  over  earth  and  sky. 

Her  new  creation  leads. 

• 

The  snows  confess  a  warmer  ray. 
The  loosen'd  streamlet  loves  to  stmy. 

And  echo  down  the  dale  ; 
The  hills  uplifV  their  summita  green. 
The  val^  more  verdant  spread  between^ 
The  cuckoo  in  the  wood  uesee^ 

Coos  ceaseless  to  the  gale. 
The  rainbow  arching  woos  the  ej9 
With  all  the  colours  of  the  sky 

With  aH  the  pride  of  Spfing  $ 
Now  Heaven  descends  in  simny  showow^ 
Tlie  sudden  fields  put  on  the  flowem. 
The  green  leaves  wave  upon  tbe  bowers^ 

And  birds  begin  ta  sing. 
The  cattle  wander  hvthc  wood, 
And  find  the  wanton  venriant  food, 

Beside  the  well  known  rills; 
Blithe  in  the  sun  the  shepherd  swain 
Like  Pan  attnnes  the  fasbmr  stnun. 
While  many  echoes  send  agam 

The  music  of  the  hillsb 
At  eve,  tbe  pnnmae  path  oloBg, 
The  milkmaid  shortens  with  w  aoog. 
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LOGANS  POEMS. 


Her.aoriteiywtfjr; 
She  sees  the  Fajri«8  with  their  qtieen# 
Trip  hand-inrhand  the  circled  green. 
And  hears  them  raise  at  tftnes,  unseeD, 

The  ear-enchanting  lay. 
Maria,  come !  now  let  us  rove, 
Now  gather  garlands  in  the  grove. 

Of  every  new-sprung  flower  ; 
"WefU  hear  the  warhlings  of  the  wood. 
We'll  trace  the  windings  of  the  flood  j 

0  conw,  thon  fairer  than  the  bud 

Unfolding  in  a  shower  t 
I'air  as  the  lily  of  the  vale, 
That  gives  its  bosom  to  the  gale 

And  opens  in  the  sun ; 
And  sweeter  than  thy  favourite  6of€, 
iTie  Venus  of  the  vernal  grove. 
Announcing  to  the  choirs  of  love,  ¥ 

Their  time  of  bliss  begun. 
Now,  now  thy  spring  of  life  apjAars, 
Fair  in  the  morning  of  thy  years, 

And  May  of  beauty  crown'd  : 
Now  vernal  visions  meet  thine  eyes, 
Poetic  dreams  to  fancy  rise, 
And  brighter  days  hi  better  ski^  ;-— 

Elysium  blooms  around. 
Now,  now»s  the  morning  of  thy  day  3 
^ut,  ah  !  the  morning  fi\e%  away. 

And  youth  is  on  the  wing  5 
Tis  Nature's  voice,  "  O  pull  the  rose^ 
Now  while  the  bud  in  beauty  blows. 
Now' while  the  opening  leaves  diaclose 

The  incepse  of  the  Spring  !" 
l^'Tiat  youth,  high  favoured  of  the  skies. 
What  youth  shall  win  the  brightest  prize 

That  Nature  has  in  store  ? 
Whose  conscious  eyes  shall  meet  with  thine  ; 
Whose  arms  thy  yielding  waist  entwine  ; 
Who,  ravish'd  with  thy  charms  divine, 

Requires  of  Heaven  no  more  i 

Not  happier  the  primieval  pair, 

When  new-made  Earth,  supremely  fair, 

Smil'd  on  her  virgin  Spring ; 
When  all  was  fair  to  God^s  own  eye,       ^ 
When  stars  consenting  sung  on  high. 
And  all  HeaveqHt  chorus  made  the  tkj 

With  halleli^ahs  ring. 
Devoted  to  the  Muses*  choir, 

1  tune  the  Caledonian  lyre 

To  themes  of  high  renown  :^-> 
No  other  theme  than  yon  I  '11  chuse. 
Than  you  invoke  no  cither  Muse : 
Nor  will  that  gentle  hand  refuse 

Thy  bard  with  bays  to  crown. 
Where  hiHs  b^  storied  streams  ascend. 
My  dreams  and  waking  wishes  tend 

Poetic  ease  to  woo ; 
Where  Fairy  fingefk  curl  the  grofve. 
Where  Grecian  spirits  round  me  lovt. 
Alone  enamoiir'd  with  the  love 

Of  Nature  and  of  yon! 


SONG. 

Tub  day  is  departed,  and  itMind  from  the  cloud 
Tbe  Moon  in  her  beauty  appears;    ^ 


The  voice  of  the  lugbtingale  waibles  alouA 

The  music  of  love  hi  our  ears  : 
Maria,  appear !  now  the  season  so  sweet 

With  the  heal  of  the  heart  is  in  tane  ; 
The  time  is  so  tender  for  lovers  to  meet 

Alone  by  the  light  of  the  Moon. 
I  canhot  when  present  unfold  what  I  feel, 

I  sigh — can  a  lover  do  moie  ? 
Her  name  to  the  shepherds  1  never  reveal. 

Yet  1  think  of  her  all  the  day  o'er. 
Maria,  my  k)ve  !.  do  you  long  for  the  grove  } 

Do  you  si^b  for  an  interview  soon  \ 
Does  e'er  a  kind  thought  run  on  me  as  yoa  iwr« 

Alone  by  the  light  of  the  Moon  ! 
Yoiir  name  from  the  sheperds  whenever  I  hear 

My  bosom  is  all  ki  a  glow ; 
Your  voice  when  it  vibrates  so  sweet  thro'  mine  ea 

My  heart  thrills^my  eyes  overflow. 
Ye  powers  of  the  sky,  will  your  bounty  divine 

Indulge  a  fond  lover  his  boon  ? 
Shall  heart  spring  to  heart,  and  Maria  be  mm^ 

Alone  by  the  light  of  Uie  Moon  ? 


ODE    ' 
TO  SLEEP. 

In  vain  I  court  till  dawning  light 

The  coy  divinity  of  night ; 

Restless,  from  side  to  side  I  turn. 

Arise,  ye  musings  of  the  mom  ! 

Oh,  Sleep !  tho'  bantsh'd  from  those  cyH, 

In  visions  fair  to  Delia  rise  ; 

And  o'er  a  dearer  form  difiuse 

Thy  healing  balm,  thy  lenient  flews. 

Blest  be  her  night  as  infant's  rest,     ' 

Lull'd  on  the  fond  maternal  breast, 

Who,  sweetly. playful,  smiles  in  sleep. 

Nor  knows  that  he  is  bom  to  weep. 

Remove  the  terrours  of  the  night, 

The  phantom-forms  of  wild  affirigfat,  , 

The  shrieks  from  precipice  or  flood. 

And  starting  scene  that  swfms  with  bloods 

Tiead  her  aloft  to  blooming  bowers. 

And  beds  of  amaranthine  flowers, 

Ami  golden  skies  and  glittering  streams, 

That  paint  the  paradise  of  dreams. 

Venus !  present  a  lover  near. 

And  genUy  whisper  in  her  ear 

His  wdes,  who,  lonely  and  forlum. 

Counts  the  slow  clock  from  night  till  <nom.. 

Ah !  let  no  portion'  of  my  pain, 

Save  just  a  tender  trace,  remain; 

Asleep  consenting  to  be  kind. 

And  wake  with  Dsphnis  in  her  mind. 


ODE 

TO  A  YOTJNQ  LADY. 

Mabu,  bright  with  beauty's  glofw. 
In  conscious  gaiety  you  go 

The  pride  ^all  fhe  Park  .* 
Attracted  groupes  in  silence  gaze. 
And  soft  behind  you  hear  the  praise 

And  whiqper  of  the  tpark. 
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ODE  TO  A  HAN  OF  LETTERS. 


In  WwoejH  wiff  chariot  whM'd, 
Ton  nMk»  the  circle  of  the  wgrki. 

And  diDCe  a  dizzy  round: 
The  maids  and  kindling  youths  behold 
Yua  triumph  o^er  the  envious  old. 
The  queen  of  beauty  crown'd. 
Where'er  the  beams  of  Fortune  blaze. 
Or  Fashion's  whispering  zephyr  plays. 

The  inject  tribe  attends ; 
Gay^littering  thro'  a  summer's  day« 
The  s«lkej  myi  iads  melt  away 

Before  a  Sun  descends. 
Divocc'd  from  elegant  delight, 
The  vulgar  Venus  holds  her  night 

An  alien  to  the  skies ; 
Her  bosom  breathes  no  finer  fire, 
Ko  radiance  of  diTtne  desire 
Illumef  responsive  eyes. 
Oods  ;  shall  ft  sordid  sou  of  Earth 
ynfiilit  m  form  of  heavenly  birth. 

And  ravish  joys  divine ; 
Aa  M^l  bless  unconscious  arms  ? 
The  cirrlc  of  surrendered  charms 
Uohallowed  hands  entwine  ? 
The  absent  day;  the  broken  dream ; 
The  viaioa  wild ;  theaudden  sereamii 

Teaia  that  unbidden  flow  1~ 
Ah  !  let  DO  seoe^  of  griefe  profound 
Tbat  beauteous  hosom  ever  wound 

WUh  unavailing  woe ! 
Tbe  wild  enchanter  Youth  beguiles. 
And  Fasicy's  fhiry  landscape  smiles 

With  more  than  Nature's  bloom  $ 
The  spring  of  Eden  paints  your  bowen, 
CasettHig  suns  your  proroisM  hours 

With  golden  light  illume. 
A  baad  advancing  strikes  the  bell  t 
That  KMmd  dissolves  the  magic  spell. 

And  all  the  charm  is  goael 
7te  wiasonBry  landscape  flies : 
At  oooe  th*  aerial  music  dies; 
In  wilds  you  walk  akMie. 
However  the  wnid  of  Fortune  blowi^ 
Or  sadly-severing  fate  dispose 

Our  everlasting  doom ; 
lin|in'aaioia  never  uiit  before, 
Aad  tiaiapftrts  to  return  no  more, 
'Will  hauot  me  to  the  tomb  ! 
Jf  y  Ood !  the  pangs  of  Nature  past. 
Will  e*er  a  kind  remembrance  last 

Of  pleasures  sadly  sweet  ? 
Gaa  love  assume  a  calmer  name  ? 
Mj  eye*  with  friendship's  angd-flame 
An  angel's  beauty  meet  ? 

Ah  !  riMuU  that  first  of  finer  forms 
]la(|aire,  thro'  life's  impending  stonn^ 

A  nympathy  of  soul ; 
The  loved  Msria  of  the  mind 
WiU  nesid  me,  oa  the  wings  of  wind^ 

To  Indus  or  the  Pole. 


ODB 
TO  A  MAN  OF  LETTEB^ 
liO^  Wiater*s  hoar  domhuoii  patt ! 


The  fiend  of  Nature  flies  ; 
Breathing  the  spring,  the  zefriiyn  play. 
And  re-inthron'd  the  loid  of  day 

Resumes  the  golden  skies. 
Attendant  on  the  genial  hours. 
The  voluntary  shades  and  flowers 

For  roraij  lovers  spring ; 
Wild  choirs  unseen  in  concert  join. 
And  round  Apollo's  rustic  shrine 

Tlie  sylvan  Muses  sing. 
The  finest  vernal  bloom  that  blows. 
The  sweetest  voice  the  forest  knows. 

Arise  to  vanish  soon  ; 
The  rose  unfolds  her  robe  of  iight^ 
And  Philomela  gives  her  night 

To  Richmond  and  to  Junot 

With  bounded  ray,  and  transient  grace. 
Thus,  Varro,  holds  the  human  race 

Their  pHce  and  hour  assigned  ; 
Loud  let  the  venal  trum'pet  sound. 
Responsive  never  will  rebound 

Th^  ecbu  of  mankind. 

Yon  forms  divine  that  deck  the  sphere. 
The  radiant  rulers  of  the  year, 

Confess  a  nobler  hand ;  • 

Thron'd  in  the  majesty  of  mom. 
Behold  the  king  of  day  adorn 

Hie  skies,  the  sea,  tbe  land. 
Nor  did  th'  Almighty  raise  the  sky, 
Nor  hang  th'  eternal  lamps  on  high. 

On  one  abode  to  sbioe ; 
The  circle  of  a  thousand  suns 
Extends,  while  Nature's  period  runs 

The  theatre  divine. 
Thus  some,  whom  smiling  Nature  hails 
To  sacred  springs,  and  chosen  vales. 

And  streams  of  old  renown ; 
By  noble  toils  and  worthy  scars* 
Shall  win  their  mansion  'mid  tbe  stflrs. 

And  wear  th'  immortal  crown. 
Bright  in  tbe  firmament  of  Fame 
The  lights  of  ancient  ages  flame 

With  never  setting  ray. 
On  worlds  unfound  from  history  torn. 
O'er  ages  deep  in  time  unliom. 

To  pour  tbe  human  day. 
Won  from  negleeted  wastes  of  tuoae, 
Apollo  hails  his  fairest  clime. 

The  provinces  of  mind ; 
An  Egypt  ^  with  eternal  towers,         , 
See  Montesquieu  redeem  the  houn^ 

From  Lewis  to  mankind. 
No  tame  remission  genius  knows  | 
No  interval  of  dark  repose, 

To  quench  the  ethereal  flame ; 
From  Thebes  to  Troy  the  victor  hic% 
And  Homer  with  his  hero  vies 

In  varied  paths  to  feme 
The  orb  which  nil'd  thy  natal  night 
And  usher'din  a  greater  light 

Than  sets  tbe  pole  on  fire, 
With'undiminish'd  lustre  crown'd. 
Unwearied  walks  th'  eternal  round. 

Amid  the  heavenly  quire. 

>  The  finest  provinces  of  F^ypt,  gained 
neglected  waste. 


ftom^ 
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Proud  in  triMOiphal  cbariot  burPd, 
And  crown'd  the  mafiten  of  the  wodd. 

Ah !  Ict'uot  PhiIip'»S(Biy 
His  soul  in  Syrian  softness  dcowQpd, , 
His  brows  with  Persian  garlands  bound, 

The  race  of  pleasure  run  ! 

With  crossing  thoughts  Alcides  prest» 
The  awful  goddess  thus<addrcfis>d. 

And  pointing  to  the  prize : 
"  Behold  the  wreath  of  glory  shine! 
And  mark  the  onward  path  dlvino 

That  opens  to  the  skies ! 
*'  The  heavenly  6re  must  ever  hnro^ 
The  hero's  step  must  never  tam 

From  yon  sublime  abodes : 
Long  must  thy  life  of  labours  piOT» 
ki  last  to  die  the  son  of  Jove, 

And  min^e  with  the  gods." 


THE  LOVERSt 
A  POEM. 

tlie  loven,  in  the'follawiDg  poem,  were  descended 
of  hoi^s  that  had  been  long  at  varianca  The 
lady  is  first  introduced  as  leaving  her  father's 
house,  and  venturing  out  in  the  darkness  of  the 
night  to  meet  w[ith  her  lover.  They  meet  at 
the  appointed  hour.  The  rest  of  the  dialogue 
passes  in  the  chariot. 

HARRIET. 

'Tis  midnight  dark :  *tis  silence  deep ; 

My  father's  house  is  hush'd  in  sleep  j 

In  dreams  the  lover  meets  his  bride. 

She  sees  her  lover  at  her  side ; 

The  mourner's  voice  is  now  supprcst,. 

A  while  the  weary  are  at  rest : 

'Tis  midnight  dark ;  'tis  silence  deep  $ 

I  only  wakC;,  and  wake  to  wcop. 

The  window 's  drawn,  the  ladder  wait?, 

I  spy  no  watchmap  at  the  giitc»T- 

No  tread  re-echoes  thro*  the  ball, 

No  shadow  move$  along  the  wail. 

I  am  alone.    'Xis  dreary  night,-*^ 

O  come,  thou  partner. of  my  flight! 

Shield  me  from  darkness,  from  allinlis ; 

O  take  me  trembling  to  thine  arms ! 

The  dog  howls  dismal  in  the  heath, 

The  raven  croaks  the  dirge  of  death; 

Ah  me  !  disaster's  in  the  sound ! 

The  terrouTs  of  (be  night  are  roand ; 

A  sad  mischance  my  fears  forebode^ 

The  demon  of  the  ^k  's  abroad, 

And  lures,  with  apparition  dire. 

The  night-struck  man- thru'  flood  and  fiise.. 

The  howlet  scrc«msiU>hoding  srands^ 

The  spirit  walks  unholy^ rounds; 

The  wizard's  hour  eclipaang  voWtr ; 

The  shades  of  Hell  usurp  the  poles  j. 

The  Moon  retires ;  the  Hoav'n  depaitsi-^ 

From  opening  Earth  a.  spectre  staiiK: 

My  spirit  dies — aw«y-  my.  fears. 

My  love,  my  life^my  lowl  onnaamf 


LOGANS  POEMl 


T  come;  I  comtSi  mf  lore;  my.  Ufo  I 
Aiid  Nature's  deartst  name,  my  wife,! 


Ix>ng  have  I  lov'd  thee  ;  loiig  have  sought  | 
And  dangers  brav'd-  and  battles  ibugbt ; 
In  this  embrace  our  evils  end ; 
From  this  our  better  days  ascend; 
The  year  of  suffering  now  is  o'er. 
At  last  we  meet  to  part  no  more ! 
My  loviily  bride  !  my  consort,  come  ! 
The  rapid  chariot  rolls  thee  home. 

HARRIET. 

I  fear  to  go— I  dare  not  stay. 

Look  back. — I  dare  not  look  tbnt  war. 

REKRY. 

No  erll  ever  shall  betide 
My  love,  while  1  am  at  her  side. 
ho !  thy  protector  and  thy  frieoil ; 
The  arms  that  fold  tbee  wdl  defend. 


Still  beats  my  bosom  with  alarms : 
I  tremble  while  I'm  in  thy  arms ! 
What  will  impassioned  lovers  do  ? 
What  have  I  done — to  follow  you  ? 
I  leave  a  father  torn  with  fears ; 
I  leave  a  mother  bath'd  in  tears ; 
A  brother  girding  on  his  sword-' 
Against  my  life^against  my  lonl; 
Now,  without  father,  mother,  friend; 
On  thee  my  future  days  depend  ; 
Wilt  thou,  for  ever  true  to  love; 
A  father,  mother,  brother,  prove  ? 
O  Henry  ! — to  thy.arms  I  fall, 
My  friend  !  my  husband  !  and  my  aM  ' 
Alas !  what  hasards  may  I  run  ? 
Shouldst  thou,forsake  me— I'm  aadone. 


My  Harriet,  dissipftte  thy  fears, 

And  let  a  husbs^id  w^pe  thy  tears'; 

For  ever  join 'd  our  f«*tes  oombinv. 

And  I  am  yours,  and  ysm  are  mtnei 

The  fires  the  firmament  thai  iwidy 

On  this  d«{voted  head  deseend,. 

If  e'er  in  thought  from  tbee  1  rowe, 

Or  love  thee  less  than  now  I  love  I 

Altho'  our  fath<*rs  have  been  foes. 

From  hatred  stronger  love  aixise ; 

From  adverse  briar^  that  threatening.stood. 

And  threw  a  horrour  o'er  the  wood. 

Two  lovely  roses  met  on  high,. 

Transplanted  to  a  better  sky. 

And,  grafted  in  one  stock,  they  grow. 

In  union  springi  in  beauty  blow. 

BAaaitT. 
My  heart  believes  my  lore ;  but  still 
My  boding  mind  pvesageaill : 
For  luckless  e^erwaa-oui:  love,. 
Dark  as  the  sky  that  hung  above.. 
While  we  embrac'd,  we  ahoole  witkfeMa( 
And  with  our  kis^ mingled  taum: 
We  met  with  murmurs  and  with  sighs^ 
And  parted  still  with  watery  eyes. 
An  unforeseen  and  fatal  hand 
Cross'd  all  the  measures  love  had  plann'd  $ 
Intrusion  marr'd  the  tender  hour*. 
A  demon  stutsd  in  tjie^bowen 
If,  like  the  past,  the  fiilmtt  mm^ 
And  my  dark  day  is  but  | 
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What  ckMiii  mky  hang  above  my  bead  ! 
Wh*t  taas  may  I  have  yet  to  shed  ! 

uaNKY. 

O  do  not  wound  that  gentle  breast; 

Nor  &iiik«  with  fancied  ills  opprost; 

F^r  MWtaeas,  sweetness,  all,  tbou  art, 

AikJ  lore  is  virtue  in  thy  heart.  • 
Tbat  boiom  tie*er  shall  heave  again 

B  It  tii  the  poet's  tender  strain  ; 
And  never  more  thefe  eyes  overflow 
But  fur  ftr  hapless  icAcrs  wo9, 
Ijia^  on  tlw  ocean  tompcst-tost. 
At  last  »c  gain  the  happy  Coast  j 
And  safe  recount  upon  tlie  shore 
Our  ftafierings  past  and  dangers  o*er : 
2'^^  scenes ;  the  woes  we  wept  ercwbile 
Will  make  our  future  minutes  snoUe  : 
When  sudden  joy  from  sorrow  spring*, 
H  j«  tlie  heart  thrills  thro*  all  iU  strings  f 

UARRI£T. 

My  Other's  castle  springs  to  sight; 
Ye  towere  that  gave  me  to  the  light ! 
O  bills !  O  Tales !  where  I  have  play'd  ; 
Yc  woods,  that  wrapt  me  in  your  shade  ! 
O  scenes  Pve  often  wandered  o'er ! 

0  scenes  I  shall  bi>hoid  no  more  ! 

1  take  a  long,  la^  lm;rering,  vi<^  ; 
Ad^a  !  my  native  land  adieu  ! 

<  >  father,  mother,  brother  dear  t 
O  names  still  uttered  with  a  tear ! 
Tpoa  whose  knees  Fve  sat  and  sroilM, 
Wbrjse  griefs  my  blandishments  begoil'd  ; 
^iMni  I  forsake  in  sorrows-old, 
I         Whom  I  shall  never  more  behold ! 
Fjit-vell,  my.  friends,  a  long  fticewell, 
TJl  time  shall  toll  the  funeral  Knell  > 


Thy  friends,  thy  fstber^s  house  resign  ; 
My  friends,  my  house,  my  all  is  thine. 
A«ake,  arise,  my  wedded  wife. 
To  bigber  thoughts  and  happier  lllb ! 
Fx-  Usee  the  marriage  i^rast  is  spread^ 
F«jr  thee  the  virgins  deck  the  bed  ; 
The  j^ar  of  Venus  shines  above, 
Md  all  thy  future  life  is  lova 
Piey  rise,  the  dear  domestic  hours ! 
Hie  May  of  low  unfolds  her  flowers ; 
Vontb^  beanty,  pleasure  spread  the  feast^. 
And  friendship  sits  a  constant  guest ; 
Jo  cbeerfhl  psace  the  mom  aacendSy 
In  wine  and  kve  the  evmiog  ends  i 
At  distance  gnmdenr  sheds  a.ray« 
To  gild  the  evening  of  our  day. 
CannulNal  lofe  has  dearer  names. 
And  finer  ties,  and  sweeter  claims. 
Than  e'er  onwedded  hearts  can  feel, 
Thao  liedded  hearts  can  e^er  reveal ; 
Pare,  as  the  charities  above. 
Bite  the  sweet  sympathies  of  love ; 
And  closer  cords  tiian  those  of  life 
Lmte  the  husband  to  the  wife. 
like  clienifas  new«.0Dme  ftom  the  skies, 
Heasys  and  Harriets  round  us  rise ; 
And  playingnvanton  in  the  ball; 
W'ah  acccQt  sweet  their  parents  call ; 


To  your  fair  images  I  run ; 
You  clasp  the  husband  in  the  son  ; 
O  how  the  mother's  heart  will  bound ! 
O  how  the  fiither's  joy  be  cmwn'd ! 


A  TALB. 

\  Wheks  pastoral  Tweed,  renown'd  in  aong^i 

With  rapid  murmur  flows; 
In  Caledonia's  classic  ground. 

The  hall  of  Arthur  rose. 
A  braver  Briton  never  arm'd 

To  guard  his  nati\'e  isle  ; 
A  gentler  friend  did  never  make 

The  social  circle  smile. 
Twice  be  arose,  from  rebel  rage  ^ 

To  save  the  British  crown  ; 
And  in  the  field  where  heroes  stnuve 

Me  won  him  high  renown. 
I  But  to  the  plowshare  tumM  the  sword, 

When  bloody  war  did  cease  ; 
And  in  the  arbour  which  he  rear*d 

He  raised  the  song  of  peace. 
An  only  daughter  in  his  age 

SoIacM  a  father's  care ; 
And  all  the  country  blest  the  name 
'         Of  Emily  tlie  fain* 

The  picture  of  her  mother's  youth, 

(Now  sainted  in  the  sky)  ; 
She  was  the  angel  of  bis  age, 

And  apple  of  his  eye. 

Something'unseen  o'er  all  her  fbrm 
Did  nameless  grace  impart ; 

A  secret  charm  that  won  the  way 
At  once  into  the  heart. 

Her  eye  the  pure  ethereal  blue. 

Than  that  did  fairer  sliow, 
.  Whene'er  she  watch'd  a  father's  look. 

Or  wept  a  lover's  woe : 
For  now  the  lover  of  her  youth 

To  Indian  climes  had  roved. 
To  conquer  Fortune's  cruel  rage. 

And  match  the  maid  he  loved. 
jHcr  voice,  the  gentle  tone  of  love. 

The  heart  a  captive  stole  ; 
•*The  tender  accent  of  h^  tongue 

Went  thrilling  thro'  the  soul. 
The  graces  that  for  Nature  fair 

Present  us  mimic  Art, 
The  false  refinements  that  refine 

Away  the  human  heart. 

She  knew  not;  in  the  simple  robe 

Of  elegance  and  ease. 
Complete  she  shone,  and  ever  pleased. 

Without  the  thought  to  please. 
( Instruct  th^  unplanted  forest-crab 

To  leave  its  genius  wild ; 
Subdue  the  monster  of  the  wood; 
j         And  make  the  savage  mild  : 

But  who  would  give  the  rose  a  hue 
Which  Nature  has  not  given  ? 
!  Bat  who  would  tame  the  nightingale, 
^        Or  bring  the  lark  fk-om  Heaven  ? 
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Tbe  father,  %atchiiif  bVr  lib  ehifd. 

The  joy  of  fathen  found ; 
And,  blest  hioiself,  he  ttretchM  hit  hftni 

To  bless  the  neighboun  nmnd; 
A  patriarch  in  vale  of  peace. 

To  all  he  gave  the  law ; 
The  good  he  gnai^ed  in  their  rightH, 

And  kept  the  bad  in  awe. 
Lord  of  his  own  paternal  field. 

He  lioeral  dealt  his  stoie  ; 
And  calPd  the  stranger  to  his  feasl, 

Tlie  beggar  to  his  door. 

But,  ah  !  what  mortal  knows  the  hoiijr 

Of  fate  ?  a  hand  unseen 
Upon  the  curtain  ever  rests, 

And  sudden  shifts  the  scenk 
Arthur  was  surety  for  his  friend. 

Who  fled  to  foreign  climes. 
And  left  him  to  the  gT\\ye  of  law, 

'  Tbe  victim  of  his  crimes. 
The  Sun,  thaty  rising,  saw  him  lord 

Of  hill  and  valley  round. 
Beheld  him,  at  his  setting  hour, 

Without  one  foot  of  ground, 
-  Forth  from  the  hall,  no  longer  his. 

He  is  a  pilgrim  gone; 
And  walks  a  stranger  o'er  the  fields 

'  He  lately  calPd  his  own« 
Tbe  blast  of  Winter  whistled  load 

And  shrill  thro'  tite  void  hall ; 
And  heavy  on  his  hoary  locks 

The  shoaer  of  night  did  fall. 
ClaspM  in  his  daughter's  Irembling  hand, 
♦      He  jouniey'd  sad  and  slow  ; 
At  times  he  stopt  to  look  behind, 
,         And  tears  began  to  flow. 
Wearied,  and  fiaint,  and  cold,  and  wet. 

To  shelter  he  did  hie ; 
*'  Beneath  tlie  covert  of  this  rock, 

My  daughter,  let  us  die  !" 

At  midriight,  in  the  weary  waste 

In  sorrow  sat  the  pair ; 
She  chaff 'd  his  shivering  hands,  and  wrun^ 

The  water  from  his  hair. 

The  sigh  spontaneous  rose,  the  tear 

Jnvolti  *  .iry  flow'd ; 
Ko  word  of  comfort  could  hhe  speak, 

Nor  would  she  weep  aloud. 

**  In  yonder  hall  my  fathers  livM, 

In  yonder  hall  they  died  ; 
Now  in  that  church-yard's  aisle  they  sleep. 

Each  by  his  spouse's  side. 
*'  Oft  have  I  made  yon  hall  resound 

With  social,  sweet  delight ; 
And  marked  not  the  morning  hour. 

That  stofe  upon  the  nighL 
•*  When  there  the  wanderers  of  the  dark, 

Reposing,  ceased  to  roam ; 
And  strangers,  happy  in  the  hall. 

Did  find  themselves  at  home : 

*■  I  little  thought  that,  thus  forlorn. 

In  desects  1  should  bide. 
And  have  not  where  to  lay  the  head. 

Amid  tbe  worid  so  wide  ."f 


A  stranger,  wandWmg  ihroOifik  the  w«A 

Beheld  the  hapless  pair ; 
Long  did  he  look  in  silence  sad. 

Then  shriek'd  as  in  despair* 
He  ran,  and  lowly  at  the  feet 

Of  his  late  lord  he  fell ; 
"  Alas,  my  master,  have  I  lived 

To  bid  your  house  farewel ! 
"  But  I  will  never  bid  adieu 

To  him  I  prized  so  high  : 
As  with  my  master  1  have  lived, 

I  '11  with  my  master  die. 
"  I  saw  the  summer-friend,  who  shar'd 

The  banquet  in  your  hall. 
Depart,  nor  cast  one  look  behind 

On  the  forsaken  wall. 
"  I  saw  the  daily,  nightly ^uest 

Tlie  changing  scene  forsake ; 
Nor  drop  a  tear,  nor  turn  his  slept 

The  long  farewel  to  take : 
"  Then  to  the  service  of  my  lord 

I  vowM  a  throbbing  heart ; 
And  in  the  changes  of  your  life 

To  bear  an  humble  part 
*'  Forgive  the  fond,  oflQcious  zeal 

Of  one  that  loves  bis  lord  ! 
The  new  possessor  of  your  field 

A  supplia  it  I  implored. 

"  I  told  ihc  treachery  of  your  friend* 

The  story  of  your  woe. 
And  sought  his  fiivour,  when  I  saw 

His  tears  begin  to  flow. 
"  I  ask'd  the  hamlet  of  the  hill, 

llie  lone,  sequestered  seat. 
Your  chosen  haunt  and  fitvourite  bower 

To  be  your  last  retreat 
'*  I  affer'd  what  was  all  your  own 

The  gold  I  had  in  store  i 
Low  at  his  feet  I  fell,  and  wept 

That  I  could  give  no  more. 
«  Your  gold  is  yours,  the  gen'rous  youth 

With  gen^e  accept  said  ; 
Your  master's  be  that  little  fiatd. 

And  cheerful  be  his  shed  ! 

"  Now  Heaven  has  heard  my  pray«r  >  I  »ve  wish*tf 

I  could  in  part  repay 
The  favours  your  extended  hand 

Bestow'd  from  day  to  day, 
"  I  yet  may  see  a  garland  green 

Upon  the  hoary  head ;  ^ 

Yet  see  my  master  blest,  before 

I  dwell  among  the  dead  f " 
In  silence  Arthur  look'd  to  Heaten, 

And  clasp'd  his  Edwin's  hand  ; 
The  eyes  of  Emily  in  tears 

Express^  action  bland. 

From  opening  Heaven  the  Moon  appear'd ; 

Fair  was  the  lace  of  night ; 
Bright  in  their  beauty  shone  the  stars  ; 

The  air  was  flowing  light 
Arthur  resum'd  the  pilgrim's  staff; 

They  held  their  lonely  way 
Dim  thro*  the  forest's  darksome  bourne. 

Till  nealr  the  dawning  day. 
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Tben  a  long  line  of  raddy  liglit, 

,  That  qiiiTer'd  to  and  fro, 
Rereal'd  their  lone  retreat,  and  closed 

The  pilgrimage  of  woe. 
He  etKer'd,  solemn,  slow,  and  sad. 

The  destinM  hermitage^ 
A  little  and  a  lonely  hut. 

To  corer  hapless  age. 
He  clasped  his  daughter  ii.  his  arms, 

Anil  kiasM  a  falling  tear; 
^  I  have  my  all,  ye  gracious  powers  \ 

J  have  my  daughter  here  !'* 
A  sober  banquet  to  prepare, 

Emilia  cheerful  goes ; . 
The  ftggot  blazed,  the  window  glaiicVI« 

The  heart  of  age  arose. 
"  I  would  not  be  that  guOty  iftaa. 

With  all  his  golden  store ; 
Nor  change  my  lot  with  any  wretch. 

That  counts  his  thousands  o'er. 
"  Now  here  at  last  we  are  at  home. 

We  can  no  lower  ikil ; 
Low  in  the  cottage,  peace  can  dwell^ 

As  in  the  lordly  haU. 
*•  The  wants  of  Nature  are  but  few  j 

Her  banquet  soon  is  spread : 
The  tenant  of  the  vale  of  tears 

Requires  but  daily  bread. 
•*  The  frmd  that  grows  in  every  field- 
Will  life  and  health  prolong ; 
And  water  from  the  spring  sufRce 

To  quench  the  thirsty  tongue. 
**  But  all  the  Indies,  with  their  wealth. 

And  earth,  and  air,  and  seas, 
Will  never  quench  the  sickly  thirst. 

And  craving  of  disease. 
"  My  bumble  garden  to  my  hand 

Contentment's  feast  will  yield  ; 
And  in  the  reason,  harvest  white 

Will  load  my  little  field. 
*  Like  Nature's  simple  children,  here, 

WHb  Nature's  self  we  >U  live«     ' 
Aad  of  the  little  that  is  left, 

Bave  something  still  to  give. 
"  The  sad  vidssitodes  of  life 

Long  have  I  leam'd  to  bear; 
But  oh!  my  daughter,  thou  ait  ne^ 

To  aorrovr  and  to  care  I 
"  How  gfaal)  that  fine  and  flowery  form. 

In  silken  folds  confined, 
plat  scarcely  faced  the  summer's  gale, 

Endure  the  wiotery  wind  ! 
**  Ah  !  how  wiH  thoa  sustain  a  skf 

With  angry  tempest  red !  ■ 
flow  wiH  thoa  bear  the  bitter  storm 

That's  hanging  o'er  thy  bead  I 
*'  Whate'er  thy  justice  dooms,  O  God! 

I  take  with  temper  mild ; 
fctoh!  rqwy  it  thousand-fold 

Ja  blessings  on  my  child  !** 
V  Weep  not  forme,  thou  lather  food!** 

The  viigm  soli  did  say  ; 
"  Could  I  coatribate  to  thy  peaot. 

0,lvofddbk9«tbeday! 


**  The  Parent  who  provides  for  all 

For  us  will  now  provide  ; 
These  hands  bave  leam'd  the  gayer  jtftf 

Of  elegance  and  pride : 
**  What  once  amused  a  vacant  hour. 

Shall  now  the  day  engage ; 
And  vanity  shall  spread  the  board 

Of  poverty  ^nd  age. 
5*  At  eventide,  how  blithe  weMl  mee^ 

And,  while  the  faggots  blaze» 
Recount  the  trifles  of  the  time. 

And  dream  of  better  days! 
"  I'll  read  the  tragic  tales  of  old, 

To  noothe  a  father's  woes  ; 
I'll  lay  the  pillow  for' thy  beadj 

And  sing  thee  to  repose." 

The  fother  wept  <' Thy  wond'TOua  hanc^ 

Almighty,  I  adore ! 
I  had  not  known  how  blest  I  was. 

Had  I  not  been  so  poor ! 
«  Now  blest  be  God  for  whiit  is  reft  1 

And  blest  for  what  is  given ! 
Thou  art  an  angel,  O  my  child ! 

With  thee  I  dwell  in  Heaven  !*• 
Then,  in  the  garb  of  ancient  times. 

They  trod  the  pastoral  plahi : 
But  who  describes  a  summer's  day^ 

Or  paints  the  halcyou  main } 
One  day,  a  wanderer  in  the  wood 

The  lonely  threshold  prest ; 
Twas  then  that  Arthur's  humble  noC 

Had  first  received  a  guests 

The  stranger  told  his  tender  tale : 

"  I  come  from  foreign  climes  | 
firom  countries  red  with  Indian  bloody  ^ 

And  stain'd  with  Christian  crimes^^ 
'*  O  may  Britannia  never  hear 

What  these  sad  eyes  have  seen  I 
May  an  eternal  veil  be  drawn 

That  world  and  this  between ! 
"  No  frantic  avarice  fired  my  soul. 

And  Heaven  my  wishes  crown'df  ■ 
For  soon  a  fortune  to  my  mind 

With  innocence  I  found. 
**  From  exile  sad,  returning  home^ 

I  kiss'd  the  sacred  earth ; 
And  flew  to  find  my  native  woods 

And  walls  that  gave  me  birth. 
"  To  church  on  Sunday  fond  I  went^ 

In  hopes  to  mark,  unseen. 
All  my  old  friends,  assembled  round- 

The  circle  ofthe  green. 
**  Alas,  the  change  that  time  had  made  fc 

My  ancient  friends  were  gone  j 
Another  race  possess'd  the  walls. 

And  I  was  left  alone  ! 
'*  A  stranger  among  strangers,  lon( 

I  look'd  from  pew  to  pew  ; 
But  not  the  face  ef  one  old  frieaid 

Rose  imag'd  to  my  view. 
"  The  horrid  plough  had  razed  the  [ 

Where  we  have  often  playM ; 
The  axe  had  fell'd  the  hawthorn  tree. 

The  achooil-l^y*s  waanm  •faad*^ 
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<*  One  maid,  thel>eatity  of  the  vtAc, 

To  whom  I  vow'd  my  care, 
And  gave  my  heart,  had  fled  away. 

And  none  could  tell,  me  where. 
"  My  cares  and  toils  in  fomgn  climet 

Were  for  that  poerless  mai4  ; 
She  rose  in  heanty  by  my  side : 

My  toils  were  all  rqiaid. 
**  By  Indian  streams  I  sat  alone, 

While  on  my  native  isle, 
And  on  my  ancient  friends,  I  thought, 

And  wept  the  weary  while.  ^ 

'*  Twas  she  that  cheer'd  my  captive  hoan. 

She  came  in  every  dream. 
As  smiling,  on  the  rear  of  ni^t. 

Appears  the  morning  beam. 
"  In  quest  of  her  I  wander,  wild. 

O'er  mountain,  stream,  and  plain  ; 
And,  if  I  find  her  not,  I  fly 

To  Indian  climes  again.'* 
The  father  thus  began :  **  My  son. 

Mourn  not  thy  wretched  fate; 
For  be  that  rules  in  Heaven  decrees 

This  life  a  mixed  state. 
**  The  stream  that  carries  os  along. 

Flows  thro'  the  vale  of  tears  j 
Yet  on  the  darkness  of  our  day. 

The  bow  of  Hoaven  appfMirs. 
*'  The  rose  of  Sharon,  kin.^  of  Howen, 

Is  fenced  with  prickles  round ; 
Queen  of  tlie  vale,  the  lily  fair 

Among  the  thorns  is  found. 
*'  £*en  while  we  raise  the  song,  we  sigh 

The  melancholy  while ; 
And>  down  the  face  of  mortal  man. 

The  tear  succeeds  the  smile. 
**  Nought  pure  or  perfect  here  is  (bond  j 

But  when  this  night  is  o'er,' 
Th*  eternal  mom  will  spring  on  high. 

And  we  shall  weep  no  more. 
*'  Beyond  .the  dim  horizon  Ar, 

That  bounds  the  mortal  eye, 
A  better  coimtry  blooms  to  view. 

Beneath  a  brighter  sky.*'— 
Unseen  the  trembling  virgin  heard 

The  stranger's  tale  of  woe ; 
Then  entered  as  an  angel  bright 

In  beauty's  high^  glow. 
Hie  stranger  rose —  he  look'd,  be  gaz'd-«* 

He  stood  a  statue  pale ; 
His  haart  did  throb,  his  cheek  did  change. 

His  faultering  voice  did  &jl. 
At  last,  <'  i»y  'Emily  herself 

Alive  in  all  her  charms  !" 
The  father  kneePd ;  the  lovers  msh'd 
To  one  another's  arms. 

In  speechless  ecstasy  entnmoed 

Long  while  they  did  remain  ; 
They  glow'd,  they  trembled,  and  they  sobb'd. 

They  wept,  and  wept  afain. 
The  fathisr  lifted  up  his  hands, 

To  bless  the 'happy  pair  ? 
Heaven  smiled -en  fiii«aRl41ie  MovVl, 

And  EinilytlK.fiiir. 
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MOKtMIA, 
AN  ODE. 

In  weeds  of  sorrow  wildly  'dight 
Alone  beneath  the  gloom  of  night. 

Monimia  went  tomourn^ 
She  left  a  mother's  fond  alarms  ; 
She  left  a  father's  folding  arms ; 

Ah!  never  to  retum  ! 
The  bell  had  struck  the  midnight  hour. 
Disastrous  planets  now  had  power, 

And  evil  spirits  reign'd ; 
The  lone  owl,  from  the  cloistered  isle. 
O'er  falling  fragments  of  the  pile^ 

Ill-boding  prophet,  plain'd. 
While  down  her  devious  footsteps  stray. 
She  tore  the  willows  by  the  way, 

And  gazed  upon  the  wave  j 
Then  raising  wild  to  Heaven  her  eyes. 
With  sobs  and  broken  accent,  cries, 

"  I'll  meet^thee  in  the  grave." 
Bright  o'er  the  border  of  the  sti^m, 
Iliumin'd  by  a  transient  Iteam, 

She  knew  the  wonted  grove ; 
Her  lover's  hand  had  deck'd  it  fine, 
And  roses  mix'd  wjth  myrtles  twine. 

To  form  the  bower  of  love. 
The  tuneful  Philomela  rose, 
And,  sweetly-mournful,  sung  her  woes. 

Enamoured  of  the  tree ; 
Touch'd  with  the  melody  of  woe. 
More  tender  tears  began  to  flow. 

'    "  She  mourns  her  mate  like  me.'* 
**  I  lov'd  my  lover  from  a  child. 
And  sweet  the  youthful  cherub  smtl'd. 

And  wanton'd  o'er  the  green  ; 
He  train'd  my  nightingale  to  sing. 
He  sptril'd  the  gardens  of  the  spring. 

To  crown  me  rural  queen. 
"  My  brother  died  before  his  day  j 
Sad,  thro'  the  church-yard's  dreary  way. 

We  went  to  walk  at  eve  j 
And  bending  o'er  th'  untimely  um. 
Long  at  the  monument  to  mourn. 

And  look  upon  his  grave. 
"  Like  forms  funereal  while  we  stand. 
In  tender  mood  he  held  my  hand. 

And  laid  his  cheek  to  mine  ; 
My  bosom  beat  unknown  alarms. 
We  wept  in  one  another's  arms. 

And  mingled  tears  divine. 
"  From  sweet  companion  love  atx)se. 
Our  hearts  were  wedded  by  our  woes, 

And  pair'd  opon  the  tomb ; 
Attesting  all  the  powers  above, 
A  fond  romanoe  of  fancied  love 

We  vowed  oor  days  to  come. 
"  A  wealthy  lord  from  Indian  skies. 
Illustrious  in  my  parent's  eyes, 
Implored  a  mutual  mind ; 
Sad  to  my  chamber  I  withdrew. 
But  Harry's  footsteps  never  flow 

The  wonted  scene  to  find. 
"  Three  nights  m  dire  suspove  1  sat 
Alone  i  the  fourth  cnm^^  Wf^h^ 
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fcnt  ftom  a  foreigo  shore  ;-^ 
*  Ho,  where  thy  wandering  wishes  tend, 
Go,  avd  OBbnce  thy  fitther'a  fnand. 

Ton  never  see  me  more !' 

•*  Dopair !  distractioQ !  I  obey'd. 
And  one  ditafder'd  moment  made 

Ad  ever-wretchod  wife  ; 
Ah !  in  the  circuit  of  one  Son, 
Heaven  !  I  was  wedded  and  andooe. 

And  desolate  for  life ! 

*'  Apart  my  wedding  fobes  I  tore» 
And  guarded  tears  now  gushing  o'er 

Dtstaja'd  the  bridal  bed : 
Wild  i  invoked  the  funeral  yell,      * 
And  sought  derated  now  to  dwell 

For  ever  with  the  dead. 

'*  My  lord  to  Indian  ditnatea  went» 
A  letter  from  my  lover  sen^ 

Renew  d  eternal  woes  ; — 
*'  Before  my  love  my  last  words  greet^ 
Wrapt  in  the  weary  wtnding-sheet, 

1  in  the  dust  repose ! 

"  '  Peihaps  your  parents  have  dooeiredy 
Perhaps  too  rashly  I  believed 

A  tale  of  treacherous  art ; 
Konimia  !  could  you  now  behold 
The  youth  you  lov^d  in  sorrows  old. 

Oh!  it  would  break  thy  heart ! 

*^  *  Now  in  the  grave  for  ever  laid^ 
A  constant  solitary  shade, 

Thy  Harry  hangs  o'er  thee  ! 
For  you  1  fled  my  native  sky  : 
Loaded  with  life,  for  yon  I  die  ; 

My  love,  remember  me  1' 

"  Of  all  the  promises  of  youth, 
The  tears  of  tenderness  and  truth, 

The  throbs  that  lovers  send  ; 
The  vows  in  one  another's  arms. 
The  secret  sympathy  of  charms  ; 

My  God!  is  this  the  end !»' 

She  said,  and  rushing  from  the  bower> 
I^enned  aougfat  in  evil  hour 

The  proooontory  steep  ; 
Bung  o'er  the  margin  of  the  main, 
Uer  fixed  and  earnest  eyeballs  strain 

Hie  dashing  of  the  deep. 

*"  Waves  that  resound  from  shore  to  ihore  I 
Rocks  kmd  rebellowing  to  the  roar 

Of  ocean,  storm,  and  wind  1 
Your  demental  war  is  tame. 
To  that  which  rages  in  my  frame. 

The  battle  of  the  mind !" 

With  downcast  eye  and  muang  mood, 
A  lurid  interval  she  stood. 

The  victim  of  deq»ir ; 
Her  anna  then  tossing  to  the  skies, 
She  ponr'd  in  Nature^  ear  her  cries, 
"My  God!  my  Either!  where!" 

Wild  on  the  summit  of  the  steep 
She  ruminated  long  the  deep, 

And  felt  licr  freezing  blood; 
Appraachiog  feet  she  heard  behind. 
Then  swifter  than  the  winged  wind 

Sha  plosg'd  into  the  flood. 


Her  form  emerging ^ftoBa  ttM^HHwa 
Both  parents  saw,  but  could  not  sa^^ 

The  shriek  of  death  arose  1 
At  once  she  sunk  to  rise  no  more^' 
And  sadly  sounding  to  thci  shorQ, 

The  parted  iiUlowa  clofle ! 
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Tts  past !  No  more  the  gummer  hlooiDg 

Asoendmg  in  the  rear,  . 
Behold  congenial  Autumn  oomas^ 

The  sabbath  of  the  year  ! 
What  time  thy  holy  whispers  breathe^ 
The  pensiva  evening  shade  beneath. 

And  twilight  consecrates  the  floods; 
While  Nature  strips  her  garment  gay,  ' 

And  wears  the  vesture  of  decay, 
O  let  me  wander  thro*  the  sounding  woodi» 
Ah  f  well  known  streams !  Ah  !  woitted  giOPS^ 

Still  pictured  in  my  mindl 
Oh  1  sacred  scene  of  youthful  lovev 

Whose  image  lives  behind  I 
While  sad  I  ponder  6n  the  past, 
The  joys  that  must  no  longer  last ; 

The  wild'flower  strown  on  Summeifs  biec^ 
The  dying  music  of  the  grove. 
And  the  last  elegies  of  love. 
Dissolve  the  sodl,  and  draw  the  tender  tmrl 
Alas  !  the  hospitable  hall, 

Whare  youth  and  friendship  play'4'^ 
Wide  to  the  winds  a  ruin'd  wall 

Projects  a  death-like  shade  ! 
The  charm  is  vanish'd  from  the  vales  ; 
No  voice  with  virgin-whisper  hails 

A  stranger  to  his  native  bowers : 
No  mcAre  Arcadian  mountains  bloom. 
Nor  Enna  valleys  breathe  perfume, 
The  fancied  Eden  fadcs-with  all  its  flowers ! 
Compam'onsof  the  youthful  scene. 

Endeared  fironir  earliest  days ! 
With  whom  I  sported  on  the  green. 

Or  rov'd  the  woodland  maze ! 
Long-exil'd  from  your  native  clime. 
Or  by  the  thunder-stroke  of  time 

Snatched  to  the  shadows  of  despair : 
I  hear  your  voices  in  the  wind, 
Your  forms  m  ev'ry  walk  I  find, 
I  stretch  my  arms :  ye  vanish  into  air  I 
My  steps,  when  innocent  and  young, 

These  fairy  paths  pursued ; 
And,  wandering  o'er  the  wild,  1  sung 

My  fancies  to.the  wood. 
I  moum'd  the  linnet-lover's  fate, 
Or  turtle  fVom  her  murder'd  mate, 

GondemnM  the  widowM  hours -to  *wail  s 
Or  while  the  mournful  vision  rose, 
I  sought  to  weep  for  imaged  woes. 
Nor  real  life  believed  a  tragic  tale  !' 
Alas !  misfortune's  cloud  unkfaid 

May  Summer  soon  overcast ; 
And  cruel  fate's  untimely  wind 

All  human  beauty  blast ! 
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The  wrath  of  Nature  smlfcet  oar  bowen, 
And  promiMd  fruits,  and  oherish'd  flowet% 

The  hopes  of  life  in  embryo  twestps; 
Pale  o'er  the  ruins  of  his  prime^ 
And  desf^te  before  his  time, 
In  silence  sad  the  mourner  walks  and  weeps ! 
Relentless  power !  whose  iated  stroke 

O'er  wretched  man  prevails  } 
fia  1  lovers  eternal  chain  is  broke. 

And  friendship's  covenaDt  fails 
Upbraiding  forms !  a  moment's  eas^-* 
O  memory!  how  shalll  appease 

The  bleeding  shade,  the  unlaid  ghost  ? 
What  charm  can  bind  the  gushing  eye  ? 
What  voice  console  th'  hicessant  sigh. 
And  everlasting  longings  for  the  lost  ? 
Yet  not  oowelcome  waves  the  wood. 

That  hides  me  in  its  gloom. 
While  lost  in  melancholy  mood 

t  rouse  upon  the  tomb. 
Their  chequer'd  leaves  the  branches  shed ; 
Whirling  in  eddies  o'er  my  head. 

The  sadly  sigh,  that  Winter's  near : 
The  warning  voice  I  bear  behind, 
That  shakes  the  wood  without  a  wind. 
And  solemn  seunds  the  death-bell  of  the  year. 
Nor  wilt  I  court  Lethean  streams. 

The  sorrowing  sen&e  to  steep ; 
Nor  drink  oblivion  of  the  themes 

On  which  1  love  to  weep. 
Belated  oft  by  fobled  rill. 
While  nightly  o'er  the  hallowed  htU 

Aenal  music  seems  to  mourn ; 
I'll  listen  Autumn's  closing  strain  ; 
Then  woo  the  walks  of  youth  again, 
j^  pour  my  sorrows  o'er  th'  untimely  urn  1 


HYMNS. 


THE  PRAYER  OF  JACOB, 

O  OOB  of  Abraham  !    by  whose  band 

Thy  people  still  are  fed 
Who,  thro'  this  weary  pilgrimage. 

Hast  all  our  fathera  led  ! 
CHir  vows,  our  prayers,  we  now  prttcnt 

Before  thy  throne  of  grace ; 
Ck>d  of  our  fathers,  be  the  God 

Of  their  succeeding  race. 
Thro*  each  perplexing  path  of  life 

Our  Wandering  footsteps  guide. 
Give  us  by  day  our  daily  bread. 

And  raiment  fit  provide. 
O  spread  thy  covering  wings  around. 

Till  all  our  wanderings  cease. 
And  at  oar  fathers'  lov'd  abode 

Our  feet  arrive  in  peaoe. 
Now  with  the  humble  voioe  of  prayer 

Thy  mercy  we  implore ; 
Tbm  with  the  gratefol  voice  of  praise 

Tby  goodnev  we'll  adore. 


THE  COMPLAINT  OF  NATURE, 
"  Faw  are  thy  days  and  full  of  woe, 

O  man  of  woman  bom  f ' 
Thy  doom  is  written,  dust  thou  art. 

And  Shalt  to  dust  return. 
*'  Determined  are  the  days  that  fly 

Successive  o'er  thy  bead; 
The  number'd  hour  is  on  the  wing. 

That  lays  thee  with  the  dead. 
'*  Alas!  the  little  day  of  life 

Is  shorter  than  a  span; 
Yet  black  with  thousand  hidden  ills 

To  miserable  man. 
"  Gay  is  thy  morning;  flattering  hope 

Thy  sprightly  titep  attends  ; 
But  soon  the  tempest  howls  |)ehind. 

And  the  dark  night  descends. 
**  Before  iu  splendid  hour  the  cloud. 

Gomes  o'er  the  beam  of  light; 
A  pilgrim  in  a  weary  land, 

Man  tarries  but  a  night 
"  Behold  !  sad  emblem  of  thy  state. 

The  flowers  that  paint  the  field ; 
Or  trees,  that  crown  the  mountain's  brow. 

And  boughs  and  blossoms  yield. 
<<  When  chill  the  blast  of  Winter  blowa^ 

Away  the  Summer  flies, 
The  flowers  resign  their  sunny  robes. 

And  all  their  beauty  dies. 
"  Nipt  by  the  year,  the  forest  fades; 

And,  shaking  to  the  wind, 
The  leaves  toss  to  and  fro,  and  streak 

The  wilderness  behind. 
"  The  Winter  past,  reviving  flowers 

Anew  shall  paint  the  plain  ; 
The  woods  shall  hear  the  voice  of  Spring, 

And  flourish  green  again : 
*'  But  man  departs  this  earthly  scene. 

Ah  !  never  to  return  ! 
No  second  Spring  shall  e'er  revive 

The  ashes  of  the  urn. 
**  Th'  inexorable  doors  of  Deatli 

What  hand  can  e'er  unfold  > 
Who  from  the  cearments  of  the  tqmb 

Can  raise  the  human  mould  ? 
"  The  mighty  flood  that  rolls  along 

Its  torrents  to  the  main. 
The  waters  lost  can  ne'er  recal 

From  that  abyss  again. 
"  The  days,  the  years,  the  ages,  dark  * 

Descending  down  to  night. 
Can  never,  never  be  redeem'd 
Back  to  the  gates  of  light. 
"  So  man  departs  the  living  scene. 

To  night's  perpetual  gloom  i 
The  voice  of  morning  ne'er  sbadl  break. 
The  slumbers  ofthe  tomb. 

*' Where  are  our  fothers  ?  whither  gone 

The  mighty  men  of  old  > 
The  patriare.hs,  prophets,  princes,  icifwi^ 

Ir  lacred  hooka  enroU'd  i 
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^  Gfloe  to  tlie  restSkig  place  of  nuiii^ 

Hie  evertastini^  home, 
Where  Sfet  past  have  gone  before^ 

Where  future  aget  come." 
Thvs  Nature  poar'cl  the  wail  of  woe. 

And  ai|;*d  ^her  earnest  cry  $ 
Her  voice  in  agony  extreme 

Aaoended  to  the  sky. 

tV  Almighty  beard :  then  frOm  his  thrones 

In  majesty  he  rose; 
And  from  the  Heaven,  that  openM  wkle, 

Hk  voice  in  mercy  flows. 

"*  When  mortal  man  resigns  bis  breath, 

And  fhlls  a  clod  of  clay, 
Ihe  soal  immortal  wifigs  its  flight. 

To  never  setting  day^^ 
*'  Picpar'd  of  old  for  wicked  men 

The  bed  of  torment  lies ; 
Tbe  just  shall  enter  into  bliss 

Imaoital  in  the  skies." 


III. 
TRUST  IN  PROVIDENCE. 

AuncHTT  Father  of  mankind. 

On  thee  my  hopes  remain ; 
ABd  when  the  day  of  trooble  comes, 

I  shall  not  trast  in  vain. 
Thoa  ait  our  kind  preserver,  from 

The  cradle  to  the  tombj 
iod  i  was  cast  upon  thy  care. 

Even  from  my  mother's  womb. 
Id  early  years  thou  wast  my  guide. 

And  of  my  youth  tbe  friend  : 
And  as  my  days  began  with  thee, 

With  thee  my  days  shall  end. 
I  know  the  power  in  whom  I  trust, 

Tbe  arm  on  which  I  lean  ; 
Be  vill  my  Saviour  ever  be. 

Who  has  my  Saviour  been. 
In  fbraier  time^,  when  trouble  came, 

ThoQ  didst  not  stand  a£eir ; 
Scr  didst  thou  prove  an  absent  friend 

Amid  the  din  of  war. 

VyGod,  vrbo  causedst  me  to  hope. 

When  life  began  to  beat. 
And  wbes  a  stranger  in  the  vrorld. 

Didst  guide  my  wanderiog  feet ; 
TboQ  wilt  pot  cast  me  off,  when-aga 

And  evil  days  descend ; 
IhoQ  wilt  not  leave  me  in  .despair. 

To  mourn  my  latter  end. 
Therefore  in  life  I'll  trust  to  thee. 

In  death  1  will  adore ; 
kfd  after  death  will  sing  thy  praise. 

When  time  shall  be  no  more. 


IV. 
HEAVENLY  WISDOif. 

0  lAPiT  is  the  man  who  heart 
lastmctioo's  warning  voice, 

Aid  who  celestial  Wisdom  naJLOi 
His  eariy,  only  choisai 
Ti^  XVIU. 


For  she  has  treasures  greater  far 

Than  east  or  west  unfold, 
And  her  reward  is  more  secure 

Than  is  the  gain  of  gold. 
In  her  right  liand  she  holds  to  view 

A  lensjth  of  happy  years  ; 
And  in  her  left,  the  prize  of  fame 

Atul  honour  brigiit  appears. 
She  guides  the  young,  with  innocence. 

In  pleasure's  path  to  tread, 
A  crown  of  glory  she  bestows 

Upon  the  hoary  head. 
According  as  her  labours  rise. 

So  her  rewards  increase, 
Her  wa5's  are  ways  of  pleasantness. 

And  all  her  paths  are  peace. 


V. 

Bebold  !  the  maintain  of  the  Lord 

In  latter  days  shall  rise, 
Above  tlje  mountains  and  the  hills, 

And  draw  the  wondering  eyes. 
To  this  the  joyful  nations  ronnd. 

All  tribes  and  tongue;*,  t,hall  flow; 
«  Up  to  the  hill  of  God,»'  they'll  say, 

"  And  to  his  house  we'll  go.'' 
The  beam  that  shmes  on  Zion  hill 

Shall  lighten  every  land ; 
The  Ring  who  rcigfns  in  Zion  towers 

Shall  all  the  world  command. 
No  strife  shall  vex  Messiah's  reign. 

Or  mar  the  peaceful  years, 
To  ploughshares  soon  they  beat  their  swordi. 

To  pruuing-hooks  their  spears.       * 
No  longer  hosts  enoonntofing  hosts, 

Their  millions  slain  ♦Jcjjiorej 
They  hang  the  trumpet  in  the  hall. 

And  study  war  no  more. 
Come  then — O  come  from  every  laud. 

To  worship  at  his  shrine  j 
And,  walking  in  the  light  of  God, 

With  holy  beauties  shine. 


VI. 

BiHorn  ?  th'  Ambassador  divine. 

Descending  from  aliove. 
To  publish  to  mankind  the  law 

Of  everlasting  love  ! 
On  him,  in  rich  efiusion  ponr'd,- 

The. heavenly  4ew  descends; 
And  truth  divine  he  shall  reveal 

To  Earth's  remotest  ends. 
No  trumpet-sound,  at  his  approach. 

Shall  strike  tlie  wondering  ears ; 
But  still  and  gentle  breathe  the  voioa 

In' which  the  God  appears. 
By  his  kind  hand  the  shaken  reed 

ShaU  raise  its  falling  frame  ^ 
The  dying  embers  shall  revive, 

And  kindle  to  a  flame. 
F 
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The  onward  progreis  of  his  zeal 

Shall  never  Iedow  decltoe. 
Till  (vMneign  lands  and  distant  isles 

Receive  the  law  divine. 
He  who  spread  forth  the  arch  of  Heaven, 

And  bade  the  planets  roll. 
Who  laid  the  basis  of  the  Earth, 

And  formM  the  human  soul, — 
Thus  saith  the  Lord,  "  Thee  have  I  sent, 

A  prophet  from  the  sky. 
Wide  o'er  the  nations  to  proclaim 

The  message  from  on  high. 
**  Before  thy  face  the  shades  of  death 

Shall  take  to  sudden  flight ; 
The  people  who  in  darkness  dwell 

Shall  hail  a  glorious  light ;     ' 
*'  The  gates  of  brass  shall  'sunder  burst. 

The  iron  fetters  iall  i 
The  promised  jubilee  of  Heaven 

Appointed  rise  o'er  all. 

*'  And  lo !  presaging  thy  approach^ 
The  heathen  temples  shake, 

And  trembling  in  forsaken  fanes^ 
The  iabled  idols  quake. 

**  1  am  Jehovah  :  I  am  One  : 

My  name  shall  now  be  known  ; 

No  idol  shall  uimrp  my  praise,     / 
Nor  mount  into  my  throne.*' 

Lo,  former  scenes,  predicted  once, 

Conspicnous  rise  to  view  ; 
And  future  scenes,  predicted  now. 

Shall  be  acComplisb'd  too. 

Now  sing  a  new  song  to  the  Lord  I 
Let  Earth  nis  praise  resound : 

Te  who  upon  the  ocean  dwell. 
And  fill  the  isles  around. 

O  city  of  the  Lord  !  begin 

Th€  universal  song ; 
And  let  the  scatter'd  Tillages 

The  joyful  notes  prolong. 
Let  Kedar*!  wilderness  afar 

Lift  up  the  lonely  voice ; 
And  let  the  tenaiitB  of  the  rock 

With  accent  rode  rejoice. 
O  from  the  streams  of  distant  lands 

Unto  Jehovah  sing  ! 
And  joyful  from  the  mountains  tops 

Shout  to  the  Lord  the  King ! 
Let  all  eombtn'd  with  one  accord 

Jehovah's  glories  raise. 
Till  in  remotest  bounds  of  Earth 

The  nations  sound  his  praise. 
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MsssiAB  !  at  thy  glad  approach 

The  howling  wilds  are  still ; 
Thy  praises  fill  the  lonely  waste. 

And  breathe  from  every  hilt 
The  hidden  foantains,  at  thy  call* 

Their  sacred  stores  unlock  ; 
Loud  in  the  desert,  sudden  streams 

Burst  living  from  the  rock. 


Tbe  incense  of  the  spring  aaoendf 

Upon  the  morning  gale  : 
Red  o*er  the  hill  the  roses  hloom. 

The  lilies  in  the  vale. 
Renew'd,  the  Earth  a  robe  of  light, 

A  robe  of  beauty  wears ; 
And  in  new  Heavens  a  brighter  Sun 

Leads  on  the  promis'd  years* 
The  kingdom  of  Messiah  come 

Appointed  times  disclose ; 
And  fairer  in  Emmanuel's  land 

The  new  creation  glows. 
Let  Israel  to  the  Prince  of  Peace 

Tbe  loud  hosannah  ang  ! 
With  hallelujahs  and  with  hymns, 

O  Zion,  hail  thy  King  1 


VIIL 

When  Jesus  by  the  Virgin  brought. 

So  runs  the  law  of  Heaven, 
Was  offer'd  holy  to  the  Lord, 

And  at  the  altar  given  ; 
Simeon  th6  just  and  the  devout. 

Who,  frequent  in  the  fane. 
Had  for  the  Saviour  waited  long, 

But  waited  still  in  vain. 
Came,  Heaven-directed,  at  the  hour 

When  Mary  held  her  son  ; 
He  stretched  forth  his  aged  arms. 

While  tears  of  gladness  run : 

With  holy  joy  upon  his  face 

Tbe  good  old  father  smil'd. 
While  fondly  in  his  witheHd  anns 

He  clasp'd  the  promis'd  child. 
And  then  be  lifted  up  to  Heaven 

An  earnest  asking  eye; 
My  joy  is  full,  my  hour  is  come. 

Lord,  let  thy  servant  die. 
At  last  my  arms  embrace  my  Lord, 

Now  let  their  rigour  cease ; 
At  last  my  eyes  my  Saviour  see. 

Now  let  them  close  in  peaoe! 
The  star  and  glory  of  tbe  land 

Hath  now  b^n  U>  shme; 
The  mommg  that  shall  gild  the  globe 

Braikl  on  these  eyesof  minel 


IX. 

VVBBan  high  the  heavenly  temple  stsDd% 
The  house  of  God  not  made  with  hands^ 
A  great  High  Priest  our  nature  wean. 
The  Patron  of  mankind  appears. 
He  who  for  men  in  mercy  stood. 
And  poar'd  on  Earth  his  precious  blood. 
Pursues  in  Heaven  his  plan  of  grace. 
The  guardian  God.  of  human  raoe. 
Hio'  DOW  ascended  up  on  high, 
He  bends  on  Earth  a  brother's  eye,. 
Partaker  of  the  human  name, 
He  knows  the  fnilty  of  oar  firame. 
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^rfeMow-idfcrcr  yet  retainf 
A  iWli«-fieeliD^  of  oiir  pains ; 
S&l  Kill  reneinberB  ia  the  skies. 
B«  t^an,  aad  agonies,  and  cries. 
\i  ^  rj  |BM(  that  rends  the  heart, 
T*  Mao  of  Sorrows  had  a  part ! 
he  sTmiatfaisn  in  oor  {?rief, 
J^  to  the  sufferer  tends  relief. 
7*ii  boUoeis,  therefore,  at  the  tbroM 
b.'.  D>  make  all  otir  sorrows  known, 
kTi  iik  tbe  aids  of  heavenly  power* 
T?  bf  Ip  us  in  tbe  eril  boor. 


I     -. 


POEMS 

ATTRIBUTED  TO 

LOGAN. 

LAiiOK,  MBSALCAS,  AND  MELIBOEVS: 
AN  ECLOGUE. 

DAMON. 

Mo  from  tbe  shovV,  tbe  moniing's  rosy  light 

f  <;ds  tbe  beanteoMs  season  to  the  sight : 
Tif.  landscape  rises  rerdant  on  the  Tiew  ; 
Tk^  -istle  hills  uplift  their  heads  in  dew  ; 
ne  ««any  it^eam  rejoices  in  the  vale ; 
TV  woods  with  son^  approaching  snmmer  hail : 
Ttt)stff  comes  forth  among  the  flow'rs  to  play  ; 
^■<  tair  hair  glitters  in  the  yellow  ray. — 
'ifpenk,  begin  the  song  !  while,  o'er  the  mead, 
!ocr  flocks  at  will  on  dawy  pastures  feed. 
MrM  fair  Nature,  and  begin  the  song ! 
~'t  Hoagi  of  Nature  to  the  swain  belang. 
Vaoeqaals  Cona's  bard  in  sylvan  strains, 
T  km  bis  barp  an  eqnal  prize  remains : 
Ha  haq>,  which  loands  on  all  its  sacred  strings 
Tae  lofes  of  banters,  and  tbe  wars  of  kings. 


Xqw  fleecy  donds  m  clearer  skies  are  seen  ; 
1W  or  is  genial,  and  the  earth  is  green; 
O'a  hill  and  dale  tbe  flow'rs  spontaneous  spring ; 
laihiaekfaiids  staging  now  invite  to  sing. 

MKLIBOaUS. 

^nBky  sbow'rs  rejoice  the  springing  grain ; 
^-opeoing  pea-btooms  purple  all  the  plain  ; 
1W  hedges  bkasom  white  on  every  band ; 
Mnady  harvest  seems  to  clothe  the  land.. 


WUte  o'er  the  hilt  my  snowy  sheep  appear, 
Esehvitb  ber  lam!^  their  shepherd's  name  they  bear. 
1  Ibvc  to  lead  them  where  tbe  daisies  spring, 
Asi  SB  the  sunny  hill  to  sit  and  sing. 


MZLIBOSUS. 


V J  fidds  are  green  with  clover  and  with  oom; 
Vy  locks  the  bills,  and  herds  tbe  vales,  adorn* 
I  xnA  the  stream,  1  teach  tbe  vocal  shore, 
i^  woodf,  to  echo  thai «  I  want  no  more.  " 


UBWALCAS. 

To  me  the  bees  their  annual  nectar  yield ; 
Peace  cheers  my  hut,  and  plenty  clothes  my  field. 
I  fear  no  loss  :   l  give  to  ocean's  wind 
All  care  away  j-r-a  monarch  m  my  mind. 

MBCIBOETJS., 

My  mind  is  cheerful  as  the  linnet's  lays  ; 
Heav»n  daily  hears  a  shephercrs  simple  praise. 
What  time  I  shear  my  flock,  I  send  a  fleece 
To  aged  Mopsa,  and  her  orphan  niece. 

Mr.NALCAS. 

Lavinia,  coiric  '  here  primroses  upspring ; 
Here  choir*  of  linnets,  here  yourself  piay  sing; 
Here  meadiitvs  worthy  of  thy  foot  appear : 
O  come,  Lavinia  !  let  us  wander  hare  \ 

■  MBLIBOBUS. 

Rose] la,  come  !  here  flowers  tbe  heath  adorn  ; 
Here  ruddy  roses  open  on  the  thorn ; 
Here  willows  by  the  brook  a  shadow  give :' 
O  here,  Rosella !  let  us  love  to  live  ! 

MENALCAf. 

Lavinia's  fairer  than  tbe  flow'rs  of  May, 
Or  autumn  apples,  ruddy  in  the  ray : 
For  hpr  my  flowers  are  in  a  garland  wove  ; 
And  all  my  apples  ripen  for  my  love. 

MELIBOBUS. 

Prince  of  the  wood,  the  oak  majestic  tow'rs ; 
The  lily  of  the  vale  is  queen  of  flow'rs : 
Above  the  maids  Koselta's 'charms  prevail. 
As  oaks  in  woods,  and  lilies  in  the  vale  ! 


Resound,  ye  rocks  I  ye  little  bills  rejoice ! 
Assenting  woods,  to  Heav'n  uplift  yoar  voice ! 
Let  Spring  and  Summer  enter  hand  in  hand  I 
Lavijiia  conies  !  the  glory  of  our  land  ! 

MBUBOEUS. 

Whene'er  my  love  appears  upon  the  plain, 
To  her  the  wond'riog  sheplierds  tune  the  strain ; 
"  Who  comes  in  beauty  like  the  vernal  mom, 
When  yellow  robes  of  light  all  Heav'n  and  Earth 
adorn." 

MBNALCAS. 

Rosella's  mine,  by  all  the  pow'rs  above  ! 
Each  star  in  Heav'n  is  witness  to  our  love. 
Among  the  lilies  she  abides  all  day ; 
Herself  as  lovely,  and  as  sweet  as  they. 

MELIBOBUS. 

By  Tweed  Lavinia  feeds  her  fleecy  care. 
And  in  the  sunshine  combs  her  yellow  hair. 
Be  thine  the  peace  of  lleav'n,  unknown  to  kings  I 
And  .o'er  thee  angels  spread  their  guardian  wings  \ 

MBNALCAS. 

I  follow'd  Nature,  and  was  fond  of  praise ; 
Thrice  noble  Varo  has  approv'd  my  lays : 
If  be  approves,  superior  to  my  pec^rs,      ' 
I  join  th'  immortal  clioir,  and  sing  to  oth6r  yearg. 

MBLIBOBUS. 

My  mistress  is  my  muse :  the  banks  of  Tyne 
Resound  with  Nature's  mitfic,  and  with  «iiu«b 
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LOGAN'S  pomi. 


Helen  the  fair,  the  beauty  of  our  green, 

To  me  adjudg'd  the  prize,  when  chmen  qaeen. 


Now  cease  ynar  songs ;  the  flocks  to  shelter  fly. 
And  the  hi^h  Stin  ha<(  gaiu'd  the  middle  sky. 
7'o  both  alike  tho  px>ei's  bays  belong  ; 
Chiefii  of  thf.  choir,  and  masters  of  the  song. 
Thus  let  your  pipes  contend,  with  rival  strife, 
To  sinj*  the  praises  of  tlie  pist'ral  life : 
Sing  Nature's  scenes,  with  Natiirc's  beauties  firM  ; 
Where  po^'ts  dreatn'd,  where  jirophets  lay  inspirM. 
Even  CaltnloHiau  queens  have  trwl  the  meads, 
And  scepterM  kings  assumM  the  shepherds  weeds : 
Th'  angelic  choirs,  that  pruard  the  throne  of  God, 
Have  sat  with  shephcnrds  on  the  humble  sA, 
With  «s,  renewed,  the  golden  times  remain, 
And  long-lost  innocence  is  found  again. 


PASTORAL  SOKG. 

TO   THB  TUMK   OF   THE   TBLLOW-HAIft'o   LAODIB. 

In  May  when  the  gowans  appear  on  tho  green, 
And  flow*rs  in  the  lield  and  the  forest  are  seen ; 
Where  lilies  bloomed  bonny,  and  bawtlioma  up- 

sprnng, 
The  yellow-hair'd  laddie  oft  whistled  and  sung. 

But  neither  tbe  shades,  nor  the  sweets  of  the  flow'rs, 
N(ir  the  blackbirds  that  warbled  on  blossoming  bowers, 
Coidd  pleasure  his  eye,  or  his  ear  entertain ; 
For  love  was  his  pleasure,  and  love  was  his  paiu« 

The  shepherd  thussung;  while  his  flocks  allaround 
Drew  nearer  and  nearer,  and  sigh'd  to  the  sound  : 
Around,  as  in  chains,  lay  tbe  beasts  of  the  wood. 
With  pity  disarmed,  with  music  subduM. 

Young  Jessy  is  fair  as  the  spring's  early  flow'r. 
And  Mary  sings  sweet  as  the  bird  in  the  bow*r  : 
But  Peggy  is  ikirer  and  swcttter  than  they  ; 
With  looks  like  the  momiikg,  with  smiles  like  the  dsy. 

In  the  flowVof  her  youth,  in  the  bloom  of  eighteen; 
Of  virtue  the  goddess,  of  beauty  tbe  qaeen  : 
One  hour  in  her  presence  an  ara  exoals 
Amid  courts,  where  ambition  with  misery  dwells. 

Fair  to  the  ibephetti  the  new-springing  flow'rs. 
When  May  and  when  morning  lead  on  the  gay  hours: 
Bat  Peggy  is  brighter  and  fairer  than  they ; 
She*s  fiur  as  the  morning,  and  lovely  as  May. 

9v6at  to  the  shepherd  the  wild  woodland  sound, 
When  )aikt«ng  above  him  and  lambs  bleat  around : 
But  Peggy  tu  swaeter  can  qieak  and  can  sing. 
Than  the  BOlee  of  the  warblers  that  welcoiae  th6 
spring. 

When  hi  beauty  the  moves  by  the  brook  of  the 

plain,  [main : 

You  would  call  her  a  Venus  new  spning  from  the 

When  die  sings,  and  tbe  wood3  with  their  echoes 

reply, 
Yott  would  think  that  an  angel  was  warbling  on  high. 

Ye  pow^  that  preside  over  mortal  estate  ! 
Whose  nod  ruleth  nature,  whose,  pleasure  is  fate  ! 
O  ghint  me,  O  grant  me  tbe  Heav'n  of  her  charms  1 
May  I  live  in  her  presence,  and  die  in  her  arms ! 


ODS: 


TO- A   FOOWTAIN* 

O  pouNTAiN  of  the  wood !  whose  ghisiy  wave« 
Slow-swelling  from  the  rock  of  years^ 
Holds  to  ffcav'n  a  mirror  blue. 
And  bright  as  Anna's  eye. 
With  whom  IVe  sported  on  the  maigin  gnreen : 
My  hand  with  leaves,  with  lilies  white. 
Gaily  decked  her  golden  hair, 
Young  Naiad  of  the  vale. 
Fount  uf  my  native  wood  !  thy  murmnn  greet 
My  car,  like  poet's  hcav'nly  strain : 
Fancy  pictures  in  a  dream 
Tlie  golden  days  of  youth. 
O  state  of  innocence  !  O  Paradise  ! 
In  Hope's  pay  garden,  Fancy  views 
Golden  blossoms,  golden  fruits, 
And  Kden  ever  groen. 
Where  now,  ye  dear  companions  of  my  youth  I 
Ye  brothers  of  my  IxMom !  where 
Do  ye  ti-ead  the  walks  of  life. 
Wide  scattered  o'er  the  world  ? 
Thus  wingetl  larks  forsake  their  native  nes^ 
The  merry  minstrels  of  the  morn  : 
New  to  Heav'n  they  mount  away, 
And  meet  again  no  more. 
All  things  decay ; — the  forest  like  the  leaf; 
Great  kingdoms  fall ;  the  peopled  globe. 
Planet-struck,  shall  pass  away  ; 
Heav'ns  with  their  hosts  expire  t 
But  Hope's  fair  visions,  and  the  beams  of  joy. 
Shall  cheer  my  bosom  :  I  will  sing 
Nature's  beauty.  Nature's  birth. 
And  heroes,  on  the  lyre. 
Ye  Naiads !  blue-ey'd  sifters  of  th(^  wood  ? 
Who  by  old  oak,  or  story *d  stream, 
Nightly  tread  your  mystic  maze. 
Anil  charm  the  wandVing  Moon, 
Beheld  by  poet's  eye;  inspire  my  dreamt 
With  %isk>n:^,  like  the  landscapes  fkir 
Of  Heav'n  's  bliss,  to  dying  saints 
By  guardian  angels  drawn. 
Fount  of  the  forest !  in  thy  poet's  lays 
Thy  wares  shall  flow :  this  wreath  of  flow'rs, 
Gather'd  by  Annans  hand, 
I  ask  to  bind  my  brow. 


DANISH  ODE. 


Tub  great,  the  glorious  deed  is  done  t 
The  foe  is  fled  !  the  field  is  won  ! 
Prepare  the  feast ;  the  heroes  caH  i 
Let  joy,  let  triumph  fiU  the  hall ! 

The  raven  claps  his  sable  wingi ; 
The  bard  his  chosen  timbrel  brings  j 
Six  virgins  round,  a  select  choir. 
Sing  to  the  music  of  his  lyre. 

With  mi?hty  ale  the  goblet  crown ; 
With  mighty  ale  your  sorrows  drown : 
To  day,  to  mirth  and  joy  we  jrietd  ; 
To  morrow^  &ce  the  bloody  fleld. 
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Vkom  daqgeHs  front ,  at  tattle's  eve, 
9mmJL  Gomei  tbe  banqaet  to  the  brave : 
Joy  itunes  with  genial  beam  on  all, 
Tlie  joy  that  dwells  in  Odin's  haih 

Tlie  soog.bursts  living  from  tbe  I  jre. 
Like  dreains  that  guardian  ghosts  inspire; 
When  mimic  shrieks  the  heroes  hear, 
And  whirl  the  vjsbnary  spear. 

M^sic  's  the  medicine  of  the  reiod  ^ 
Tbe  ckMid  of  care  give  to  the  wind  : 
Be  ev'ry  brow  with  garlands  bound  j[ 
And  let  the  cup  of  joy  go  round. 

The  cloud  comes  o*er  the  beam  of  light ; 
WeVe  goesu  that  tarry  but  a  night ; 
In  tlie  dark  bouse,  together  pre^'d. 
The  pnnccs  and  the  [.eoplc  rest 

Send  round  tbe  ^hell,  the  fcast  prolong, 
And  send  away  the  night  in  song : 
Be  blest  below,  as  those  above 
With  Qdm*s  and  the  friends  they  love. 


DAKISH  ODE. 

Is  deeds  of  arms,  oar  fathers  rise, 
Ilhiatnous  in  their  ofTspring';*  eyes : 
They  fearless  nish'd  thro*  ocean's  storms, 
ibid  dar'd  grim  Death  in  all  its  fonus : 
Each  yoatb  aasumM  the  sword  and  shield,t 
Ami  pt*  n  hero  m  the  field, . 

Shmll  we  degenerate  from  our  racfl^ 
loglorioos  in  the  monntain  chase  ? 
Arm,  arm  in  fallen  Hobba's  right; 
Place  your  forefathera  in  your  sight; 
To  fiuoe,  to  glory,  fight  your  way, 
And  teach  the  nations  to  obey. 

Aaseme  tbe  oars,  unbind  the  sails  s 
Seod,  Odin  !  send  prGpitions  gales. 
At  Loda's  stone,  we  will  adore     ^ 
Thy  name  with  songs,  upon  the  shore  ;^ 
Aad,  full  of  thee,  nndannted  dare 
The  lew,  and  dart  the  bolts  of  war. 

No  lieast  of  shells,  up  dance  ^y  night. 
Are  glorioas  Odin*s  dear  delight: 
He,  king  ol  mei^  his  armies  1^ 
Wbcse  heroes  strove,  where  battles  bled; 
Now  rejgns  above  the^thoniing  star, 
Tlie  god  of  thunder  and  of  war. 


iM  who  in  battle  bravely  fall ! 
Hvy  OMNiDt  on  wings  to  Odin's  liall ! 
To  imiflic's  sound,  in  cups  of  gold, 
Thej  drink  new  wine  with  chiefs  of  old; 
The  socig  of  bards  recoids  their  name, 
Aad  fotore  times  shall  speak  their  fame. 

Herfc!  Odinthunden!  haste  on  hoard ; 
IDaatrious  Canute !  give  the  word. 
On  wings  of  wind  we  pass  the  seas. 
To  conquer  realms,  if  Odin  please : 
Wstb  Odin's  spirit  in  our  soul. 
We'll  pio  the  g^obe  from  pole  to  pole. 


4iKACRE0NTIC: 


TO  A  WASP. 


The  following  is  a  ludicrous  imitation  of  the  usual 
Anacreontics ;  the  spirit  of  composing  which 
was  raging,  a  few  years  ago,  among  all  the 
sweet  singers  of  Great  Britain* 

Winced  wand'rer  of  the  sky! 

Inhabitant  of  Heav'n  high  ! 

Dreadful  with  thy  dragon-tail. 

Hydra-head,  and  coat  of  mail  f 

Why  dost  thou  my  peace  molest  ? 

Why  dost  thou  disturb  my  rest  ?r* 

When  in  May  the  meads  are  seen, 

Sweet  enamel !  white  and  groen  i 

And  the  gardens,  and  the  bow'rs. 

And  the  forests,  and  the  flow'rs, 

Don  their  robes  of  curious  dye  ; 

Fine  confusion  to  the  eye ! 

Did  1 — chase  thee  in  thy  flight  ?• 

Did  I — put  thee  in  a  fright  ? 

Did  1 — spoil  thy  treasure  hid  ? 

Never — never — never-^-did. 

Envious  nothing  !  pray  bevrare  ; 

Tempt  mine  anger  if  you  dare. 

Trust  noyb  in  thy  strength  of  wing ; 

Trust  not  in  thy  lengUi  of  sting. 

Heav'n  nor  Earth  shall  thee  defend  ; 

I  thy  buzzing  soon  will  end. 

Take  my  counsel  while  you  may ; 

Devil  take  you  if  you  stay. 

Wilt— thoo— dare— my— face^to— wound  ? — 

Thus,  1  fell  thee  to  the  ground. 

Down  amongst  the  dead  men,  now. 

Thou  shall  forget  thou  ere  wast  thou. — 

Anacreontic  bards  beneath. 

Thus  shall  wail  thee  after  death* 


CHORUS  OF  ELY8UN  BARDS. 

"  A  wAsv  for  a  wonder. 

To  paradise  under 

Descends  !    See,  he  wanders 

By  Styx's  meanders! 

Behold,  how  he  glows 

Amidst  Rhodope's  snows  ! 

He  sweats,  in  a  trice. 

In  the  regions  of  ice  I 

Lo !    he  cools,  by  God's  ire. 

Amidst  brimstone  and  fire ! 

He  goes  to  our  king, 

And  he  shows  him  Im  stin^^ 
•    (Good  Pluto  loves  satire. 

As  women  tove  attire ;) 

Oar  king  sets  him  free. 

Like  our  fiun'd  Euridice. — 

Thus  a  wasp  could  prevail  ' 

O'er  the  Devil  and  Hell, 
A  conquest  botli  hard  .and  laborious  ! 

llio'  Hell  had  hat  bound  him, 

And  the  Devil  did  confound  him, 
Yet  his  sting  and  his  wing  were  victorious !"  > 

1  This  cbonin  enlx  Jm  been  attribntod  tp  Logan. 
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TO 


LOGAN'S  POEMS, 


THE  EPISODE  OF  LEVINA, 

nU>M  BRt;CB*6  POEM  OP   LOCHtlTBV. 


Low  by  the  lake,  ap.yet  wilhoui  a  name. 

Fair  bosom'd  in  the  bottom  of  the  vale, 

Aronb  a  cottage,  green  with  ancient  turf, 

Half  hid  in  hoary  trees,  and  from  the  north 

Fenc'd  by  a  wood,  but  open  to  the  Sun. 

Here  dwelt  a  peasant,  reverend  with  the  IlK^ki^ 

Of  age  ^  yet  youth  was  ruddy  on  his  cheek  : 

His  form  his  only  care :  bis  sole  delight. 

To  tend  his  daughter,  beautiful  and  young  ; 

To  watch  her  paths  ;  to  fill  her  lap  with  flosr'rs  ; 

To  see  her  spread  into  the  bloom  of  years, 

The  perfect  picture  of  her  motbcr^s  youth. 

His  age's  hope,  the  apple  of  his  eye, 

Belor'd  of  Heaven,  his  fair  Levina  grew 

In  youth  and  grace  the  Naiad  of  tlie  vale. 

Fresh  as  tbe  flow*r.  amid  the  sunny  show'n 

Of  May,  and  blither  than  the  bird  of  dawn, 

Both  roses'  bloom  gave  beautv  to  her  chedc. 

Soft  tempered  with  a  smile.    The  light  of  Heav'n, 

And  innocence,  illumed  her  virgin- eye. 

Lucid  and  lovely  as  the  rooming  star. 

Her  breast  was  fairer  tban  the  vernal  bloom 

Of  valley-lily,  opening  in  a  sbow'r  j — 

Fair  as  the  morn,  aqd^beautiful  as  May, 

The  glory  of  tbe  year,  when  first  she  comes 

ArrayM,  all  beauteous,  with  the  robes  of  Heav'n  ; 

And,  breathing  summer  breezes,  from  ber  locks 

Shakes  genial  dews,  and  from  her  lap  tbe  flow'rs.—- 

Thus  beautiful  she  look'd  -,  yet  something  more. 

And  better  &r  than  beauty,  in  ber  looks 

Appear'd :  the  maiden  blush  of  modesty ; 

The  smile  of  cheerfulness,  and  sweet  content ; 

Health'^  freshest  rose,  the  sunshine  of  the  soul : 

Each  heightening  each,  efiiis'd  o*er  all  ber  form 

A  nameless  grace,  the  beauty  of  tbe  mind. 

Thus  finished  fiedr  above  her  peers,  she  drew 
The  eyes  of  all  the  village,  and  inflam'd    ' 
The  rival  shepherds  of  the  neigfab'ring  dale. 
Who  laid  the  spoils  of  summer  at  her  feet. 
And  made  the  woods  enamourM  of  her  name. 
But  pure  as  buds  before  they  blow,  and  stiU 
A  virgin  in  ber  heart,  she  knew  not  love : 
But  all  alone,  amid  her  garden  fair. 
From  mom  to  noon,  from  noon  to  dewy  eve. 
She  spent  her  days :   her  pleasing  task  to  tend 
The  flow'rs ;  to  lave  them  from  the  water-spring : 
To  ope  the  buds  with  her  enamour'd  breath  ; 
Rank  the  gay  tribes,  and  rear  them  in  the  sun. — 
In  youth,  the  index  of  maturer  years, 
Leit  by  her  school-companions  at  their  play. 
She'd  itften  wander  in  the  wood,  or  roam 
The  wilderness,  in  quest  of  curious  flow'r. 
Or  nest  of  bird  unknown,  till  eve  approach'd. 
And  hcmm'd  her  in  the  shade.    To  obvious  swain, 
Or  woodman  chanting  in  the  greenwood  glin, 
She'd  bring  the  beauU^ous  spoils,  andjask  their  names. 
Thus  ply'd  assiduous  her  delightful  task. 
Day  after  day,  till  ev'17  herb  she  nam'd 
That  paints  the  robe  of  Spring,  and  knew  the  voice 
Of  ev'ry  warbler  \n  the  vernal  wood. 

Her  garden  stretch'd  along  the  river  side. 
High  up  a  sunny  bank  :  on  either  side, 
A  hedge  forbade  the  vagrant  foot;  above. 
An  ancient  forest  screen'd  the  green  recess. 
Transplanted  here,  by  her  creative  band. 


ITacb  herb  of  Nature,  full  of  fragrant  sweets, 

That  scents  the  breath  of  Summer;  ev'ry  flow'r 

Pride  of  the  plain,  that  blooms  on  festal  days 

In  shepherd's  garland,  and  adoras  the  year. 

In  beauteous  clusters  flourished  :  Nature's  woric. 

And  order,  finish'd  by  the  hand  of  Art 

Here  gowans,  natives  of  the  village  green. 

To  daisies  grew.     The  lilies  of  Uie  field 

Put  on  the  robe  they  neiihsr  sow'd  iior  spun. 

Sweet^smellin;^  shrubs  and  cheerful  spreaiding  tre€», 

Unfrnquent  scattered,  as  by  Natuic's  hand. 

Shaded  the  flowers ;  aud  to  her  £den  drew 

The  earliest  concerts  of  tl.e  spring,  and  all 

The  various  music  of  the  vscal  year. 

Retreat  romantic  !  Thus,  from  early  youth. 

Her  life  she  led:  one  sumn:;:r*s  6ay,  serene 

And  fair,  without  a  cloud  !  like  poets  ^reamM 

Of  vernal  landscapes,  of  Fiysian  vales, 

And  islands  of  the  ble^t ;  where,  hand  in  hand. 

Eternal  Spring  and  Autumn  mle  the  year. 

And  love  and  joy  lead  on  immortal  youth  I 

'Twason  a  summer's  day,  when  eariy  show'im 
Had  wak'd  the  various  vegetable  race 
To  life  and  beauty,  fair  Levina  stray 'd. 
Far  in  the  blooming  wilderness  she  stray'd. 
To  gather  herbs,  and  the  fair  race  of  flow'rs. 
That  Nature's  hand  creative  pours  at  will. 
Beauty  upbounded,  over  Firth's  green  lap. 
Gay  without  number,  in  the  day  of  rain. 
O'er  vallies  gay,  o'er  hiUocs  green  she  walk'd. 
Sweet  as  the  season ;  and  at  times  awak'd 
The  echoes  of  the  vale,  with  native  notes 
Of  heart-felt  joy,  in  nuhibers  heaVnly  sweet 
Sweet  as  th'  hosannahs  of  a  form  of  light, 
A  sweet-tongu'd  serapb  in  the  bow'rs  of  Miss. 

Her,  lis  she  halted  on  a  green  hill-top, 
A  quiver'd  hunter  spy'd.     Her  flowing  locks. 
Id  golden  ringlets  fflitt'ring  to  the  Sun, 
rpon  ber  bosom  play'd :  her  maatle  greeo^ 
like  thiue,  O  Nature !  to  her  rosy  cheek 
Lent  beauty  new ;  as  from  the  verdant  leaf 
The  rose-bud  blushes  with  a  deeper  bloom. 
Amid  the  walks  of  May.    The  stranger's  eye 
Was  caught  as  with  etberial  presence.    Oft 
He  Iook'4  to  He&v'n,  and  oft  he  met  her  eye 
In  all  the  silent  eloquence  of  love  ; 
Then,  wak'd  from  wonder,  with  a  smile  began  : 
"  Fair  wand'rer  of  the  wood !  what  heaT>nly  power^ 
Or  providence,  conducts  thy  wand'ring  stsps 
To  (his  wild  forest,  from  thy  native  seat        , 
And  parents,  happy  in  a  child  so  fair ) 
A  shepherdess,  or  virgm  of  tbe  vale. 
Thy  dress  bespeaks  j  but  thy  majestic  mieb^ 
And  eye,  bright  as  the  morning  star,  aonfes* 
Superior  birth  and  beauty,  bom  to  rule : 
As  from  the  stormy  cloud  of  night,  that  veila 
Her  virgin  orb,  appears  the  queen  of  Heav'n, 
And  with  full  beauty  gilds  the  face  of  night. 
Whom  shall  I  call  the  fa'urest  of  her  sex. 
And  charmer  of  my  soul  ?  In  yonder  vale. 
Come,  let  us  crop  the  roses  of  the  brook. 
And  wildings  of  the  wood :  soft  under  shade 
Let  us  racline  by  mossy  fountain-side, 
While  the  wood  suffers  in  the  beam  of  noon, 
ril  bring  my  love  tbe  choice  of  all  the  shades  i 
First  fruits;  tbe  apple  raddy  from  the  rock  ; 
And  clust'ring  nuts,  that  bamish  in  the  beam. 
O  wilt  thou  bless  my  dwelUsg,  and  beeom* 
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Hie  OWMT  of  theie  i^ds  ?     rtf  give  thee  all 
thai  I  pncBass ;  and  all  tbou  seest  is  mine." 

Thus  spoke  the  youth,  with  rapture  in  bis  eye ; 
And  thus  the  maidea,  with  a  blush,  began: 
**  BeyoBd  the  shadow  of  these  mountains  greoB, 
0eep-bosom*d  in  the  vale,  a  cottage  stands. 
The  dwelling  of  my  sire,  a  peaceful  swain ; 
Yet  at  his  frugal  board  Health  sits  a  guest, 
And  fiiir  Cootantment  crowns  his  hoary  hairs. 
The  patriardi  of  the  plains :  ne'er  by  his  door 
The  needy  passed,  or  the  way-fiurlng  man. 
His  only  daughter  and  bis  only  joy, 
1  feed  my  fetber's  dock ;  and,  while  they  rest, 
At  times  retiring,  lose  me  in  the  wood, 
^idU'd  in  the  virtues  of  each  secret  herb 
That  opes  its  virgin  bosom  to  the  Moon.— 
No  flaw'r  amid  the  gaiden  fairer  grows 
Than  the  sweet  lily  of  the  lowly  vale. 
The  queen  of  flowers— But  sooner  might  the  weed 
That  Uooms  and  dies,  the  being  of  a  day, 
Presume  to  match  with  yonder  mountain-oak, 
y\ai  stands  the  tempest  jiud  the  bolt  of  Heaven, 
From  age  to  age  the  n»onarch  of  the  wood — 

0  !  had  you  been  a  shepherd  of  the  dale. 
To  feed  yoar  flock  beside  me,  and  to  rest 
With  me  at  noon  in  these  delightful  shades, 

1  might  have  list*ned  to  the  voice  of  love. 
Nothing' reluctant;  might  with  you  have  walk'd 
Wliole  summer  suns  away*    At  even-tide, 
When  Heav'n  and  Earth  in  all  their  glory  shine 
With  the  last  smiles  of  the  departing  Sua ; 

When  the  sweet  breath  of  Summer  feasts  the  sense. 
And  secret  pleasnre  thrills  the  heart  of  man ; 
We  nAght  have  walk'd  alone,  in  converse  siTeet, 
Along  the  quiet  vale,  and  woo'd  the  Moob 
To  hear  the  music  of  trae  lovers  vows. 
Bat  fiite  fbrUds ;  and  fortune's  potent  frown. 
And  honour,  inmate  of  the  noble  breast. 
Ke*cr  can  this  hand  in  wedlock  join  with  thine. 
Cease,  beauteous  stranger !  cease,  beloved  youth  ! 
To  vex  a  heart  that  never  can  be  yonnt" 

Thus  spoke  the  maid,  deceitM :  bat  her  eyes. 
Beyond  the  partial  purpose  of  her  tongue, 
Penuasioo  gaiD*d.    The  dcep-enamoar'd  youth 
Stood  gazing  on  her  charms,  and  all  bis  aoui 
Was  lost  in  love^     He  grasp'd  her  trembling  hand, 
Acd  breaiVd  the  softest,  the  sincerest  vows 
OCbre:  "  O  vhrgin !  ftiresi  of  the  iair  I 
My  one  beloved  1  were  the  Scotish  throne 
To  me  tnoioutted  tbro^  a  scepter'd  line 
Of  ancanors,  tfaoa,  thou  ahonld'st  be  my  queen, 
Aad  Caledonia's  diadems  adorn 
A  fairer  head  than  ever  wore  a  crown  !^ 

She  rcditcn'd  like  the  morning,  under  veil 
Of  her  own  goldea  hair.    The  woods  among 
They  wandered  op  and  down  with  fond  delay. 
Nor  mark'd  the  &11  of  evening :  parted,  then. 
The  hi^ipieit  pair  on  whom  the  Sun  declined. 

Next  day  he  found  her  on  a  flow'ry  bank. 
Half  under  shade  of  willows,  by  a  spring, 
tie  minor  of  the  swains,  that  o'er  the  meads, 
Sow-wbding,  scattered  flok'rets  in  its  way. 
Thro^  many  a  whiding  walk  and  alley  green, 
She  led  him  to  her  garden.    Wonder-struck 
Be  gu'd,  all  eye,  o'er  th'  enchanting  scene : 
And  much  he  prak^dthe  walks,  the  groves,  the 

flO^TTS, 

Hcrbeaotifolcreatkn:  muchlMpim'd 


The  beautiful  creatress ;  and  awak'd 
The  Echo  lA  her  prai^.     Like  the  first  pair, 
Adam  and  Eve,  in  Eden's  blissful  bow'rs. 
When  newly  come  from  their  Creator's  hand,  » 

Our  lovers  liv»d  in  joy.     Here,  day  by  day. 
In  ibnd  endearments,  in  Embraces  sweet. 
That  lovers  only  know,  they  liv'd,  they  lov'd. 
And  found  thej^acradise  that  Adam  lost. — 
Nor  dkl  the  virgin,  with  false  modest  pride, 
R«tard  the  nuptial  morn :  she  fix'd  the  day 
That  bless'd  the  youth,  and  openM  to  his  eyes 
An  a7e  of  gold,  the  Heav'n  of  happiness 
That  lovers  in  their  lucid  moments  dream. 
And  now  the  rooming,  like  ^  rosy  bride 
Adorned  on  her  day,  put  on  b^  robes, 
Her  beauteoos  rob^  of  light :  the  naiad  straams. 
Sweet  as  the  cadence  of  a  poet's  sung, 
Flow'd  down  (he  dale ;  the  voices  of  the  grove. 
And  ev'ry  winged  warbler  of  the  air. 
Sung  over  heaid ;  and  there  was  joy  in  Heav'n. 
Ris'n  with  the  dawn,  the  bride  and  bridal-maids 
Stray'd  thro'  the  woods,  and  o'er  the  vales,  in  quest 
Of  flow'rs  and  garlands,  and  sweet-smellmg  herbs. 
To  strew  the  bridegroom's  way,  and  deck  his  bed. 

Fair  in  the  bosom  of  the  level  lake 
Rose  a  green  islandi  cover'd  with  a  spring 
Of  flow'rs  perpetual,  goodly  to  the  eye. 
And  blooming  from  afar.     High  in  the  midst. 
Between  two  fountains,  an  enchanted  tree 
Grew  ever  green,  and  ev'ry  month  renew'd 
Its  blooms  and  apples  of  Hesperian  gold. 
Here  ev'ry  bride  (as  ancient  poets  sing) 
Two  golden  apples  gather'd  firom  the  bough. 
To  give  the  bridegroom  in  the  bed  of  love. 
The  pledge  of  nuptial  concord  and  delight 
For  many  a  coming  year.     Levina  now 
Had  reach'd  the  isle  with  an  attendant  maid, 
And  puli'd  the  mystic  apples,  puU'd  the  fruit; 
But  wisfi'd  and  long'd  for  the  enchanted  tree. 
Not  fonder  sought  the  first  created  fair 
The  fruit  forbidden  of  the  moital  tree. 
The  source  of  human  woe.    Two  plants  arose 
Fair  by  the  mother's  side,  with  fruits  and  flow'n 
In  miniature.    ,One,  with  audacious  hand. 
In  evil  hour  she  rooted  from  the  ground. 
At  on(^  the  island  shook,  and  shrieks  of  woe 
At  times  were  heard,  amid  the  troubled  air. 
Her  whole  fhime  shook,  the  blood  forsook  her  face^ 
Her  knees  knock'd,  and  her  heart  within  her  dy'd. 
Trembling  and  pale,  and  boding  woes  to  come, 
They  seiz'd  the  boat,  and  hurry 'd  from  the  isle. 
And  now  they  gain'd  the  middle  of  the  lake. 
And  saw  th'  approaching  land :  now,  wild  with  joy. 
They  row'd,  they  fle#.    When  lo !  at  once  effus'd. 
Sent  by  the  angry  demon  of  the  isle, 
A  whirlwind  rose :.  it  lash'd  the  furious  lake 
To  tempest,  overtttm'd  the  boat,  and  Mmk 
The  fair  Levina  to  a  wat'ry  tomb. 
Her  sad  companions,  bending  from  a  rock, 
Thrice  saw  her  head,  and  wppUoating  handf 
Held  up  to  Heav'n,  and  beard  the  shriek  of  Death ; 
Then  over  her  the  parting  billow  clos'd. 
And  op'd  no  more.    Her  fiite  in  moumfal  lays 
The  Mose  relates ;  and  sure  each  tender  maid 
For  her  shall  heave  the  sympathetie  sigh. 
And  haply  my  Eumelia,  (for  her  soul 
Is  pity's  self),  as,  void  of  household  cares. 
Her  ev'ning  walk  she  bends  besklc  the  lake. 
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Which  yet  retains  her  name,  shall  sadly  drop 
A  tear,  io  mem'ry  of  the  hapless  maid ; 
And  mourn  with  me  the  sorrows  of  the  youth. 
Whom  from  his  m^ress  death  did  not  divide. 
KobbM  of  the  calm  iiossession  of  his  mind. 
All  night  he  wander'd  by  the  sounding:  shore. 
Long  looking  o'er  tlie  lake;  and  saw  at  times 
The  dear,  the  dreary  ghofst  of  her  heilov'd : 
Till  love  and  grief  suIxluM  his  manly  prime, 
And  brought  his  youth  with  sorrow  to  the  graTe.— • 

I  knew  an  aged  swain,  whose  hoary  head 
Was  bent  with  years,  the  village-chronicle, 
Who  much  had  seen,  and  from  tiie  former  times 
Much  had  received.     He,  hanging  o*ct  the  hearth. 
In  winter  ev'nings,  to  the  gaping  swains. 
And  children  circling  rotind  the  fire,  would  tell 
Stories  of  old,  and  tales  of  other  times : 
Of  Lomond  and  Levina  he  would  talk—- 


ODE: 
TO  PAOLI, 

What  man,  what  hero  shall  the  Moses  sing. 
On  classic  lyre,  or  Caledonian  string, 

WhoAC  name  shall  fill  th*  immoi-tal  page; 
Who,  fir'd  from  Heav*n  ^ilh  energy  divine. 
In  sun-bright  gloiy  bids  his  actions  shine 
First  in  the  annals  of  the  age  ? 
Ceasd  are  the  gulden  times  cf  yore; 
Tlie  age  of  heroes  are  no  more  ! 
Rare,  in  these  lattrr  times,  arise  to  fame 
The  poet's  strain  inspired,  or  hero's  heav'nly  flame. 
What  star  arising  in  the  southern  sky. 
New  to  the  Heav'ns,  attracting  Europe's  eye. 

With  bi»ams  unhorrowM  shiucs  afar? 
Who  comes,  with  thousamis  marchini;  in  bis  rear. 
Shilling  in  arms,  shaking  his  bloody  spear,' 
Like  .the  red  contet,  sign  uf  war  ? 
Paoli !  sent  of  Heav'n,  to  save 
A  rising  nation  of  the  brave ; 
Whose  fitm  right  hand  bis  angels  arm,  to  bear 
A  shield  before  his  host,  and  dart  the  bolts  of  war. 
He  comes !  he  comes  !  the  saviour  of  the  land  ! 
His  drawn  sword  flames  in  his  uplifted  hand, 

Enthusiast  in  bis  count!  y's  cause ; 
Whose  firm  resolve  obeys  a  nation^s  call. 
To  rise  deliverer,  or  a  martyr  fall 
To  liberty,  to  dying  laws. 
Ye  sons  of  freedom,  sing  his  praise  ! 
Ye  poets,  binrl  bis  brows  with  bays; 
Ye  scepter'd  shadows,  cast  your  honours  down. 
And  bow  before  the  head  that  never  wore  a  crowD ! 
Who  to  the  hero  can  the  palm  refuse  ? 
Great  Alexander  still  the  world  subdues. 

The  heir  of  evei;la8ting  praise. 
But  when  the  hero's  flame,  the  patriot's  light ; 
When  virtues  human  and  divine  unite ; 
When  oliTes  twine  among  the  bays; 
And  mutnal,  both  Minenrss  shine : 
A  constellation  so  divine, 
A  wond'ring  world  behold,  admire,  and  love. 
And  bis  best  iinag«  here  th*  Almighty  marks  above. 


As  the  lone  shepherd  hides  him  in  the  vQcks, 

When  high  Heav'n  thunders;  as  the  tim'rous  flocka 

From  the  descending  torrent  flee: 
So  flies  a  world  of  slaves  at  war's  alarms, 
Whetk  zeal  on  flame,  and  liberty  in  arms^ 
Leads  on  the  fearless  and  the  firee, 
Kesistless ;  as  the  torrent  flood, 
Hom'd  like  the  Moon,  uproots  the  wood. 
Sweeps  flocks,  and  herds,and  harvests  from  then-  bass. 
And  moves  th'  eternal  hills  from  their  appointedplaoe. 
Long  hast  thou  labour'd  in  the  gbrious  Mfe, 
O  laud  of  liberty  !  profuse  of  life, 

And  prodigal  of  priceless  blood. .  [crowa. 
Where  henoes  brought  with  blood  the  martyr's 
A  race  arose,  heirs  of  their  high  renown. 

Who  dar'd  their  Hie  thro'  fire  and  flood : 
-  And  Gafibri  the  great  arose. 
Whose  words  of  pow'r  disarm'd  his  foes  ; 
And  where  the  filial  image  smiPd  afar. 
The  sire  turned  not  aside  the  thunders  of  the  war« 

O  Liberty  !  to  man  a  guardian  giv'n. 
Thou  best  and  brightest  attribute  of  Heav*n  ! 

From  whom  descending,  thee  we  sing. 
By  nature  wild,  or  by  the  arts  refin'd. 
We  feel  thy  po^^r  essential  to  our  mind  j 
Each  ;^n  of  freedom  is  a  king. 
Thy  praisr  the  happy  world  proclaim. 
And  Britain  worships  at  thy  name, 
Tliou  guardian  angel  of  Britannia's  isle  ! 
And  God  and  man  rejoice  in  thy  immortal  smile ! 
Island  of  beauty,  lift  thy  bead  on  high  1 
Sing  a  new  soug  of  triumph  to  the  sky  I 

The  day  of  thy  deliverance  springs-* 
The  day  of  vengeance  to  thy  ancient  foe! 
Thy  sons  shall  lay  the  proud  oppressor  low. 
And  break  the  head  of  tyrant  kings. 
Paoli  f  mighty  man  of  war  1 
All  bright  in  arms,  thy  oonqu'ring  car 
Ascend;  thy  people  from  the  foe  redeem, 
Thou  delegate  of  Heav'n,  and  son  of  the  Supreme  I 
Rul'd  by  th'  eternal  laws,  supreme  o'er  all. 
Kingdoms,  like  kings,  successive  rise  and  fitll. 

When  Cesar  conquer'd  half  the  Eaith, 
And  sprAd  bis  eagles  in  Britanilia's  sun  ; 
Did  Cesar  dream  the  savage  huts  he  woa 
Should  give  a  flsr-^sm'd  kingdom  birth  ? 
That  here  should  Roman  freedom  light ; 
The  western  Muses  wing  their  flight ; 
The  Arts,  the  Graces  find  their  fav'rite  home ; 
Our  armies  awe  the  globe,  and  Britain  rival  Rome^ 
Thus,  if  th*  Almighty  say,  "  Let  freedom  be," 
Hiou,  Corsica !  thy  golden  age  shalt  see. 

^  Rejoice'with  songs,  rejoice  with  smiles  ! 
Worlds  yet  unfbnnd,  and  ages  yet  unborn. 
Shall  bail  a  new  Britannia  in  her  mom, 
The  queen  of  arts,  the  queen  of  isles  s 
The  Arts,  the  beauteous  train  of  Peace, 
Shall  rise  and  rival  Rome  and  Greece  ; 
A  Newton  Natttre*s  book  nnfold  sublime  ; 
A  Milton  smg  toHeav^,  and  charm  the  ear  of  TImq ! 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  THOMAS  WARTON,  B-  D. 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Mil  WARTON  was  descended  from  an  ancient  and  honourable  famDj  of  Beverley^ 
m  Yoricshire.  His  father  was  fellow  of  Magdalene  College,  Oxford,  poetry  professor  in 
that  university,  and  afterwards  vicar,  of  Basingstoke,  Hants,  and  Chobham,  Surrey : 
He  married  Elizabeth,  daughter  of  the  late  Joseph  Richardson,  rector  of  Dunsford, 
Surrey,  and  had  by  her  three  children :  Joseph,  the  late  head  master  of  Winchester 
sdiool ;  Thomas,  the  subject  of  this  memoir,  and  Jane,  a  daughter,  now  living.  He 
died  m  1 746,  and  is  buried  under  the  rails  of  the  altar  of  his  church  at  Basingstoke, 
with  an  inscription  on  a  tablet  near  it,  written  by  his  sods.  They  afterwards  published 
ft  volume  of  bis  poems,  by  subscription,  chiefly  with  a  view  to  pay  the  few  debts  he 
kit  behind,  and  supply  his  children  with  some  assistance  in  the  progress  of  then:  edu* 
atioo.  Whether  tiie  success  of  thb  volume  was  equal  to  their  hopes,  is  uncertain, 
but  the  poems  acquired  no  reputation. 

Thomas  was  bora  at  Basingstoke,  in  1728,  and  from  his  eariiest  years  discovered  a 
Amdaess  for  reading,  and  a  taste  for  poetry.  In  his  ninth  year,  he  sent  to  his  sister 
tk  foUowbg  translation  from  the  Latin  of  Martial. 

Wli«o  bold  Leander  sought  bis  distant  fair,  " 

(Nor  could  tbe  sea  a  braver  burthen  bear) 

Thus  to  the  sw^iog  waves  be  tpoke  bis  woe, 

**  Drown  me  on  my  return — but  spare  me  as  I  go.** 

Thb  curiofflty  is  authenticated  by  the  letter  in  which  he  sent  it,  still  in  the  possession 
of  his  sister.  It  bears  date  "  from  the  school,  Nov.  7,  1737."  His  biographer^  Mr. 
Mant,  says,  that  he  continued  under  the  care  of  his  father  until  his  removal  to  Oxford^ 
but  I  have  been  informed  that  he  was  placed  for  some  lime  at  Basingstoke  school. 

In  March  1 743,  in  his  sixteenth  year,  he  was  admitted  a  commoner  of  Trinity  Col-^ 
lege,  and  soon  after  was  elected  a  scholar.  How  much  he  was  ever  attached  to  that 
colkge,  his  writings,  and  a  residence  of  forty-seven  years  with  very  few  intervals,  suf- 
ficiently show.  In  1745,  he  published  five  pastoral  eclogues,  which  are  now 
added  to  his  other  poem^;,  they  are  authenticated  by  Mr,.  Isaac  Reed's  copy^ 
puithased  at  his  late  sale.    About  the  same  time,  he  sciit  one  or  twe  arfeMki  l# 
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Dodsle/s  Masemn  ',  to  which  his  brother  was  likewise  a  contributor:  his  next  de* 
tached  publication  was  The  Pleasures  of  Melancholy,  of  which  the  first  copy  is  qow  in 
my  possession,  and  differs  considerably,  particularly  in  the  introductoiy  part,  from 
that  published  in  bis  collection  of  poems.  On  the  appearance  of  Mason's  Isis,  reflect- 
ing on  the  loyalty  of  Oxford,  which  a  foolish  riot  among  some  students  had  brought 
into  question,  Mr.  Warton,  encouraged  by  Dr.  Huddesford,  the  president  of  Trinity, 
publbh^d  in  1749,  The  Triumph  of  Isis,  in  which  he  retaliated  on  the  sons  of  Cam  in 
no  very  courtly  strains.  The  poem,  however,  discovered  beauties  of  a  more  nnmixed 
kind,  which  pointed  him  out  as  a  youtli  of  great  promise.  It  is  remarkable,  that 
although  he  omitted  thb  piece  in  an  edition  of  his  poems  printed  m  1777 »  he  restored 
it  in  that  of  1779;  this  is  said  to  have  been  done  at  Mason's  suggestion,  who  was 
candid  enough  to  own  that  it  greatly  excelled  his  own  elegy,  both  in  poetical  imagery 
and  correct  flow  of  versification ;  but  Mason  appears  to  have  forgot  that  his  personal 
share  in  the  contest  was  but  tricing,  and  that  it  contained  a  libel  on  the  univerftity  of 
Cambridge,  which  ought  not  to  have  been  perpetuated. 

In  1750,  our  author  contributed  a  few  small  pieces  to  the  Student,  or  Oxford  and 
Cambridge  Miscellany,  tlieu  published  by  Newbery,  Among  these  was  the  Progress 
of  Discontent,  which  had  been  written -iu  174^6,  and  was  founded  on  a  copy  of  Latin 
verses,  a  weekly  exercise,  much  applauded  by  Dr.  Huddesford,  and  at  his  desire, 
paraphrased  into  English  verse.  In  this  state  Dr.  Warton  preferred  it  to  any  imita- 
tion of  Swift  he  had  ever  seep.  His  talents  werq  now  generally  acknowledged,  and  in 
1747  and  174>8,  he  held  the  office  of  poet  laureate,  conferred  upon  him  according  ta 
an  ancient  practice  in  the  common  room  of  Trinity  College.  The  duty  of  this 
office  was  to  celebrate  the  luciy  chosen  by  the  same  authority,  as  the  lady  patroness^ 
and  Warton  performed  his  task,  on  an  appointed  day,  crowned  with  a  wreath  of  laurel.^ 
The  verses,  which  Mr.  Mant  says  are  still  to  be  seen  in  the  conmson  roon,  are  vrrit- 
ten  in  an  elegant  and  flowing  style,  but  have  not  been  thought  worthy  of  transcription. 

In  1760,  he  took  his  master's  degree^  and  in  1751  succeeded  to  a  fellowship.  In 
this  last  year  be  publbhed  bis  excellent  satire,  entitled  Newmarket;  An  Ode  tp 
Music,  performed  at  the  theatre ;  and  Verseson  the  death  of  Frederkk  prince  pjf 
Wales,  which  he  inserted  in  the  Oxford  collection^  under  the  fictitious  name  of  John 
Whetham,  a  practice  not  uncommon.  In  1753  appeared  at  Edinburgh,  The  Union, 
or  Select  Scots  and  English  Poems ;  Mr.  Warton  was  the  editor  of  this  small  volume, 
in  which  he  inserted  his  Triumph  of  Isis  and  other  pieces,  particularly  the  Ode  on  the 
approach  of  Summer,  and  the  Pastoral  in  the  manner  of  Spenser,  which  is  said  to  be 
written  by  a  gentleman  formerly  of  the  university  of  Aberdeen.  Why  he  should  make 
use  of  such  a  deception,  cannoit  now  be  discovered. 

About  the  year  1754,  he  drew  up  from  the  Bodleian  9pd  Savilian  statutes,  a  body 
of  statutes  for  the  Radclifle  library.  In  the  same  year,  he  published  his  Observations 
On  the  Faerie  Queene  of  Spenser,  in  one  volume  octavo,  but  afterwards  enlarged  and 
published  in  two  volumes,  1762.  By  this  work  he  not  only  established  his  character 
as  un  acute  critic,  but  opened  to  the  world  at  large  that  new  and  important  field  of 

^  These  were,  a  song  imitated  from  the  Midsummer  Nigrht'»  Dream,  and  a  prose  essay  on  Saugness, 
Written  partly  by  him  and  partly  by  Dr.  Vansittart.  Tbey  ai«  authenticated  Iqr  Dr.  Walton's  aategrapb^ 
inhisoopyoftbtMuseainfen«ti<H,    C. 
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tAicsiD  and  lilostndoii  which  has  siace  been  so  ably  cultivated  by  Steev^ns,  Maldne^ 
Beedy  Todd,  and  other  oommentators  on  our  ancient  poets« 

Soon  after  the  appearance  of  the  Observations,  it  was  attacked  in  an  abi^siv# 
pnpfakt,  entitled  The  Observer  Observed,  written  by  Huggins«  the  author  of  a  very 
ndiflereot  translation  of  Aristotle.  Hoggins  had  engaged  Mr.  Warton  in  this  transla- 
tioo,  bat  when  he  read  what  Warton  asserted  of  the  inferiority  of  Aristotle  to  Spenser, 
ht  iBuiiediately  cancelled  his  share  of  the  translation,  and  published  this  angry  jjamph- 
kl '.  Mr.  Warton,  who  was  now  in  his  thirty-sixth  year,  had  employed  fully  half  that 
time  in  an  unwearied  perusal  of  tlie  old  English  poets,  and  such  contemporary  writers 
» could  throw  light  on  their  obscurities.  The  Observations  on  Spenser  must  have 
mdeBtly  been  the  result  of  much  mdustry,  and  various  seading,  aided  by  a  happy 
iKinoiy* 

In  1757.  on  the  resignation  of  Mr.  Hawkins,  of  Pembroke  College,  our  author  was 
deded  professor  of  poetry,  which  office,  according  to  the  usual  practice,  he  held  for 
lea  years.  His  lectures  were  elegant  and  original.  The  translations  from  the  Greek 
artiiologies^  now  a  part  of  his  collected  poems,  were  first  introduced  in  them,  and  his 
Dbseriatio  de  Poesi  Bocolica  Grascorum,  which  he  afterwards  enhirged  and  prefixed 
t»  Us  edition  of  Theocritus,  was  also  a  part  of  the  same  course.  During  the  publication 
cf  the  Idler,  he  sent  to  Dr.  Johnson,  with  whom  he  had  long  been  intimate,  numbers 
S3, 93»  mod  9S,  of  that  paper.  His  biographer,  however,  is  mistaken  in  supposing  that 
ke  contributed  any  paper  to  the  Connoisseur.  His  being  mvited  by  Colman  and  Thom- 
tM  to  engage  in  a  periodical  publication^  has  no  relation  to  the  Connoisseur.  It  was 
Hoore,  the  editor  of  the  Worid,  who  projected  a  Magazine  soon  after  the  conclusion 
of  dm  paper,  and  told  the  two  Wartons,  that  '<  he  wanted  a  dull  plodding  fellow  of 
one  of  the  universities,  who  understood  Latm  and  Greek !  ^'  Mr.  Bedingfield,  one  of 
Dodalcy's  poets,  and  Gataker,  the  surgeon,  were  to  be  concerned  in  this  Magazinci 
kA  Moorels  death  prevented  the  execution  of  the  scheme. 

Li  1760  he  pnblbbed,  but  without  his  name,  A  Description  of  the  City,  College, 
md  Cathedral  of  Wmchesier,  12rao.  From  his  ovm  copy,  in  my  possession,  he  ap- 
pens  lo  have  been  preparing  a  new  edition  about  the  year  177I9  which  was  perhaps 
pccvcsted  l>y  a  History  of  Winchester  published  soon  after  in  two  volumes,  a  mora 
Aovy  work»  but  hi  more  inaccurate.  In  the  same  year  (176O)  he  published  a  pieco 
«f  exquisite  humour,  entitled,  A  Companion  to  the  Guide,  and  a  Guide  to  the  Compar 
BiBa,  beii^  a  complete  Supplement  to  all  the  accounts  of  Oxford  hitherto  published*, 
Hb  paused  through  three  editions  in  a  very  short  time,  but  for  some  years  has  been 

>Tte  kUkmrng  pangraph  from  Un^ios*  pamphlet,  will  be  a  sufficient  specimen  of  the  whole. 
*  Ser.  II.  He  (Warton)  resumes  the  poisonous  acrimooy  with  which  he  charges  his  weapon,  which  ha 
tils  care  abal!  be  judjcioosly  two-ed^cd,  lest  it  fell  of  slashing  friend  as  well  as  foe.  *  Although, 
(flilhoar  obaener)  Spencer  formed  his  Faerie  Qaeene,  npon  the  fanciful  plan  of  Ariosto* — Poor  Spen-» 
oei !  Wfetchad  Arioato !— And  oh !  roost  mighty  Warton  !— Let  this  suffice,  for  reply  to  all,  he  herai 
riiMii  of  fklAiwa  agaiDft  Ariosto,  which  that  poam  totally  confronts ;  such  &Ishood,  that  were  it 
tnik,  ■  ioMpid  and  iDfliaterial :  and  let  os  pass  the  Chronicles  of  the  Seven  Champions,  Morte  Arthur, 
m  Itktam,  the  Blatant  Beast,  the  Questyn  Beast^.which  is  afterwards  more  particularly  described, 
*tt  abead  nD  of  qootationSy  no  less  delectable  than  erudite,  most  appositely  collected,  to  give  not  only 
a  ^i^Mty,  bat  also  s  rvrf^'*"^  tathis  important  tome ;  that  purchasers  may  be  well  supplied,  for 
iMv  UMTsetncot  of  pence,  eithei;  in  their  meditative  faraigations,  ^  at  the  Cloacinian  offertory."    C. 

'  WaoB'^  Uk^Vf.  Joseph  Warton.     C. 
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Tmked  among  scarce  books  \  A  moie  scarce  work,  however,  is  his  Inscriptionom 
Romanarum  Metricarum  Delectii8»  4^,  whkh  ought  to  have  been  noticed  under  the 
year  1758.  Ili^  design  of  this  collection  was  to  fwesent  the  reader  with  some  of  the 
best  Roman  epigrams  and  inscriptions^  taken  from  the  Elegantiae  antiquorum  marmo- 
rttm»  from  Mazochins,  Smetius,  Gratems,  and  other  learned  men.  I^  coutaios,  like- 
wise, a  few  modem  epigrams^  one  by  Dr.  Jortin,  and  five  by  himself,  on  the  model  of 
the  antique,  the  whole  ilivstrated  with  various  readings  and  notes. 

About  the  year  17^0  he  wrote,  for  the  Biographia  Britannica,  the  Life  of  Sir  Thomas 
Pope,  which  he  republished  in  8vo  1772,  and  again  m  1780,  with  very  considerable 
additions  and  improvements :  and  in  17^1»  %e  published  the  Life  and  Literary  Remains 
of  Dr.  Bathunl.  In  the  same  year,  and  in  1762,  he  contributed  to  the  Oxford  col- 
lections, verses  on  the  royal  marriage,  and  on  the  birth  of  the  prince  of  Wales,  and  an 
ode  entitled  the  Complabt  of  Cherwell,  under  the  name  of  John  Chichester,  brotlier 
to  the  earl  of  Donegal  K  His  next  publication  was  the  Oxford  Sausage,  or  Select 
Pieces,  written  by  the  most  celebrated  Wits  of  the  University  of  Oxford.  The  preface 
and  several  of  the  poems  are  undoubtedly  his,  and  the  latter  are  authenticated  bv  bis 
adding  them  afterwards  to  his  avowed  productions.  In  ]  766,  he  superintended  an  edition 
from  the  Clarendon  press  of  Cephalus^  Anthology,  to  which  he  prefixed  a  very  curious 
■  an4-.leanied  prefiuse.  In  this  he  announced  his  edition  of  Tlieocritus,  which  made  its 
appearance  in  two  volumes  4to,  1770,  a  most  correct  and  splendid,  although  not  abso- 
lutely feultlessi  work,  that  extended  his  feme  to  the  continent. 

In  1767  he  took  his  degree  of  B.D.  aod  in  1771  was  elected  a  fellow  of  the 
Antiquarian  Society:  in  October  of  the  same  year  he  was  mstituted  to  the  sgiall 
livuig  of  Kiddmgton,  in  Oxfordshire^  on  the  presentation  of  George  Henry,  earl  of 
Litchfield,  then  chancellor  of  the  university,  a  nobleman  whose  memory  he  after- 
wards honoured  by  an  epitaph. 

In  1774  he  published  the  first  volume  of  his  History  of  English  Poetry,  the  most  im- 
portant  of  all  his  woiks,  and  to  the  completion  of  which  the  studies  of  his  whole  life 
appear  to  have  been  bent.  How  much  it  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  did  not  live  to 
complete  his  plan,  eveiy  student  in  ancient  literature  must  be  deeply  sensible.  He  in- 
tended to  have  carried  the  history  down  to  the  commencement  of  the  etghleenth 
century.  A  second  volume  accordingly  appeared  in  177S,  and  a  third  in  1781,  after 
which  he  proliably  rehixed  from  his  pursuit,  as  at  the  period  ofhis  death  in  17^,  a  few 
sheets  only  of  the  fourth  volume  were  printed,  and  no  part  left  in  a  state  for  printing. 
His  original  intention  was  to  have  comprised  the  whole  in  two  or  three  volumes,  but 
it  is  now  evident,  and  he  probably  socm  became  aware,  that  five  would  have  scarcely 
been  sufficient,  if  he  continued  to  write  on  the  same  scale,  and  to  deviate  occasionally 
into  notices  of  mannen^  laws,  customs,  &c.  that  had  either  a  remote  or  an  immediate 
connection  with  his  principal  subjects:  what  his  reasons  were  for  discontinuing  bis 
labours  cannot  now  be  ascertained.    It  is  well  known  to  every  writer  that  a  work  of 

'  *  A  new  editioD  was  pubUtked  in  1806,  by  Mr.  Cooke  of  Oxford,  with  the  original  cots.    C 

<  ThU  information  is  from  Mr.  Mant's  life.  Lord  Donegal  was,  however,  one  of  Mr..  Warton's  pupils, 
Shenstone  had  a  visit  from  both  at  the  Leasowes  in  the  summer  of  1758.  Shemione*s  Letters,  On  these 
great  occasions  of  academical  giatttlatioos,  our  author  sometimes  wxote  renes  for  those  who  could  not 
write  fi>r  themselves.  C.  * 
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gicat  laagntade  requires  temporaiy  relaxatioOft  or  a  change  of  employnent  and  a^ay 
admit  of  both  without  injury:  but  he  might  probably  find  that  it  was  now  less  easy 
(0  letura  with  spirit  to  his  magnum  ifpua,  thaa  in  the  days  of  .more  vigour  and  activity. 
It  n  certain  that  be  wished  the  public  to  think  that  he  was  making  hb  usuid  progress, 
for  in  l7S5p  when  he  published  Miltons  Juvenile  Poems,  he  announced  the  tpeedtf 
publication  of  the  fourth  volume  of  the  history,  of  which  from  that  tune  to  his  death 
ten  sheets  only  were  fiuished.  His  brother^  Dr.  Joseph^  was  long  supposed  to  be 
engaged  in  completing  this  fourth  volume.  In  one  of  lus  letters  lately  published  by. 
lir.  Wooll,  and  dated  179^»  he  says,  ^  At  any  leisure  I  get  busied  in  finishing  th^ 
last  volume  of  Mr.  Walton's  History  of  Poetry,  which  I  have  engaged  to  do — for  the 
booksellers  are  clamorous  to  have  the  book  finished  (though  the  ground  I  am  to  go  over 
is  so  beaten)  that  it  may  be  a  complete  work.^  Yet  on  his  death  m  1800  it  did  no} 
appear  that  he  had  made  any  progress. 

Mr.  Warton's  biographer  has  traced  the  origm  of  this  work  to  Pope,  who,  accordin^^ 
to  Euffhead,  had  sketched  a  plan  of  a  history  of  poetry,  dividmg  the  poets  into  cla^^ses 
or  schools^  but  Buflfhead's  list  of  poetB  is  grossly  erroneous.  Gray,  however,  Mr« 
MasoD  informs  us,  bad  meditated  a  history  of  English  poetiy,  in  which  Mason  was  to 
assist  hinu  Their  design  was  to  introduce  specimens  of  the  Provencal  poetry,  and  of 
the  Scaldic,  British,  and  Saxon,  as  preUmimury  to  what  first  deserved  to  be  called 
Eogiish  poetry,  abont  the  time  of  Chaucer,  from  whence  their  lustoiy,  properly  so 
called,  was  to  conunenoe.  Gray,  however,  was  deterred  by  the  magnitude  of  the. 
undertaking,  and  being  informed  that  Warton  was  em{rfoyed  on  a  simihur  .design,  more 
leadily  relinquished  his  own« 

Snch  is  Mr.  Mant's  account^  who  adds  (in  p.  cixvi.)  that  Warton  "judiciously  pre- 
ferred the  plan  on  which  he  had  proceeded^  to  that  proposed  by  Pope,  Gray  and 
Mason/'  It  appears  to  me,  however,  that  Warton  had  made  considerable  progress  on 
his  own  plan,  before  he  knew  any  thing  of  Gray's,  and  that  when  he  heard  of  the 
latter,  and  perhaps  at  the  same  time  of  its  being  relinquished,  he  thought  proper, 
which  he  might  then  do  without  indelicacy,  to  apply  to  Gray  through  the  medium  of  Dr. 
Uurd,  requesting  that  he  would  conununicate  any  fragments,  or  sketches  of  his  design. 
Mr.  Gray,  in  answer  to  this  application,  sent  the  following  letter. 

'« SiH,  •"  16tb  April  1770,  Pembroke  Hafli 

"  Our  friend  Dr.  Hurd  having  long  ago  desired  me  in  your  name  to  com^ 
■ranicate  any  firiigments,  or  sketches  of  a  design  I  once  had  to  give  a  hntory  of  English 
poetry,  you  may  well  think  me  rude  or  negligent,  when  you  see  me  hesitating  for  so 
many  months  befojre  I  comply  with  your  request,  and  yet  (believe  me)  few  of  your 
friends  have  been  bet^r  pleased  than  I  to  find  thb  subject  (surely  neither  unentertainr 
ing  nor  unusefhl)  had  fallen  into  hands  so  likely  to  do  it  justice :  few  have  felt  a  higher 
catocm  for  yoor  talents,  your  taste  and  industry:  in  truth  the  only  cause  of  ray  delay 
has  been  a  sort  of  diffidence,  that  would  not  let  me  send  you  any  thing  so  short,  so 
dight,  and  so  imperfect,  as  the  few  materials  I  had  begun  to  collect,  or  the  observa- 
tiofis  I  had  made  on  them.  A  sketch  of  the  division  and  arrangement  of  the  subjects^ 
however,  I  venture  to  transcribe,  and  would  wish  to  know  whether  it  corresponds  i« 
any  thing  with  your  own  plan,  for  I  am  told  your  first  voltkmc  is  already  m  the  preM. 
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<«tKtftODt7CTiOK«-^n  the  poetry  of  the  Gdic  (or  Celtic)  natknsy  as  fiurba<^  as  It 

can  be  traced. 

<'0n  that  of  tht  Goiht:  its  introducticm  into  these  islands  by  the  Saxons  and 
Danes,  and  its  duration.  On  the  origin  of  rhyme  among  the  Franks,  the  Saxons,  and 
Proven^aux :  some  account  of  the  Latin  rhyming  poetry  from  its  early  origin  down  to 
the  15tb  century. 

**  P.  l.->On  the  school  of  Provence,  which  rose  about  the  year  1100,  and  was 
soon  followed  by  the  French  and  Italians.;  their  heroic  poetry,  or  romances  in  verse, 
allegories,  fabliaux,  syrvientes,  comedies,  &rces,  canzoni,  sonnets,  balades,  madrigals, 
sestflMS,  &c.  Of  their  imitators  the  French,  and  of  the  first  Italian  school  (com- 
monly called  the  Sicilian)  about  the  year  1200,  brought  to  perfection  by  Bante,  Pe- 
ttrarch,  Boccace,  and  others. 

**  State  of  poetry  in  England  from  the  Conquest  (1065)  or  rather  from  Henry  IFs 
time  (1154)  to  the  reign  of  Edv/ard  the  Srd  (13'ir). 

''P.  2. — On  Chaucer^  who  first  introduced  the  manner  of  the  Provenpaux, 
improved  by  the  Italians,  into  our  country ;  his  character  and  merits  at  large ;  the 
different  kinds  in  which  he  excelled.  Gower,  Occiave,  Lydg&te,  Hawes,  G.  Douglas, 
Lindsay,  Bellenden,  Dunbar,  &c. 

^<P.  3. — ^Second  Italian  Khooi  (of  Ariosto,.Ta8so,  &c.)  an  improvement  on  the 
first,  occaaoned  by  the  revival  of  letters  in  the  end  of  the  15th  century.  The  lyric 
poetry  of  this  and  the  former  age  introduced  from  Italy  by  lord  Surrey,  su-  T.  Wyat, 
Bryan,  lord  Vaux,  &:c.  m  the  beginnmg  of  the  l6th  century. 

"  Spenter,  his  character,  subject  of  his  poem  allegoric  and  romantic,  of  Provencal 
invention:  but  his  manner  of  creating  it  borrowed  from  the  second  Italian  school. 
Drayton,  Fairfax,  Phin.  Fletcher,  Golding,  Phaer,  &c.  this  school  ends  m  Milton. 

"  A  third  Kalian  school,  full  of  conceit,  begun  in  Q.  Elizabeth's  reign,  continoed 
under  Jaraes,  and  Charles  the  first,  by  Donne,  Crashaw,  Cleveland,  carried  to  its 
height  by  Cowley,  and  ends  perhaps  in  Sprat. 

•'  P.  4. — School  of  France,  introduced  after  Ihe  Restoration.  Waller,  Dryden, 
Addison,  Prior  and  Pope,  which  has  continued  down  to  our  own  times. 

*^  You  will  observe  that  my  idea  was  in  some  measure  taken  from  a  scribbled  paper 
of  Pope,  of  which  (I  believe)  you  have  a  copy.  You  wiU  also  see  that  I  have  excluded 
dramatic  poetry  entirely,  which  if  you  have  taken  m,  it  will  at  least  double  the  bulk 
and  labour  of  your  book."^ 

Mr.  Mant,  very  naturally  desirous  of  accounting  for  Warton's  liavtng  deviated 
from  Gray's  plan,  transcribes  a  pjfrt  of  the  preface  to  the  history.  Perhaps,  iiow- 
ever,  the  reader  will  be  holler  pleased  with  Mr.  Warton  s  answer  to  the  above 
letter,  which  has  never  yet  appeared,  and  is  now  transcribed  from  his  own  copy. 

• 

<  This  letter  oondades  with  requesting  th^  favour  of  some  atteutioD  to  a  foreign  young  gentlemra, 
then  entered  of  one  of  the  colleges.  ^Xr,  Mant,  nho  is  indebted  to  the  G^tleman's  Magazine  for  tto 
copy  he  has  given,  adrls,  "There  seems  no  reason  to  doubt  of  its  genuineness,  though  there  may  be  to 
question  who  it  was  that  had  the  power  or  right  to  communicate  it*'  How  it  came  into  the  Magazine 
during  Mr.  'Wnrton's  life-time,  I  know  not  The  Qrigiua),  however,  is  now  in  my  posseasioD,  with  War- 
loo'i  imswer.    C. 
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•*  Sir, 

« I  am  infinitely  obliged  to  you  for.  the  favour  of  your  letter. 

*^  Your  Plan  for  the  History  of  English  Poetry  is  admirably  constructedj  and 
imicb  improved  from  an  idea  of  Pope,  which  Mr.  Mason  obligingly  sent  me  by  HppU- 
odon  from  our  friend  Dr.  Hurd.  I  regret  that  a  writer  of  your  consummate  taste 
abould  not  have  executed  it. 

"  Although  I  have  not  followed  this  plan,  yet  it  is  of  great  service  to  me,  and  throws 
noch  l^ht  on  many  of  my  periods,  by  giving  connected  views  and  details.  I  begin 
with  such  an  introductimi,  or  general  dissertattion,  as  you  had  intended:  viz.  on  the 
Northern  Poetry,  with  its  introduction  into  England  by  the  Danes  and  Saxons^  and 
its  duration.  I  then  begin  my  History  at  the  conquest,  which  I  write  chronologicaUy 
in  sections ;  and  oontmue,  as  matter  Bucoessively  ofiers  itself,  m  a  series  of  regular 
SBoab,  down  to  and  beyond  the  Restoration.  I  thmk  with  you  that  dramatic  poetry 
B  detached  from  the  idea  of  my  work,  that  it  requires  a  separate  consideration^  and 
trill  swdl  the  size  of  my  book  beyond  all  bounds.  One  of  my  sections,  a  very  large 
oae,  is  entirely  on  Chaucer^  and  exactly*fills  your  title  of  Part  Second,  In  the  course 
of  my  annals,  I  consider  collaterally  the  poetry  of  different  nations  as  influencing  our 
o«B.  What  I  have  at  present  fimshed  ends  with  the  section  on  Chaucer,  and  will 
ibnost  make  my  first  volume :  for  I  design  two  volumes  in  quarto.  This  first  volume 
will  soon  be  in  the  press.  I  should  have  said  before,  that  although  I  proceed  chro- 
B<>l<'gically,  yet  I  of^  stand  still  to  give  some  general  view,  as  perhaps  of  a  particular 
tpedes  of  poetry,  &c.  and  even  antic^nUe  sometimes  for  this  purpose.  These  views 
oAea  form  one  section :  yet  are  interwoven  into  the  tenour  of  the  work,  without  inter- 
mfUmg  my  historical  series.  In  this  respect,  some  of  my  sections  have  the  efiect  of 
ym  porta  or  dioisions — \ 

"  1  cannot  take  my  leave  without  dedaring,  that  ray  strongest  incitement  to  prose- 
cite  the  History  of  English  Poetry  is  the  pleasing  hope  of  being  approved  by  you ; 
whose  tme  genius  I  so  justly  venerate,  and  whose  genuine  poetry  has  ever  given  me 
tnch  sincere  pleasure.    I  am,  sir,  &€." 
«  Winchester  College,  April  20,  1770." 

It  b  almost  needless  to  say  that  the  progress  of  Warton's  History  afibrded  the 
iaghest  gratification  to  every  learned  and  elegant  mind.  Ritson,  however,  whose 
learning  appears  to  have  been  dear  to  him  only  as  it  administered  to  his  illiberalityy 
attacked  our  antfaor  in  a  pamphlet,  entitled  Observations  on  the  three  first  volumes 
of  the  History  of  English  Poetry,  in  a  familiar  Letter  to  the  Author,  1782.  *In  thb, 
wUe  he  pointed  out  some  real  inaccuracies,  for  which  he  mij^t  have  received  the 
tbuib  of  the  historian,  his  chief  object  seems  to  have  been  to  vblate,  by  low  scur- 
liGtj  and  personal  acrimony,  every  principle  of  liberal  criticism,  and  of  that  decorous 
inlerchange  of  respect  which  men  of  learning,  not  otherwise  acquainted,  preserve  be- 
twecQ  one  another.  What  could  have  provoked  all  this  can  be  known  only  to  those 
vho  have  <%ped  into  a  heart  rendered  callous  by  a  contempt  for  every  thing  sacred 
ttd  social. 
• 

"I  Thii  bhak  is  filled  up  by  a  notice  of  the  young  foreigner  Kcommended  by  Gray.    C, 

VsuZVUL  Q 
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In  1777,  Mr.  Warton  published  a  collection  of  his  poems,  but  omittidg  some  which 
had  appeared  before:  a  second  edition  followed  io  177S>  a  third  m  1779p  and  a  fotirtli 
in  1789-  .The  omissions  in  all  these  are  now  restored. 

In  1781  he  seems  to  have  diverted  his  mind  to  a  plan  as  arduous  0$  his  Hislory  of 
Poetiy.  He  had  been  for  some  time  making  collections  for  a  Parochial  Hbtory,  or 
as  it  is  more  usually  called,  a  County  History  of  Oxfordshire.  As  a  specimen,  he 
printed  a  few  copies  of  the  History  of  the  parish  of  Kiddingten,  which  were  gifen  to 
bis  friends,  but  in  1782  an  edition  was  offered  to  the  public.  Topography  bad  long 
fanned  one  of  his  favourite  studies,  and  the  aeuteness  with  which  he  had  investigated 
the  progress  of  ancient  architectare  ^  gave  him  undoubtedly  high  ckiims  to  the  honours 
of  an  antiquary,  but  as  be  stood  pledged  for  the  completion  of  fab  poetical  histocy, 
it  is  to  be  regretted  that  he  should  have  begun  at  this  advanced  period  of  life  to  in- 
dulge the  prospect  of  aa  undertaking  which  he  never  could  complete. 

In  }  78^  he  took  an  active  part  in  the  Chattertonian  controversy,  by  puUishing  an 
Enquiry  into  the  authenticity  of  the  Poems  attributed  to  Thomas  Rowley.  He  bad 
already  introduji^ed  the  question  into  his  history,  and  now  more  decidedly  gave  his 
opinion  that  these.poems  were  the  fabrication  of  Chatterton.  The  same  year,  he  pub- 
lislied  his  verses  on  sir  Joshua  Reynolds's  painted  wuidow  in  New  Cottege  chapeL 
This  produced  a  letter  to  him  from  sir  Joshua,  in  winch,  with  a  pardonable  vanity,  if 
it  at  all  deserve  that  appellation,  he  evpiesses  a  wish  that  his  name  had  appeared  in 
the  verses.  In  a  second  edition,  Warton  complied  wHh  a  wish  so  flattering  to  hmn 
self  by  implying  the  duration  of  his  poetry,  and  RBYMOf<DS  was  substituted  for  the 
word  Artist. 

In  thb  year  also  he  was  presented  by  Lb  college  to  the  donative  of  HMl  Farrancci 
in  Somersetshire,  and  about  the  same  time  became  a  member  of  the  library  Club, 
composed,  of  those  friends  of  Dr.  Johnson  whose  eonveisations  form  so  interesting  a 
part  of  hb  life  by  BoswelK  In  1785,  he  was  chosen  Camden  proYessor  of  history  on 
the  resignation  of  Dr.  (now  sir  William)  Seott.  By  the  letters  added  to  WooU's  life 
of  his  brother,  we  find  that  our  author  was  making  interest  for  the  professorship  of 
modem  hbtory  in  1768,  when  Vivian  was  preferred.  Warburton  on  thb  occasion 
sent  him  a  letter,  complimenting  him  on  the  heroic  manner  in  which  he  bore  bb  disap- 
pomtment,  and  informing  him,  aa  a  piece  of  consolation,  that  Viviau  had  an  ulcer  in 
fab  bladder,  which  was  likely  to  prove  fatal  in  a  short  time !— As  Camden  professor, 
he  delivered  an  maugural  lecture,  ingenious,  leameds  and  full  of  promise,  but, 
says  hb  biographer,  '*  he  suffered  the  rostrum  to  grow  cold  while  it  was  in  fab  pos* 
session."  . 

The  office  of  poet  laureate  was  accepted  by  him  thb  year,  as  it  was  offered  at  the 
express  desire  of  hb  majesty,  and  he  filled  it  with  credit  to  himself  and  to  the  place. 
Whitehead,  his  immediate  predecessor,  bad  the  mbfortune»to  succeed  Cibber,  and 
could  with  difficulty  make  the  public  look  seriously  on  the  periodical  labours  of  the 
laureate,  yet  by  perseverance  lie  contrived  to  restore  some  degree  of  respect  to  the 
office.  Warton  succeeded  yet  better  by  varyiug  the  accustomed  modes  of  address, 
and  by  recalling  the  mind  to  gothic  periods  and  splendid  events.    The  facetious  au- 

8  In  his  Observations  on  Spenser ;  and  since  published,  with  other  essays  on  the  same  sotg^,  by  Mr 
Taylorof  Holbom,  1800.    C 
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tlion,  indeed,  of  the  Protmtkmarjr  Odes,  (a  set  of  poKtical  satires)  took  some  freedom 
Willi  bis  Batne,  but  they  seemed  to  be  aware  that  another  Gibber  would  have  soiled 
tiieir  purpose  better;  and  Wartoo,  who  possessed  a  large  share  of  humour,  and  a  quick 
sense  of  ridkole,  was  not  to  be  offended  because  he  had  for  once  been  ^'  tiie  occasion 
of  wit  in  other  men  V 

Hblast  publication  was  an  edition  of  the  Jutenile  Poems  of  Milton,  with  notes,  the 
object  of  which  was  ^*  to  explain  his  author's  allusions,  to  illustrate  or  to  vindicate  his 
beauties,  to  point  out  his  imitations,  both  of  others  and  of  himself,  to  elucidate  his 
obsolete  diction,  and  by  the  adduction  and  juxtaposition  of  parallels  gleaned  both  from 
bis  poetry  and  {)rose,  to  ascertain  his  favourite  words,  and  to  show  the  pecuyarities  of 
his  phraseology."  The  first  edition  of  this  work  appeared  in  1785,  and  the  second  in 
1791,  a  short  time  aAe r  his  death*  It  appears  that  he  had  prepared  the  alterations 
and  additions  for  the  press  some  time  before.  It  was  indeed  ready  for  the  press  in 
17S9,  and  probably  begun  about  tliat  time,  but  was  not  completed  until  after  his  death, 
when  the  task  of  coi^recting  the  sheets  ilevoWed  upon  his  brother.  His  intentKHi  was 
to  extend  hb  pkm  to  a  second  volume,  containing  the  Paradise  Regained  and  Samp- 
son Agonirtes,  and  he  left  notes  on  both.  He  had  the  proof  sheets  of  the  first  edition 
printed  only  on  one  side,'wfateh  be  carefully  bound.  Tbey  are  now  in  my  possession, 
ind  demonstrate  what  pams  he  took  in  avokting  errours,  and  altering  expressKMis  which 
appeared  on  a  second  review  to  be  weak  or  improper  Tlie  second  edition  of  Milton 
was  enriched  liy  Dr.  Charles  Bumey's  learned  remarks  on  the  Greek  verses,  and  by  soma 
observations  on  the  other  poems  by  Warburton,  which  were  communicated  to  the 
editor  by  Dr.-Hurd.  At  the  time  of  our  author's  death,  a  new  edition  of  his  poems 
was  sdso  preparing  for  puMi^tidn. 

His  death  was  soinewhat  sudden.  Until  his  sixty-second  year,  he  enjoyed  vigorous 
and  uninterrupted  health.  On  being  seized  with  the  gout,  he  went  to  Bath,  from  whkh 
he  returned  recovered,  m  his  own  opinion,  but  it  was  evklent  to  his  friends  that  his 
constitution  liad  received  a  fatal  shock.  On  Thursday,  May  20,  1790,  he  passed  the 
eremig  in  the  common  room,  and  was  for  some  time  more  cheerful  than  usual.  Be* 
tween  ten  and  eleven  o'cledi  he  was  suddenly  seized  with  a  paralytic  stroke,  and  ex* 
pired  next  day  about  two  o'clock.  On  the  27th  his  remains  were  interred  in  the  ante- 
ehapei  of  Triiilty  College,  with  the  highest  academical  honours;  the  ceremony  being 
attended,  not  only  by  the  members  of  bis  own  college,  but  by  the  vice^hancellor, 
beads  of  hooaes,  and  procton.  His  grave  is  marked  by  a  plain  inscription  whith  entt<- 
;  his  preferments,  with  bis  age,  and  the  date  of  his  death. 


»  We  have  hh  broCher'fl  iraihority  that  "  he  always  heartily  Ipmed  in  the  laugh,  and  applauded  the 
tmatilTr  wH  nad  humour  that  appearecT  in  many  of  thOBn  origiaal  satires."  ^r.  Bowles's  evidence 
my  be  dted  as  more  impartial,  and  as  affording  the  testrmony  of  an  excellent  judge  to  the  character 
ef  WaiCuo.  "  I  can  say,  being  at  that  time  a  schalar  of  Trinity  College,  that  the  laureat,  who  did  the 
fitttest  bODOor  to  his  station  from  his  real  })oetIcal  abilities,  did  most  heartily  join  in  the  laugh  of  the 
Piobatlfluary  Odes :  for  a  man  more  devoid  of  envy,  anger,  and  ill-nature,  never  existed.  So  sweet  was 
hstHnper,  ao  rtmote  fiom  pedantry  and  all  afGKtation  was  bis  conduct;  that  when  even  Ritson's  scnr- 
rikiQs  abote  caoM  out,  in  which  he  asserted  thi^  his  back  was  "  broad  enough,  and  his  heart  hard 
CMogh",  to  bear  any  thing  Ritson  could  lay  on  it,  he  only  said,  with  his  usual  smHe,  **  a  hlack^et' 
(cr'ddof,  ar  (."—Bowles's  Edition  of  Pope's  IVorks,  YI.  325.    C 
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To  these  particultfr»>  M>iue  of  whicb  have  been  taken  from  Mr.  Manf  s  life  of  Wartoflr, 
prefixed  to  an  edition  of  bis  poems,  published  in  1 802,  it  may  now  be  added  on  ano- 
ther authority,  that  from  April  \755  to  April  177^,  he  served  the  curacy  of  Wood- 
stock, except  during  tlie  Ipng  vacations,  and  although  his  pulpit  oratory  does  not  appear 
to  have  ever  entitled  him  to  particular  notice,  many  are  still  alive  who  speak  of  bim 
vrith  more  regard  and  affection  than  of  any  person  who  ever  ofiiciated  there  *°. 

Mn  Warton's  personal  character  has  been  drawn  at  great  length  by  Mr.  Mant,  and 
seems  to  have  no  defects  but  what  are  incident  to  men  who  have  passed  their  days  in 
retirement  from  pehshed  life.  A  few  pecuUarities  are  recorded  wliicb  might  perhaps 
have  been  omitted  without  injary  to  the  portrait.  Some  of  them  seem  to  be  given  upon 
doubtful  authority,  and  others  are  not  strictly  speaking  characteristic,  because  not  habi- 
tual, or,  if  habitual,  are  too  insignificant  for  notice.  It  is  of  as  little  consequence  to  know 
that  Mr.Wartoh  smoked  tobacco,  as  that  GiblM>n  took  snuff,  and  Johnson  preserved  the 
chips  of  oranges.  It  has  been  said,  however,  that  Mr.  )Varton  was  a  lover  of  low 
company,  a  more  serious  charge,  if  it  could  be  substantiated.  But  what  low  com- 
pany means  is  not  always  very  obvious.  It  is  not  asserted  that  Warton  disgraced  hu 
character  by  a  constant  association  with  low  company,  and  that  he  should  have  occa- 
sionally amused  himself  wttli  the  manners  and  conversation  of  humble  tradesmen, 
jnechanics,  or  peasants,  was  surely  no  great  crime  in  one  whose  researches  imposed  in 
some  degree  the  necessity  of  studying  mankind  in  all  ranks,  and  who,  m  the  illustia- 
tion  of  our  ancient  poets,  had  evidently  profited  by  becoming  acquainted  with  the 
conversation  of  the  modem  vulgar. 

In  literary  company  he  is  said  to  liave  been  rather  silent,  but  this,  his  surnving  friends 
can  recollect,  was  only  where  the  company  consisted  of  a  majority  of  strangers;  and 
a  man  who  has  a  refputation  to  guard  will  not  lightly  enter  into  conversation  before  he 
knows  something  of  those  with  whom  he  b  to  converse.  In  the  company  of  his 
friends,  among  whom  he  could  reckon  the  learned,  the  polite,  and  the  gay,  no  man 
was  more  communicative,  more  social  in  his  habits,  and  convecsation,  or  descended 
more  frequently  from  the  grave  interchange  of  sentiment^  to  a  mere  play  of  wit. 

His  temper  was  habitually  calm.  His  disposition  gentle,  friendly,  and  forgiving. 
His  resentments,  where  he  could  be  supposed  to  have  any,  were  expressed  rather  in 
the  language  of  jocularity  than  anger.  Mr.  Mant  has  given  as  a  report  what  it  were 
to  be  wished  he  had  omitted,  that  Dr.  Johnson  said  of  Warton,  *'he  was  tlie  only 
man  of  genius  that  he  knew  witliout  a  heart."  It  is  highly  improbable  that  Johnson, 
who  loved  and  practised  truth  and  justice,  should  say  this  of  one  with  whom  lie  had 
exchanged  so  many  acts  of  personal  and  literary  friendship.  It  is  to  be  regretted,  in- 
deed, that  towards  the  end  of  Johnson's  life,  there  was  a  coolness  between  him  and 
the  Wartons,  but  if  it  be  true  that  he  wept  ou  tlie  recollection  of  his  past  friendship, 
it  is  very  unlikely  that  he  would  have  characterised  Mr.  Warton  in  the  manner  re* 
ported.  Whatever  was  the  cause  of  the  abatement  of  tlieur  ultimacy,  Mr.  Warton 
discovered  no  rebutment  when  he  communicated  so  many  pleasmg  anecdotes  of  John* 
son  to  Mr.  Bosweil,  nor  when  he  came  to  discuss  the  merits  of  Milton  m  opposition  to 

• 
10  Baldwio's  Literary  Journal,  1803,  wliere  are  fome  other  anecdotes  and  characteriftioi  very  h»> 
Muurable  iu  Mr.  WartoD,  and  eridentiy  written  by  one  who  knew  bim  well.    C. 
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tbe  opinmns  of  that  eminent  critic.    Dr.  Warton,  indeed,  as  miiy  be  seen  in  his  notei 
00  Pope,  mixed  somewhat  more  asperity  with  his  review  of  Johnson's  sentiments. 

Instances  of  Warton  s  tenderness  of  heart,  affeclionale  regard  for  children,  and  general 
hamanity,  have  been  accamulated  by  all  who  knew  him.  Nor  is  tliis  wonderful,  for  he 
knew  nothing  of  one  quality  which  ever  keeps  the  heart  shut.  He  had  no  avarice,  no 
ambition  to  acquire  the  su}>eriority  which  wealth  is  supposed  to  confer.  For  many  years 
he  lived  on  his  maintenance  from  college,  and  from  the  profits  of  a  small  living,  with  the 
occasional  fruits  of  his  labour  as  a  teacher  or  as  a  writer.  It  cannot  be  doubted  that 
as  he  had  been  tutor  to  the  son  of  the  prime  minister,  (lord  North)  and  to  the  sous  of 
other  persons  of  rank,  he  might  reasonably  have  expected  higher  prefetment.  But 
it  happens  with  preferment  more  generally  than  the  world  suspects,  that  what  is  not 
asked  is  not  given.  Warton  had  a  mind  above  servile  submission,  yet  he  would  have 
asked  w4iere  asking  is  a  matter  of  course,  had  not  his  contented  indolence,  or  perhaps 
the  dread  of  a  rciiisal,  induced  him  to  sit  down  with  the  emoluments  which  cost  neither 
trouble  or  anxiety.  What  he  got  by  his  writings  could  not  be  much.  However  ex- 
cellent in  themselves,  they  were  not  calculated  for  quick  and  extensive  sale,  and  it  is  said 
he  sold  the  copy-right  of  his  History  of  Poetry  for  less  than  four  hundred  pounds. 

In  the  exercise  of  his  profession  as  a  divine,  Mr.  Mant  has  not  heard  that  he  was 
much  disdngoished.  He  went  through  the  routine  of  parochial  duty  in  a  respectful 
mmier,  bat  a  harried  mode  of  speaking,  partly  owing  to  habit  and  partly  to  a  natural 
impedimMity  prevented  his  being  heard  with  advantage  ".  It  is  a  more  serious  object 
tion,  that  he  has,  particularly  in  his  notes  on  Milton,  expressed  opinions  on  religious 
topics,  the  consequence  of  which  he  had  not  dehberately  considered.  He  hated  Puritans 
nd  Calviniists,  bat  does  not  seem  to  have  understood  very  clearly  that  his  own  church, 
aad  every  pure  church,  has  many  doctrines  in  common  with  them.  His  opinions 
«D  psalmodj^  and  on  the  observation  of  Sunday,  are  particularly  objectionable. 

As  a  contributor  to  the  literature  of  his  country  few  men  stand  higher  than  Waiton« 
He  was  the  firet  who  taught  the  true  method  of  acquiring  a  taste  for  the  excellencies 
of  cor  aacieiit  poets»  and  of  rescuing  their  writings  from  obscurity  and  oblivion.  In 
this  nsped  he  is  the  father  of  the  school  of  commentators,  and  if  some  have,  in  certain 
instances,  excelled  their  master,  they  ought  to  recollect  to  whom  they  are  indebted  for 
directing  them  to  the  paths  of  research.  Of  Warton  it  may  be  said  as  of  Addison, 
"  He  is  now  despised  by  some  who  perhaps  would  never  have  seen  his  defects,  but  by 
the  lights  which  he  afforded  them."  His  erudition  was  extensive,  and  his  industry  mast 
have  been  at  one  time  incessant.  The  references  in  his  History  of  Poetry  only,  indi- 
cate a  eoorae  of  ▼arious  reading*  collation  and  transcription,  to  which  the  common  life 
of  man  weesaa  insufllcient  He  was  one  of  those  scholars  who  have  happily  rescued  the 
study  of  antiquities  from  the  reproaches  of  the  frivolous  or  indolent*  Amidst  the  most 
nigged  tntki  of  ancient  lore,  he  produces  cultivated  spots,  flowery  paths,  and  gay 
prospects.  Many  of  the  digressions  that  have  been  censured  in  his  history,  appear  to 
have  beeo  contrived  for  this  purpose,  and  the  relief  which  his  own  mind  demanded, 
he  thoQgfat  would  not  be  unacceptable  to  his  fellow-travellers. 

"  T«o  sennons  vhicli  he  preached  repeatedly  are  in  my  posMssion,  but  neither  written  by  KimtelC 
^  is  a  printed  fennon  for  the  Martyrdom,  curiouBly  abridj^ed :  the  other  is  in  an  oM  band,  probably 
UBbther'i.    a 
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To  the  industry  fvliich  he  employed  in  all  his  literary  undertakings,  there  can  be  no 
doubt  he  was  indebted  for  much  of  that  placid  temper  and  contentment  which  du- 
liiiguisbed  him  as  a  resident  member  of  the  university.  The  miseries  of  indolence  are 
known  only  to  those- who  have  no  regular  pursuit,  nothing  in  view,  howei'er  easy  or 
^duous,  nothing  by  which  time  may  be  shortened  by  occupation,  and  occupation 
rendered  easy  by  habit  To  all  this  waste  of  time  and  talent,  Warton  was  a  stranger. 
Dnriag  the  long  vacation,  indeed,  he  generally  resided  with  bis  brother  at  Winchester, 
but  e?eii  thia  was  a  change  of  place  rather  tlian  of  occupation.  There  he  found  libra- 
lies,  scholars  and  critics,  and  could  still  indulge  his  delight  in  "  cloysters  pale,**  "  the 
tapered  choir,"  and  **  sequestered  bles  of  the  deep  dome;"  and  there  as  well  as  at 
bcme,  be  continued  his  researches,  and  enjoyed  solitude  or  society  in  such  proportions 
as  suited  his  immediate  inclination. 

Yet  as  he  pursued  an  untried  |>ath,  and  was  the  founder  of  his  own  studies,  it  can- 
not be  a  matter  of  great  surprise,  if  he  failed  in  couduc^ug  them  with  due  method. 
To  this  it  was  owing  that  the  emendations  and  additions  to  his  first  and  second  vohnoes 
are  so  numerous  as  to  have  been  made  the  ground  of  a  serious  charge  against  his  dili- 
gence and  accuracy.  But  had  he  lived  to  complete  the  work,  he  could  have  no  doubt 
offered  such  ex£uses  as  must  have  been  readily  accepted  by  every  reflectipg  mind.    If 
we  adJDit  the  tnagnitude  of  the  undertaking,  which  evidently  exceeded  his  own  idea 
when  he  fondly  hoped  that  it  might  have  been  finklied  in  two  or  three  volumes ;  if 
we  consider  the  vast  number  of  books  he  liad  to  consult  for  matters  apparently  trifliag, 
but  really  important;  that-  he  had  the  duties  of  a  cleigyman  and  tutor  to  perform  while 
engaged  in  this  work,  and  above  all,  that  his  friends  were  assisting  him,  often  too  late, 
with  additional  illustrations  or  references,  it  will  not  afqpear  highly  censurable  that  he 
dismissed  his  volumes  capable  of  improvement.     From  his  own  copy  of  the  ftrst 
volume  of  his  Hi&U>ry,  and  of  bis  edition  of  Milton,  both  now  before  me^  it  appears 
Ui^  he  corrected  witl^  fastidious  care,  and  was  extremely  anxious  to  render  his  style 
)vhat  we  now  find  it,  perspicuous,  vigorous,  and  occasionally  oruainented.      His  cor- 
rections, however,  are  often  written  in  an  indistinct  hand,  and  this  perhaps  occasioned 
fresh  errours  which  he  had  not  au  op|K)rtunity  to  correct.    He  bad  not  found  out  the 
secret,  which  appiears  to  be  yet  a  secret  to  most  writers,  tiie  danger  and  inconvenienoe 
of  sending  unfinished  works  to  the  press.      This  was  not  the  practice  of  our  eminent 
historians.    Hume,  Robertson,  aiul  Gibbou  completed  every  line  of  their  volumes  be- 
fore they  began  to  print.    But  whoever  attempts  to  feed  the  press  4rom  flay  to  day, 
will  soon  find  his  stores  exhausted,  and  himself  obliged  to  furnish  a  hd^,  oiide  copy, 
which,  if  he  is  afterwards  ashamed  of  it,  he  finds  it  too  late  to  withdraw,  and  not  very 
easy  to  mend. — ^With  all  its  faults,  however,  this  history  will  ever  ffemaio  a  monument 
of  learning,  taste,  and  judgment,  such  as  few  men  m  any  nation  hi^ve  been  able  to  pro- 
duce. 

His  poetry,  as  well  as  tliat  of  his  brother,  has  been  the  occasion  of  some  dififeraoce 
of  opinion  among  the  critics,  and  the  scImoI  of  Warton,  as  it  is  called,  has  not  of  late 
been  always  mentioned  with  the  respect  it  deserves.  Ampng  the  chamcteristics  of  our 
author^s  poetry,  however,  his  style  may  be  considered  as  manly  and  energetic,  but  sel- 
dom varied  by  the  graces  of  suoplicity.  Hb  habiU  of  thought  led  him  to  commence 
all  his  poems  in  a  style  pompous  and  smeUmg ;  his  ideas  often  ran  mi  the  unaginary 
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4iji  of  golUe  grandeur,  9^4  nu^^ty  aehtovemepl;  tod  where  aucli  svl^cts  were  to 
be  treated,  as  id  hk  Triumph  of  Isis,  and  in  hb  Laureat  Odi»y  no  nan  could  have 
clothed  them  in  language  more  appropriate* 

Ifie  Triumph  of  Isiswaji  written  in  his  twenty-firat  ]war»  and  exhibits  the  same 
beauties  and  faults  which  are  to  be  found  in  his  mature  productions.  Among  these 
last,  is  a  redundancy  of  epithet,  which  is  iiunre  frequently  a  proof  of  hibour  tiMu  of 
taste.  The  Pleasures  of  Melsiacboiy  appears  to  me  to  be  a  DM>re  genuine  spooimen  of 
cady  taleot  He  was  o«ly  in  his  aevanteemth  year,  when  his  mind  was  so  richly  adored 
with  striking  and  elegant  imagery. 

In  feneral,  he  seems  to  have  taken  Wi^^  for  his  model,  and  ibroiigbout  Us  poems 
we  find  esfUMsions  borrowed  with  as  much  freedom  from  Milton,  as ,  be  has  proved 
Ihat  MiUw  borrowed  from  others.  One  piece  only,  Newmarket,  is  an  imitation  of 
Pope,  Md  h  certainly  one  of  the  finest  altires  in  onr  language.  In  ibis  he  has  not 
only  adopted  the  veni^cation  of  Pope,  and  emulated  bis  wit  and  point,  but  many  of 
hii  lilies  aiw  parodies  on  what  he  recollected  in  Pope's  Satires.  This  freedom  of  bor- 
rowing, however,  saevss  so  g^ueiaUy  allowed*  that  it  can  fi>rm  no  higher  ^j^cftion 
against  Warton,  than  against  Pope,  Gray,  and  others  of  acknowledged  eminence.  We 
cannot  be  surprised  that  the  metnory  of  such  a  student  as  Warton,  should  be  familiar 
with  the  choicest  language  of  poetry,  and  that  he  should  often  adopt  it  unconscious  of 
its  being  the  pn^rty  of  another. 

The  frequent  use  of  alliteration  is  a  more  striking  defect.  It  is  wonderful,  that  he 
who  had  an  ear  for  music,  could  tolerate  such  liues  as 

Issues  to  clothe  in  gladsome  glist'ring  green 
The  genial  globe— 
or, 

The  due  clock  swinging  slow  with  sweepy  swing, 

whkh,  by  the  way,  is  a  parody  on  a  more  expressive  line, 
Swinging  slow  with  sullen  roar. 

These  however  are  strictures  which  ought  not  to  interfere  with  the  general  merit  of 
Warton,  as  a  poet  of  original  genius.  His  descriptive  pieces,  Imd  he  written  nothiog 
dse,  would  have  proved  his  claim  to  that  title.  Nothing  can  be  more  natural,  just, 
or  delightful,  than  his  pictures  of  rural  life.  The  first  of  April,  and  the  Approach  of 
Summers  have  seldom  l>een  rivalled,  and  capnot  perhaps  be  excelled.  The  only 
objection  which  some  critics  have  started  is,  that  hb  descriptions  are  not  varied  by  re- 
flection. He  gives  an  exquisite  landscape,  but  does  not  always  express  the  feelings  it 
creates.  His  brother,  speaking  of  Thomson,  observes,  that  tlie  unexpected  msertion 
<rf  reflections,  *^  imparts  to  us  the  same  pleasure  that  we  feel,  when,  m  wandering 
through  a  wilderness  or  grove,  we  suddenly  behold  in  the  turning  of  the  walk  a  statue 
of  some  Virtue  or  Muse."  Yet  in  Warlon's  descriptive  poetry,  it  is  no  small  merit  to 
have  produced  so  much  effect,  so  many  exquisite  picturies  without  tfab  aid. 

Ite  Suicide  perhaps  deserves  a  yet  higher  character,  rising  to  the  sublime  by  grada- 
tions which  speak  to  every  imagination.  It  has  indeed  been  objected  that  it  is  imper- 
fect, and  too  allegorical.  It  appeals,  however,  so  forcibly  to  the  heart,  awakens  so 
many  important  reflections,  and  contains  so  happy  a  mixture  of  terrour  and  consoU- 
tim»  that  it  seems  difficult  to  lay  it  down  without  unmixed  admiration.    The  Crusade 
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and  the  Orav#  of  Arthur,  are  likewise  q)eciineiis  of  genuine  poetical  taste,  acting  *oti 
materials  that  are  difficult  to  manage.  Both  in  invention  and  execution,  these  odea 
may  rank  among  the  finest  of  their  species  in  our  language. 

Warton  has  afforded  many  proofs  of  an  exquisite  relish  for  humour  in  his  Fane- 
gyric  on  Oxford  Ale,  the  Progress  of  Discontent,  and  other  pieces  classed  under  that 
denomination.  His  success  in  these  productions  leads  once  more  to  the  remaik  that 
few  men  have  combined  so  many  quidities  of  mind,  a  taste  for  the  sublime  and 
the  pathetic,  the  gay  and  humorous,  the  pursuits  of  the  antiquary,  and  the  pleasures 
of  amusement,  the  labours  of  research,  and  the  play  of  imagination. 

Upon  the  y/hxAe,  it  may  be  allowed,  that  as  a  poet,  he  is  original,  various  and  ele- 
gant, but  that  in  most  of  his  pieces  he  discovers  the  taste  that  results  from  a  studied 
train  of  thought,  rather  than  the  wild  and  enraptured  strams  that  arise  from  passion, 
inspued  on  the  moment,  ungovernable  in  their  progress,  and  grand  even  in  their  wan- 
derings. Still  he  deserves  to  be  classed  among  the  revivers  of  genuine  poetiy,  by  pre- 
ferring '*  fiction  and  fancy,  [Hcturesque  description  and  romantic  imagery,''  to  **  wit 
and  elegance,  sentiment  and  satnre,  sparkling  coujrfets,  and  pointed  periods  ^\" 

^  Piefiuse  to  IKiltOD'f  Poems.    C. 
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Orotii  ExcerpU  ex  Tragicis,  p.  463. 
et  ValclLeiUBrii  Diatriben  in  £uri- 
pidb  relljq.  p.  S12. 


TBI 

TRWMPU  OF  ISIS, 

OCCASIONED  IT 

ISIS,  AN  ELEGY. 

(wtmfii  m  1749,  THE*  author's  21st  tsar.) 

Qnid  aifai  iieicioqaiiD,proprio  cam  Tybride,Roiiiam 
SaBperinoregeris?  Refenmt  si  Tera  paraites, 
HsK  mbem  inano  miUns  qui  marte  pelivit, 
LctitnsTiolaneredit    Neci 


f)p  dkmag  flawen  when  gemal  gales  diffuse 
^  The  fragraiit  tribute  of  refreshing  dews ; 
^Ite  diants  the  jnilk-maid  at  her  balmy  pail, 
Aad  veary  icapen  whistle  o'er  the  vale ; 
^^snnM  by  the  muimnn  of  the  qoiy'ring  shade. 
O'er  IsU>willow.frhiged  banks  I  stray'd : 
Aad  calmly  musiiig  tfaroui^  the  twilight  way, 
bpeaaive  mood  I  fiam'd  the  Doric  lay. 
^^  lo !  Iroin  opeoiog  clouds  a  golden  gleam 
hmfd  sudden  qilesidours  o'er  the  shadowy  sUeam ; 
Aad  fiom  the  wave  arose  it's  guardian  queen, 
Kamni  by  her  sweepmg  stole  of  glossy  green ; 
^^Ue  in  the  coral  crown,  that  bound  her  brow, 
Was  aove  the  Delphic  lanreTs  Terdant  bough. 

As^  SBOOtli  wCuh^  of  the  dimply  flood 
Tbeiflver-slippar'd  virgin  lightly  trod  ; 


From  her  loose  hair  the  dropping  dew  she  press'^f- 
And  thus  mine  ear  in  accents  mild  address'd. 

No  more,  my  son,  the  rural  reed  employ. 
Nor  trill  the  tinkling  strain  of  empty  joy ; 
No  more  thy  love-resounding  sonnets  suit 
To  notes  of  pastoral  pipe,  or  oaten  flute. 
For  hark  !  high-thron'd  on  yon  miyestic  walls. 
To  the  dear  Muse  afflicted  Freedom  calls : 
When  Freedom  calls,  and  Oxford  bids  thee  sing,    * 
Why  stays  thy  hand  to  strike  the  sounding  string  ? 
While  thus,  in  Freedom's  and  in  Phebus*  spite. 
The  venal  «ods  of  slavish  Cam  unite ; 
To  shake  yoo  towers  when  Malice  rears  her  crest. 
Shall  all  my  sons  in  silence  idly  rest  ? 

Still  sing,  O  Cam,  yooriavMte  Freedom's  cause ; 
Still  boast  of  Freedom,  while  you  break  her  laws : 
To  power  your  songs  of  gratulation  pay. 
To  courts  address  soft  flattery's  servile  lay. 
What  though  your  genCIe  Mason's  plaintive  verse 
Has  hong  with  sweetest  wreaths  Musteus'  herse ; 
What  though  your  vaunted  bard's  ingenuous  woe. 
Soft  as  my  stream,  in  tuneful  numbers  flow ; 
Yet  strove  his  Muse,  by  fame  or  envy  led. 
To  tear  the  laurels  from  a  sister's  head  ?— > 
Misguided  youth  !  with  rude  unclassic  rage 
To  blot  the  beauties  of  thy  whiter  page  ! 
A  rage  that  sullies  e'en  thy  guiltless  lays. 
And  blasts  the  vernal  bloom  of  half  thy  bays. 

Let  Granta  boast  iSbe  patrons  of  her  name. 
Each  splendid  fool  of  fortune  and  of  fame : 
Still  of  preferment  let  her  shine  the  queen. 
Prolific  parent  of  each  bowing  dean : 
Be  hers  each  prelate  of  the  pamper'd  cheek. 
Each  courtly  chaplain,  sanctified  and  sleek : 
Still  let  the  drones  of  her  exhaustless  hive 
On  rich  plundities  supmely  thrive : 
Still  let  her  senates  titled  slaves  revere. 
Nor  dare  to  know  the  patriot  from  the  peer  ; 
No  longer  charm'd  by  Virtue's  lofty  song. 
Once  heard  sage  Milton's  manly  tones  among^ 
Where  Cam,  meandering  thro'  the  matted  reeds. 
With  loitering  wave  his  groves  of  laurel  feeds. 
Tia  ours,  my  son,  to  deal  the  sacred  bay. 
Where  bowmr  callSy  and  jnstioe  pomts  the  way ; 


Digitized  by  Google 


90 


WARTON'S  POEM& 


To  w«ar  the  welUeam'd  wreath  that  merit  brings. 
And  snatch  a^gtft  beyond  the  reach  of  kingt. 
Scorning  and  scom'd  by  courts,  yon  Mase*s  bower 
Still  nor  enjoys,  nor  seeks,  the  smile  of  power. 
Though  wakeful  Vengeance  watch  my  crystal  spring 
Though  Persecution  wave  her  iron  wing, 
And,  o'er  yon  spiry  temples  as  she  flies, 
**  These  destined  seats  be  mine,""  exulting  cries ; 
Fortune's  fair  smiles  on  Isis  still  attend :      ^ 
And,  as  the  dews  of  gracious  Heaven  descend 
Unask'd,  unseen,  in  still  but  copious  sbow'rs, 
Her  stores  on  me  spontaneous  Bounty  pours. 
See,  Science  walks  with  recent  chaplets  crown'd  ; 
With  £incy's  strain  my  fairy  shades  resound ; 
My  Muse  divine  still  keeps  her  custom'd  state. 
The  mien  erect,  and  high  majetic  gait : 
Green  as  of  old  each  oliv'd  portal  smiles, 
And  still  the  Graces  bulid  my  Greeiao  piles : 
My  Gothic  spires  in  igieient  glory  rise, 
And  dare  with  wonted  pride  to  rush  into  the  skies. 

E'en  late,  when  Radcliife's  delegated  train  ^ 
Auspicious  shone  in  Isis'  happy  plain  : 
When  yon  proud  dome,  fair  Learning's  amplest 

shrine, 
Beneath  its  Attic  roofe  receiv'd  the  Nine ; 
Was  Rapture  mute,  or  ceas'd  the  glad  acclame. 
To  Radcliife  due,  and  Isis'  honour'd  name } 
What  free-bom  crowds  adom'd  the  festive  day, 
Nor  blvsh'd  to  wear  my  tributary  bay ! 
How  each  brave  breast  with  honest  anlonrs  heav'd. 
When  Sheldon's  fane  ^  the  patriot  band  receiv'd ; 
While,  as  we  loudly  haii'd  the  chosen  few, 
Rome's  awful  senate  rusVd  upon  the  view ! 

0  may  the  day  in  latest  annals  shine, 
That  made  a  Beaufort  and  an  flarley  mine : 
That  bade  them  leave  the  loftier  scene  awhile, 

^    The  pomp  of  guiltless  state,  the  patriot  toil, 
Por  bleeding  Albion's  aid  the  sage  desisfn. 
To  hold  short  dalliance  with  the  tuneful  nine. 
Then  Music  left  her  silver  sphere  on  high, 
And  bore  each  strain  of  triumph  from  the  sky ; 
Swdl'd  the  loud  song,  and  to  my  chjefs  around 
Pour'd  the  full  paeans  of  mellifluous  sound. 
My  Naiads  blithe  the  dying  accents  caught. 
And  listening  danc'd  beneath  their  pearfy  grot  i 
In  gentjer  eddies  play'd  my  conscious  wave, 
And  all  my  reeds  their  softest  whispers  gave ;      ^ 
Each  Uiy  with  brighter  green  adom'd  my  bowers, 
And  breath'da  fresher  fragrance  on  my  flowers. 
But  lo  *  at  once  the  pealing  concerts  cease, 
And  crowded  theatres  are  huah'd  in  peace. 
See,  on  yon  sage  how  all  attentive  stand,  1 1 1 

To  catch  his  darting  eye,  and  waving  haiML 

1  The  Radcliffe  library  was  dedicated  on  the  13tfa 
of  April,  1749  ;  the  same  year  in  which  this  poem 
was  written.  The  ceremony  was  attended  l^  Cbarlef 
duke  of  Beaufort,  Edward  earl  of  Oxford,  and  tiv8 
other  trustees  of  Dr.  Radcliffe 's  will ;  and  a  speech 
upon  the  occasion  was  delivered  in  the  theatre  by 
Dr.  King,  principal  of  St  Mary  Hall,  and  public 
orator  of  the  university.  In  order  to  make  some 
uUusions  In  the  poem  more  intelligible,  it  is  oeces^ 
sary  to  add,  that  the  "  sage"  complimented  ip 
Ter.  111.  is  Dr.  King ;  and  "  the  puny  champicm," 
and  the  *«  parricide"  of  verses  131,  and  136,  i^ere 
designed  fbr  another  member  of  the  univeiyity,  |f  ith 
whom  Dr.  King  was  engaged  in  a  controversy. 

3  The  tbe«tre»  built^afav.  $b«]don  lOioHt  1^70. 


Hark  1  he  begins,  witfa^all  a  TuUy's  art. 

To  pour  the  dictates  of  a  Cato's  heart : 

Skill'd  to  pronounce  what  noblest  thoughts  inspire. 

He  blends  the  speaker's  with  the  patriot's  fire  ; 

Bold  to  conceive,  nor  timorous  to  conceal, 

•What  Britons  dare  to  think,  he  dares  to  tdl. 

Th  his  alike  th^  car  and  ^ye  to  charm. 

To  win  with  action,  and  with  sense  to  warm  j 

Untaught  in  flowery  periods  to  dispense 

The  Mling  sounds  of  sweet  impertinence : 

In  frowns  or  smiles  he  gains  an  equal  prize. 

Nor  meanly  fears  to  fall,  nor  creeps  to  rise  ; 

Bids  happier  days  to  Albion  be  restor'd. 

Bids  ancient  Justice  rear  her  radiant  sword; 

From  me.  as  from  my  country,  claims  applause. 

And  makes  an  Oxford^s,  a  Britannia's  cause. 

While  arms  like  these  my  stedfast  sages  wield. 
While  mine  Is  Truth's  impenetrable  shield ; 
Say,  shall  the  puny  champion  fondly  dare  131 

To  wage  with  force  like  this  scholastic  war  } 
Still  vainly  scribble  on  with  pert  pretence, 
With  all  the  rage  of  pedant  impotence  ? 
Say,  flhall  I  foeter  this  domestic  pest, 
This  parricide,  that  wounds  a  mother's  breast ! 

Thus  m  some  gallant  ship,  that  long  has  bore 
Britain's  victorious  cross  from  shore  to  shore. 
By  chance,  beneath  her  doae  seqaester'd  cells. 
Some  low-bom  worm,  a  lurking  mischief  dwelli  j 
Eats  his  blind  way,  and  saps  with  secret  guile 
The  deep  foundations  of  the  floating  pile : 
In  vain  the  forest  lent  its  stateliest  pride, 
ReaHd  her  tall  mast,  and  fram'd  her  knotty  side  ^ 
The  martial  thunder's  rage  in  vain  she  stood, 
Witli  every  conflict  of  the  stormy  flood  ; 
More  sure  the  reptile's  little  arts  devour. 
Than  wars,  or  waves,  or  Eurus'  wintry  power* 

Ye  fretted  pinnacfes,  ye  fanes  sublime. 
Ye  towers  that  wear  the  mossy  vest  of  time  ; 
Ye  massy  piles  of  old  munificence. 
At  once  the  pride  of  learning  and  defence ; 
Ye  cloisters  pale,  that  tengthening  to  the  sight. 
To  contemplation,  step  by  st^,  invite ; 
Ye  high-arch*d  walks,  where  oft  the  whispers  clear 
Of  harps  unseen  have  swepi  tl|«  poet's  ear ; 
Ye  temples  dim,  where  pious  duty  pays 
Her  holy  hymns  of  ever-echoing  praise ; 
Lo !  yoiu-  lov'd  Isis,  itom  the  bordering  iqite. 
With  all  a  mother's  fondness  bids  you  nan ! — 
Hail,  Oyford,  hail  I  of  all  that's  good  and  gfvafe^ 
Of  aU  thaes  fair,  the  guardian  and  <be  seat ; 
Nurse  of  eaeh  bvatie  pursuit,  each  fpsnsMHis  eiot. 
By  tmth  eaodtod  to  the  throne  of  ftoM  | 
like  Greece  in  science  and  in  liberty, 
Ai  Athens  leam'd,  as  Laoedemon  fi^  ; 

Ev'n  now,  coofess'd  tp  my  adoring  eyes. 
In  aw&l  ranks  thy  gifted  sons  arise* 
Tuning  to  knightly  tale  his  British  reeds, 
Thy  genuine  baxds  immortal  Cbauder  l^dl : 
His  hoary  head  overlooks  the  gazing  quire. 
And  beams  on  all  around  celestial  fire. 
With' graceful  step  see  Addi^nadvance^ 
The  sweetest  ohild  ci  Attic  elegance : 
See  Chillingworththe  depths  cSt doubt  explore. 
And  Seldon  ope  the  rolls  of  ancient  lore  ; 
To  all  but  his  belov*d  embrace  deny'd^ 
See  Locke  lead  KeasoP^  his  majestic  |^iide: 
See  Hammond  pierce  religion's  golden  mine. 
And  spread  U)e  tfOMiur'd  stpMi  ci\piXk  dinae. 
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All  vlio  to  AUnoii  gafii  thft  aHiof  peaoe, 
And  best  the  labours plaiin*d  of  letter'd  eaat; 
Who  tBogfat  with  tjntb,  or  with  penuasioD  nMv'4 ; 
Who  smooth^  with  Dttmben,  or  with  lease  improvM; 
Who  nog'd  the  powen  of  raatoD,  or  rsfin'd,  * 
All  that  fldom'd  or  buinaBJB'd  the  mlhd ; 
Exfa  priett  of  health,  that  mix'd  the  balmy  bowl. 
To  rear  frail  man,  and  sUy  the  fleeting  gomI  ; 
All  cnnrd  aioaiid,  and  echoing  to  the  «ky, 
"  Hail,  Oxford,  bail!*'  with  fliial  transport  ory. 

And  see  yon  sapient  train !  with  libeial  aim, 
T«is  tbein  new  plans  of  libarty  to  frame  j 
Aad  OQ  the  Gothic  gloom  of  slavbh  sway 
To  shed  the  dawn  of  intelleetiial  day. 
With  nild  debate  each  musing  fisature  glows, 
And  well-veigfa'dcounsels  mark  tbeirmeaning  bcoav. 
"  Lo !  these  the  leaders  of  thy  patriot  line/' 
A  Raleigh,  Hampden,  and  a  Somen  shine. 
These  from  thy  souroe  the  bold  contagion  cauc^ 
Th<Hr  future  sons  the  great  example  taagbt : 
White  io  each  youth  th'  hereditary  flame 
Sciil  hlazes,  unextinguished  and  the  same! 

Nor  all  the  tasks  of  thoughtful  peace  engage, 
Tb  thine  to  form  the  hero  as  the  sage. 
1  <ce  the  sahto-Huited  prince  advance 
With  lilies  crowned,  the  spoils  of  Ueediog  Fraiioe, 
Edvaid.    Th6  Muses,  io  yon  oloisUr'd  shttde  ^ 
Bnmd  on  his  maiden  thigh  the  maitkl  blade ; 
Bade  him  the  steel  for  Briti&h  freedom  draw, 
Aad  Oxfoid  taught  the  deeds  that  Cressy  saw. 

And  see,  great  &ther  of  the  sacred  band, 
The  patriot  king  *  before  roe  seems  to  stand. 
He  by  the  Uoom  of  this  gay  vale  beguil'd. 
That  cfacer'd  with  livtfly  green  the  shaggy  wild. 
Hither  of  yore,  Ibrlom  forgotten  maid. 
Hie  Muse  in  prattling  infancy  conveyM ; 
From  Vandal  rage  the  helpl«s  virgin  bore. 
And  fix*d  her  cradle  on  my  firiendly  shore : 
^joo  grew  the  maid  beneath  his  fostering  band. 
Son  streamed  her  blessings  o'er  the  enlightan'd  land. 
Though  simple  was  the  dome  where  first  to  dwell 
S'le  deigned,  and  rude  her  early  Saxou  cell» 
1a  !  Dov  she  holds  her  state  in  sculptured  bowen, 
Aod  [M'oadly  lifts  to  Heav*n  her  liuodred  towers. 
IVu  Alfred  first,  with  letters  and  with  laws, 
Ad3m*d,,as  he  advanced,  his  country's  cause : 
He  hade  relent  the  Briton's  stubboro  soul. 
And  sooth'd  to  soft  society's  control 
AitMigh  onttttorM  age.     With  raptured  eye 
£late  be  views  his  laureled  progeny : 
Soene  be  smiles  to  find,  that  wtt  in  vain 
He  ibna*d  the  rudime<|^  of  learning's  rcigp : 
Himself  be  mariu  in  each  ingenuous  bn^ast, 
With  bH  the  founder  in  the  nee  exprest : 
CmcxNis  he  sees  fiur  Freedom  still  survive; 
Ib  jm  bi^t  domes,  ill-fated  fugitive ! 
t^^orimis,  as  wJmd  the  goddess  pour'd  the  beam 
t'osalUed  on  his  ancient  diadam ; ) 
^elWplens'd,  that  at  his  own  Piariao  springs 
She  nxAs  her  wegaj  foet,  imd  plumes  her  wings ; 
T^  here  at  last  she  takes  her  dastin*d  stand. 
Here  deigns  to  lingerf  ere  she  leave  th«  land. 

'Edward  the  Black  Prince,  was  »  member  of 
Omen's  Cettege  ;  perhaps  ou€  of  compliment  to 
IIk  Mar  fanadatioif,  whidi  was  denominated  after 
Us  mother,  queen  Philippa. 

^Alfirad.  The  traditkm  respecting  the  fooqda- 
tttofthtonhrenityerOiford  byhhnb  well  known. 


ELEGY 

ON  TBB  ]«ATB  01  T«B  LATS 

FREDEiaC  PRINCE  OF  WALES. 
(warmiN  w  1751.) 

O  FOR  the  waifolings  of  the  Doric  ote. 
That  wept  the  youth  deep-whelm'd  in  ocean's  tide ! 
Or  MuUa's  Muse,  who  chang'd  her  magic  jaote 
To  chant  how  dear  the  laurel'd  Sidney  died ! 
Then  should  my  woes  io  worthy  strain  be  sung, 
And  with  due  cypress-crown  thy  herM,  O  Frederic, 

hung. 
But  though  my  novioe-hands  ase  all  too  weak 
To  grasp  the  Bounding  pipe,  my  voioa  naskMPd 
The  tuneful  phrase  of  poaay  to  tptak. 
Uncouth  the  cadence  of  my  car^  wild  j 
A  nation's  tears  shall  teach  my  song  to  iiaos  [gnaoe. 
The  prince  that  dech'd  his  crown  with  eveiy  milder 
Host  well  he  knew  to  turn  from  flattery's  shrine. 
To  drop  the  sweeping  pall  of  soepter'd  pride; 
Led  by  calm  thought  to  paths  of  eglantine, 
And  rural  walks  on  Isis*  tufled  skle ; 
To  rove  at  large  amid  the  landscapes  still,      [hill  f 
Where  Conten^lation  sate  on  €liftlen's  beech-dad 
How,  lock'd  in  pure  affection's  golden  band. 
Through  sacred  wedlock's  unambitious  ways, 
WHh  even  step  he  walk*d,  and  constant  hand. 
His  temples  binding  with  domestic  bays  : 
Rare  pattern  of  the  chaste  connubial  knot. 
Firm  in  a  palace  kept,  as  in  the  clay-built  cot ! 
How  with  discerning  choice,  to  nature  true. 
He  cropp'^  the^mple  flowers,  or  violet. 
Or  crocu&-bud,  that  with  ambrosial  hue 
The  banks  of  silver  Helicon  beset.: 
Nor  seldom  wak'd  tbe  Muse's  living  lyre 
To  sounds  that  call'd  around  Aonia's  listening  quire  * 
How  to  the  few  with  sparks  ethereal  stor'd. 
He  never  barr*d  his  castle's  genial  gate. 
But  bade  sweet  Thomson  share  the  friendly  boaid 
Soothing  with  vene  divme  the  toil  of  state  ! 
Hence  fir*d,  the  bard  forsook  the  flowery  plain, 
And  deck*d  the  regal  mask,  and  tried  the  tragic  strain. 


ON  THK  DEATH   OV 

KIKG  GEORGE  THE  SECOND. 

TO  MR.  SECRETARY  PriT  '. 

(warrraK  in  IT61.) 

So  stream  the  sorrows  that  embalm  tbe  brave. 
The  tears  that  Science  sheds  on  GUory's  grave  I 
So  pure  the  vows  which  classic  duty  pays 
To  bless  another  Brunswick's  rising  rays ! 

O  Pitt,  if  chosen  sUains  have  power  to  steal 
Thy  watchful  breast  awhile  from  Britain's  weal ; 
If  votive  verse  ficom  sacred  lua  sent 
Might  hope  to  charm  thy  manly  miad,  iaient 
On  patriot  plans,  whieh  ancieot  freedom  drew. 
Awhile  with  fond  attention  deign  to  view 

A  AAtrward*  loid  Chatham,  This  and  (te  twe 
foUcwiog  poems,  dose  the  oelleotinns  of  Oxford 
Verses  on  thfeir  respective  occasions;  and  were 
written  while  the  author  was  poetry  professor.    kf\ 
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This  ample  wreath*  which  all  th'  assembled  nine 
With  skill  united  have  coospir'd  to  twine. 

Yes,  gaide  and  guardiaD  of  thy  country's  cause  * 
Thy  cqubckms  heart  shall  hail  with  just  applause 
The  duteous  Muse,  whose  haste  officious  brings 
Her  blameless  offering  to  the  shrine  of  kings : 
Thy  tongue,  well  tutor'd  in  historic  lore. 
Can  speak  her  office  and  her  use  of  yore : 
Tm  such  the  tribute  of  ingenuous  praise 
tier  harp  dispensed  in  Greeia's  golden  days ; 
Such  were  .the  palms,  in  isles  of  old  renown, 
She  cull'd,  to  deck  the  guiltless  monarch's  crown  ; 
WheuTtrtnous  Pindar  told,  with  Tnscan  gore 
How  scepter'd  Hiero  stainM  Sicilians  shore. 
Or  to  mild  Theron't  *  raptur'd  eye  dtsclos'd 
Bri^t  Tales,  where  spirits  of  the  brave  reposM : 
Yet  still  beneath  the  throne,  unbrib'd,  she  sale. 
The  decent  handmaid,  not  the  slave,  of  state  ^ 
Pleas'd  in  the  radiance  of  the  regal  name 
To  blend  the  lustre  ot  her  country's  fa^e  : 
For,  taught  like  ours,  she  dar^d,  with  prudent  pride. 
Obedience  from  dependence  to  divide : 
Though  princes  clahn'd  her  tributary  lays. 
With  truth  severe  she  tempered  partial  praise  j 
Conscions  she  kept  her  native  dignity, 
Bold  as  her  flight^  and  as  her  numben  free. 

And  sure  if  e'er  the  Muse  indulged  her  strains. 
With  just  regard,  to  grace  heroic  ragns, 
Where  could  her  glance  a  theme  of  triumph  own 
80  dear  to  fame  as  George's  trophied  throne  } 
At  whose  firm  base,  th j  stediast  soul  aspires 
To  wake  a  mighty  nation's  ancient  ftres : 
Aspires  to  baffle  nction's  specious  claim. 
Rouse  England's  lage,  and  give  her  thunder  aim : 
Once  more  the  main  her  conquering  banners  sweep. 
Again  her  commerce  darkens  all  the  deep. 
Thy  fix'd  resolve  renews  each  firm  decree 
That  made,  that  kept  of  yore,  thy  country  free. 
OilI'd  by  thy  voice,  nor  deaf  to  war's  alarms. 
Its  willing  youth  the  rural  empire  arms : 
Again  the  lords  of  Albion's  cultnr'd  plains 
March  the  firm  leaders  of  their  faithfiil  swains ; 
As  erst  stout  archers,  from  the  farm  or  fold, 
Flam'd  in  the  van  of  many  a  baron  bold. 
Nor  thine  the  pomp  of  indolent  debate. 
The  war  of  words,  the  sophistries  of  state; 
Kor  frigid  caution  checks  thy  free  design, 
Nor  stops  thy  strpam  of  eloquence  divine : 
For  thine  the  privilege,  on  few  bestowed. 
To  feel,  to  thmk,  to  speak,  for  public  good. 
In  vain  Corruption  calls  her  venal  tribes ; 
One  common  cause  one  common  end  prescribes : 
Nor  fear  nor  fraud  or  spares  or  screens  the  foe. 
But  spirit  prompts,  and  valour  strikes,  the  blow. 
O  Pitt,  while  honour  points  thy  liberal  plan, 
And  o'er  the  minister  exalts  the  man, 
Isis  congenial  greets  thy  faithful  sway. 
Nor  scorns  to  bid  a  statesman  grace  her  lay. 
For  'tis  not  hefs,  by  fiJse  connectkms  drawn. 
At  splendid  Slavery's  sorind  shrine  to  fawn ; 
Each  native  efibrt  of  the  feeling  breast. 
To  friends,  to  foet,  in  eqnal  fear,  supprest : 
Tis  not  for  her  to  purchase  or  pursue 
The  pbantom  fimmrs  of  the  cringing  crew : 

s  Agreeably  to  the  character  given  of  him, 
Olymp.  iL  165.  and  following  verses.  Tbetgn  was 
tyrant  of  Agrigentom  $  his  Tietoriet  arecekhnted 
in  the  3d  and  3d  Olyminc  Odes. 


More  usefbl  toils  her  studious  hours  engag^f, 
And  fairer  lessons  fill  her  spotless  page : 
Beneath  ambition,  but  above  dfsgrace. 
With  nb\>ler  arts  she  forms  the  rising  race  : 
With  happier  tasks,  and  less  refin'd  pretence, 
In  elder  times,*  she  woo'd  Munificence : 
To  rear  her  arched  roofs  in  rqgal  guise, 
And  lift  her  temples  nearer  to  the  skies ; 
Princes  and  prelates  stretch'd  the  social  hand, 
To  form,  diffuse,  and  fix,  her  high  command  : 
From  kings  sheclaim'd,  yetscom'd  to  seek,  the prizc^ 
From  kings,  like  George,  benignant,  ju$t,  and  wise. 

Lo,  this  Jier  gentiine  lore. — ^Northou  refuse 
This  humble  present  of  no  partial  Mu<e     [yowth  * 
From  that  calm  bower,  which  nurs'd  thy  thoughtful 
In  the  pure  precepts  of  Athenian  truth ; 
Where  first  the  form  of  British  Liberty 
Beam'd  in  full  radiance  on  thy  musing  eye  ; 
That  form,  whose  mien  sublime,  with  equal  awe, 
In  the  same  shade  unblemisb'd  Somers  saw  : 
Where  once  (for  well  she  lov'd  the  friendly  gtove 
Which  every  .classic  grace  had  leam'd  to  rove) 
Her  whispers  wak'd  sage  Harrington  to  feign 
The  blessings  of  her  visionary  reign ; 
That  reign,  which,  now  no  more  an  empty  themes 
Adorns  Philosophy's  kleal  dream. 
But  crowns  at  last,  beneath  a  George's  smile. 
In  full  reality  this  fisvoar'd  isle. 


MARRIAGE  OF  THE  KING. 

(warrTBH  in  1761.) 
TO  HER  MAJESTY. 

Whbm  fint  the  kingdom  to  thy  virtues  due 
Rose  from  the  billowy  deep  in  distant  view ; 
When  Albiota's  isle,  old  Ocean's  peerless  pride, 
Tower'd  in  imperial  state  above  the  tide ; 
What  bright  ideas  of  the  new  domain 
Form'd  the  fiiir  prospect  of  thy  promis'd  reign ! 

And  well  with  conscious  joy  thy  breast  mi^t  beat 
That  Albion  was  ordani'd  thy  regal  seat : 
Lo !  this  the  land,  where  Freedom's  sacred  rage 
Has  glow'd  untam'd  through  many  a  martial  age. 
Here  patriot  Alfred,  stain'd  with  Danish  blood, 
Rear'd  on  one  base  the  king's  the  people's  ^md : 
Here  Henry's  arohers  fram'd  the  stubborn  bow. 
That  laid  Alanzon's  haughty  helmet  low; 
Here  wak'd  the  flame,  that  still  superior  braves 
The  proudest  threats  of  Gaul's  ambitiotts  slaves : 
Here  Ouvaliy,  stem  school  of  valour  old  1, 
Her  noblest  feats  of  knightly  fSune  enroU'd  ; 
Heroic  champions  caught  the  clarion's  call. 
And  throng'd  the  feast  in  Edward's  banner'd  ball ; 
While  chiefs,  like  George,  approv'd  in  worth  alone, 
Unlock'd  chaste  Beauty's  adamuntme  zone. 
Lo  1  the  fam'd  isle,  which  hails  thy  chosen  sway. 
What  fertile  fields  her  temperate  suns  display  ! 
Where  Property  secures  the  conscious  swain. 
And  guards,  while  Plenty  gives,  the  golden  grain: 

3  Trinity  Collie,  Oxford :  in  which  aim  kxd 
Somers,  and  James  Harringtoi^  author  of  the 
Oceana,  were  educated.     fV, 

1  Alluding  to  the  mstitutkm  of  the  order  of  the 
purter  at  Windsor  by  Edward  UL  in  1350. 
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ReDoe  vMiriipe  itores  her  TQlagCi  abooad, 
Her  airy  downs  with  •cattef'd  sheep  resoand; 
Frsh  are  her  pestum  willi  anoeasing  rills, 
Aad  fotare  nevies  crourn  her  darksome  hilla. 
To  betr  her  formidable  glory  fiur, 
BehoU  her  opulence  of  hoarded  war ! 
Sttf  from  her  ports  a  thousand  banners  stream  ; 
Os  every  coaKt  her  vengeful  lightnrags  gleam ! 
Meaotiaie,  remote  from  Ruin's  armed  hand* 
Id  pesoefiil  majesty  her  cities  stand ; 
Wkow  splendid  domes,  and  bosy  streets,  declare, 
Thar  finnest  fort,  a  knig*8  parental  care. 

And  O !  blest  qneeo,  if  e'er  the  magic  powers 
Of  varblsd  troth  have  won  thy  nrasing  boars  j 
new  Poesy,  from  awelul  days  of  yore, 
Has  pouM  her  genoine  gifts  of  raptoi^  lore. 
Mid  gsken  howen,  with  holy  verdure  wreath'd, 
la  Dnud.soogs  her  solemn  spirit  breathed : 
Wbtle  conniag  bards  at  ancient  banquets  sung 
Of  paynini  Iom  defied,  and  trophies  hung. 
Here  Spenser  tan'd  his  mystic  minstrelsy, 
Aaddiess'd  in  &iry  robes  a  queen  like  thee. 
Here,  boUly  maik'd  with  every  living  hoe, 
Xihiie's  nnbowided  portnil  Shakespeare  drew : 
ht  chief,  the  dreadful  groope  of  human  woes 
Tbe  daring  artisc's  tragic  pencil  chose ; 
Eiplor*d  the  pangs  that  rend  the  royal  breast, 
IkK  woonds  tbat  lurk  beneath  the  tissued  vest ! 
U!  this  the  land,  whence  Milton*s  Muse  of  fire 
ffigli  soared  tq  steal  from  Heav'n  a  seraph's  lyro: 
AodtoU  the  golden  ties  of  wedded  love 
la  acred  £dui's  amaranthine  grove. 

Thine  tooi  majestic  bride,  the  favour'd  clime, 
^^^liere  Science  aits  enshrin'd  in  roofii  sublime. 
0  msik,  how  green  her  wood  of  ancient  bavs 
0^9  tais'  marge  in  many  a  chaplet  strays  1 
Thither,  if  haply  some  distinguishM  fiower 
or  these  mix*d  blooms  from  tbat  ambrosial  bdwer, 
Hjght  catch  thy  glance,  and  rich  in  Nature's  hue, 
Entvioe  thy  diadem  with  honour  doe ; 
If  Meoriy  gifis  the  train  of  Phebos  pay, 
To  deck  imperial  Hymen's  festive  day  ; 
l^ither  thyself  shall  haste,  and  mildly  deign 
Totread  with  nymph-like  slep4he  conscious  plain  *, 
Pksi'd  in  the  Muse'a  nook,  with  decent  pride, 
To  throw  tiM  scepte^d  pall  of  state  aside : 
^fnm  the  shade  shall  George  be  long  away, 
Thst  dsins  Charfetto's  love,  and  conrU  her  stay. 

These  are  Britannia's  praises.    Deign  to  trace 
With  rs^  rdlection  Freedom's  fevourite  race ! 
Bat  though  the  generoos  isle,  in  arts  and  arms, 
1^01  skanl  soprenie,  in  Nature's  choicest  channs ; 
Ihsmli  Qeoige  and  Conquest  guard  her  sea-girt 


Oae  hsppier  hisssing  still  she  calls  her  own ; 
Asd,  prood  to  coll  the  feirest  wreath  of  Fame, 
Ooav  her  chief  honours  with  a  Charlotte's  nai 
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larsiuidome  of  Edward,  ^  wias  and  brave ! 
When  warlike  Uooour's  brightest  banms  wave; 

^  Windsor  Osatk^  Uuh  by  Sdvaid  UL 


At  whose  prood  tilts,  unmatched  fbr  hardy  daeds^ 
Heroic  kings  have  frown'd  on  bariied  steeds, 
Though  now  no  more  thy  crested  clue6  advance 
In  arm'd  array,  nor  grasp  the  glittering  lance ; 
Though  knighthood  boaRtsthe  martial  pompnomore^ 
That  grac'd  its  gorgeous  festivals  of  yore  ! 
Say,  conscious  dome,  if  e'er  thy  manhali'd  knights 
So  nobly  deck'd  their  old  majestic  rites, 
As  when,  high  thron'd  amid  thy  trophled  shrine, 
George  shone  thdMpular  of  the  garter'd  lUie  } 

Yet  future  triumphs,  Windsor,  still  remain  : 
Still  may  thy  bowers  receive  as  brave  a  trun : 
For  lo  1  to  Britain  and  her  favour'd  pair, 
Heaven's  high  command  has  sent  a  sacred  heir  f 
Him  the  bold  pattern  of  his  patriot  sire 
Shall  fill  with  early  feme's  immortal  fire  : 
In  life's  fresh  spring,  ere  buds  the  promis'd  prime^ 
His  thoughts  shall  mount  to  virtue's  meed  sublime: 
The  patriot  sire  shall  catch,  with  sure  presage, 
Each  liberal  omen  of  his  opening  age ; 
Then  to  thy  courts  shall  lead,  with  cooseioas  joy, 
In  stripling  beauty's  bloom,  the  princely  boy ; 
There  firmly  wreathe  the  braid  of  heavenly  die. 
True  valour's  badge,  around  his  tender  thigh. 

Meantime,  thy  royal  piles  that  rise  elate 
With  many  an  antique  tower,  in  massy  state. 
In  tbe  young  champion's  musing  mind  shall  raise 
Vast  images  of  Albion's  elder  days. 
While,  as  around  his  eager  glance  explores 
Thy  chambers,  roug^  with  war's  constructed  stores. 
Rude  helms,  and  bruised  shields,  barbaric  spoils 
Of  ancient  chivalry's  undaunted  toils ; 
Amad  tbe^dusky  trappings  hung  on  high 
Young  Edward's  sable  mail  shall  strike  his  eye  ; 
Shall  fire  the  yootb,  to  erown  his  riper  years 
With  rival  Ciessys,  and  a  new  Poitwrs ; 
On  the  same  iQdl,  the  same  triumphal  base, 
HSs  own  victorious  monuments  to  place. 

Nor  can  a  fiairer  kindred  title  mom 
His  emulative  age  to  gksry's  love 
Than  Edward,  laureate  prince.    In  letter'd  truth, 
Oxfofd,  sage  mother,  schoolM  his  studious  youth  i 
Her  simple  institutes,  and  rigid  lore. 
The  royal  nunling  nnreluctant  bore ; 
Nor  shnnn'd,  at  pensive  eve,  with  lonesome  pace 
The  cloister's  moonlight-chectoer'd  floor  to  trace  ; 
Nor  soom'd  to  mark  the  Sun,  at  mattinsdoe. 
Stream  through  the  storied  window's  holy  hue. 

And  O,  young  prince,  be  thine  his  moral  prtuse; 
Nor  seek  in  fieM^  of  Mood  his  warrior  bays. 
War  has  its  charms  terrific    Far  and  wide 
When  stands  th' embattled  host  in  banner'd  pride  ; 
O'er  the  vest  plain  when  the  shrill  clangors  run. 
And  the  long  phalanx  flashes  Hi  the  Sun ; 
When  now  no  dangers  of  thedeathfiil  day 
Mar  the  bright  scene,  nor  break  the  firm  array ; 
Full  oft,  too  rashly  glows  with  fond  delight 
The  youthftil  breast,  and  asks  the  future  fight ; 
Nor  knows  that  Horroor's  form,  a  spectre  wan. 
Stalks,  yet  unseen,  along  the  gledmy  van. 

May  no  such  rage  be  thine  r  nodazzlbgray 
Of  speckms  fame  thy  stedfest  feet  betray. 
Be  thine  domestio  glory's  radiant  calm. 
Be  thine  the  sceptre  wreath'd  with  many  a  pabn  ; 
Be  thine  the  throne  with  peaceful  emblems  hung, 
Tbe  silver  lyre  to  milder  conquest  strung ! 

Instead  of  glorkms  feats  achiev'd  in  arms. 
Bid  firing  ails  display  their  mimie  diaims  I 
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'  JusC  to  Ihy  eomday^B  hmt,  m  InaqQil  dayt. 
Record  the  ytat,  and  rouw  to  future  praise  t 
Before  the  public  eye,  io  breetbing  braai. 
Bid  thy  fitim'd  lather's  nigbty  triumphs  pan : 
Svell  the  broad  arch  with  haughty  Coba*s  (Ml, 
And  clotbe  with  Minden's  plain  th'  bistonc  ball. 
Then  mourn  not^  Edwaid*«  dome,  thii 
boast^ 

Thy  toumamentsy  and  listed  eombats  kwt  I 
!trom  Arthur's  board,  no  more,  ptoud  castle,  mourn 
Adventuroue  Valour*s  Gothic  trophies  torn ! 
Those  elfin  oharms,  that  held  in  magic  night 
Its  elder  fame,  and  dimm'd  its  genuine  light, 
At  leqgth  dissolve  in  truth's  meridian  ray, 
And  the  bright  order  bursts  to  perfect  day : 
The  mystic  round  ^,  hegirt  with  bolder  peers, 
On  virtue's  base  its  rescued  glory  fears; 
Sees  Civil  Prowess  mightier  acts  achieve, 
Sees  meek  Humanity  distress  relieve  ; 
Adopts  the  worth  that  bids  the  confiict  cease. 
And  clakos  its  honours  from  the  chiefii  of  peace.     . 


SIR  JOSHUA  Bi:iriiaLDd'9  paxntkd  window. 

AT  mw  COLUHSS,   OZPOKOb 
(witlTTEH   IN    1782.) 

An,  stay  (hy  treacbanms  hand,  forbear  to  tmee 
,  Those  ftnrftless  ibnns  of  elegance  and  grace  ! 
*  Ah,  cean  to  sprsad  the  bright  tmnspareiit  mass, 
With  Utian's  peocti,  o'er  the  speaking  glass  ( 
Nor  8tea)>  by  strokes  of  art  with  titith  oombin'd. 
The  fond  illuskms  of  my  wayward  mind ! 
For  long  enamoiir*d  of  a  bartsmNis  age, 
A  faithless  truant  to  the  otasBic  page  | 
Long  hate  I  lotr'd  to  catch  the  simple  chima 
Of  minstreUharps,  and  ^11  the  fisblhig  rbime ; 
To  view  the  festive  rHas,  the  knightly  ^y, 
That  deck'd  heroic  Albion's  eider  day  ; 
To  mark  the  mouldermg  halls  of  bafons  boldy 
And  the  raogb  castle^  ca<t  in  giant  monM ; 
With  Gothic  niamiefs  Gothic  arts  eiKpfore, 
And  muse  on  the  magnifknaoe  of  yore. 

But  chief,  enraiitar'd  have  I  lov'd  to  mam, 
A  lingering  votary,  the  vaulted  dome, 
Where  .the  tall  shofls^  that  meant  in  mas0y  pride, 
Their  mingling  branches  shoot  fttMn  side  to  tide  $ 
Whera  elfin  soolptors,  with  fotitastic  clew, 
O'er  the  long  roof  their  wiM  embroMery  drew  j 
Where  Superstition  with  caprieiQus  hand 
In  mawy  a  maze  the  wreethed  window  picnn'd, 
With  hvosM  Tontantic  ting'd  the  gorgeous  pane, 
To  fill  with  hdy  light  the  wondrous  fline  $ 
To  aid  the  bunder's  models  richly  rade. 
By  no  Vitrnvian  symmetry  subdu'd ; 
To  svit  the  genias  of  the  mystic  pile : 
Whilst  as  around  tHe  far  reHring  He, 
And  fretted  shrinei,  with  hoary  trophies  hang. 
Her  dark  ilhirohiatioR  wide  she  flong, 

3  Arthur's  round  table,  called  six  verses  before, 
"  Arthur's  board."  Tradition  considers  the  oidcr 
of  the  Garter,  as  a  revival  of  Arthur's  fiibled  institv 
tion  of  the  nmod  table. 


With  new  soiennity,  the  nooks  pMbnnd,  * 

The  caves  of  death,  and  the  dim  an^es  fiomi'd.        * 
From  bliss  long  felt  unwillingly  we  part :  i 

Ah,  spare  the  weakness  of  a  lover's  heart !  * 

Cha3e  not  the  phantoms  of  my  foiry  dream,  ^ 

Phantoms  thai  shriidc  at  reason's  painfal  gletm  (       n 
That  softer  touch,  insidoos  aitist,  stay,  t 

Nor  to  new  joys  my  straggling  breast  betray  !  i 

Such,  was  a  pensive  bard's  mistaken  strsin.—  '■ 
But,  oh,  pf  ravish'd  plnoures  why  complain }  i 

No  more  the  matchless  skiU  I  call  unkind,  y. 

Tliat  strive*  to  disenchant  my  cheated  mind* 
For  when  again  I  view  thy  chaste  design, 
The  just  proportion,  and  the  genuine  line; 
Those  native  portntitures  of  Attic  art. 
That  from  the  lucid  surface  seem  to  start ;  i 

Those  tints,  that  steal  no  glories  from  the  day,  .v 

Nor  ask  the  Sun  to  lend  his  streaming  ray : 
The  doubtful  radiance  of  contending  dies, 
That  faiutly  mingle,  yet  distinctly  rise  ; 
'Twixt  light  and  shade  the  transitory  strife; 
The  fcAture  Uooraiog  with  ioDmortal  life : 
The  stole  in  casual  foldingB  taught  to  iknr. 
Not  wkb  ambitMMis  omaments  to  gkm  f 
The  tread  majestic,  and  the  beamnlg  eye,  , 

That  lifted  speaks  its  commerce  with  the  sky ; 
Heaven's  golden  emanation,  gleaming  mild 
O'er  the  mean  cradle  of  the  Virgm't.  child  > ; 
Sudden,  the  sombrous  imagery  is  fled,  > 

'Whkb  late  my  visionary  rapture  fed^ 
iThy  powerful  band  has  broke  the  Gothic  chain, 
Und  brought  my  bosom  back  to  truth  again ; 
^'o  truthr  by  no  peculiar  taste  oonfin'd,  i 

•Whose  universal  pattern  strikes  mankind  ; 
nTo  truth,  whose  bold  and  unresisted  aim 
jCheoks  f^il  caprice,  and  foshwn's  fickla  claim  $ 
To  truth,  whose  charms  deoeptioa's  magic  quell. 
And  bind  coy  Fancy  in  a  stronger  spell. 

Ye  brawny  prophets,  that  in  robes  ao  rich. 
At  distance  doe,  possess  the  crisped  nich  9 
Ye  rows  of  patriarchs,  that  sublimely  reaHd 
Diffuse  a  proud  primeral  length  of  beasid : 
Ye  saints,  who,  clad  in  crimson's  bright  amy» 
More  pride  than  hmnUc  poverty  display : 
Ye  virgins  meek,  that  wear  the  pAhny  crown 
Of  patient  fekh,  and  yet  so  flereely  frown : 
Ye  angeb,  that  from  clouds  of  gold  vecUne« 
But  bMst  DO  semblance  to  a  race  divine  : 
Ye  tragic  tales  of  legendary  lore. 
That  draw  devotioo's  ready  tear  no  more  ; 
Ye  martyidoms  of  nnenlighten'ddays. 
Ye  rairaclss^  that  now  no  wonder  raise : 
Shapes,  that  with  one  broad  ghwa  the  gaaoer  strike. 
Kings,  bishops,  nuns,  apostles,  all  alike ! 
Ye  colours,  that  th'  unwary  wiffitt  amaze. 
And  only  daozle  in  the  noonlMe  Uaae ! 

1  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  in  hts  design  for  New  Col- 
lege window,  imitated  the  famous  *<  Notte  "  of 
Correglo,  in  the  ducat  palace  at  Modena,  wherein 
the  whole  light  of  the  pietora  is  made  to  proceed 
from  the  body  of  the  infent  Qirist.  "  which"  (as 
Spenser  describes  a  golden  image  of  Cupid,  F.  O.  lU. 
ai.  47.)  "  with  his  own  light  ^toeS.'*  There  are  in 
Oxford  two  copies  of  this  estehrafesd  piotore  by 
Corregie  ;  one  10  Chieen's  College  dmpel  fay  Ant 
Raf.  Mengs  ;  and  the  other  by  Carlo  Cigoano  ia 
Gen.  Gu'ise'4  coUaetfon  «t  Cb.  Ch. 
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No  more  the  tacred  windov^t  TOdM  disgnee* 
Bat  yidd  to  Grecian  groupes  the  sinning  space. 
Ut  from  the  canvas  Beanty  shifts  her  throne, 
Lo^  Picture's  powers  a  new  formation  own ! 
fidiold,  she  prints  upon  the  crystel  plain, 
With  her  own  energy,  fh^  expressire  stain ! 
The  misrtity  master  spreads  his  mimic  toil 
MoR  wide,  nor  only  blends  the  breathing  oil ; 
Bat  calls  the  lineaments  of  lifie  compleat 
Fitm  genial  alchymy's  creative  heat ; 
OMienl  forms  to  the  bright  fnsion  gWes, 
While  in  the  warm  enamel  Nature  lires. 

Reynolds,  tis  thine,  from  the  broad  window's 
Td  add  new  Inatre  to  religions  light :  [height, 

Not  of  its  pomp  to  strip  this  ancietit  shfine, 
Bui  hid  that  pomp  with  purer  radiance  shine  r 
With  arts  unknowti  before,  to  reconcile 
Hie  wiOiqg  Graces  to  the  Gothic  pile. 


MONODY, 

wirmir  Mcxa  sTKATPOan  upom  avom. 

(pvatisHBD  m  TBB  EniTioM  of  1777.) 

Ato!i,  thy  lunU  views,  thy  pastures  wild. 

The  willows  that  o'erhang  thy  twiight  edge» 

Tbttf  biiughs  eolangling  with  th^  embattled  sedge  ; 

Tby  brink  with  wsteiy  foliage  qtiaintly  firing'd. 

Thy  surface  with  lefiected  ▼erdnre  ting'd ; 

So^  me  with  many  a  pensive  pleasure  mild. 

But  while  I  mnse,  that  here  the  bard  divine, 

WboK  sacred  dust  yon  high-arch*d  iles  encloie. 

Where  the  tall  windows  rise  in  stately  rows 

iboveth*  embowering  shade. 

Here  Best,  at  Fancy's  fiiiry-drcled  shrine. 

Of  daisies  pied  his  ioiant  offering  made ; 

Here  playfnl  yet,  in  stripling  years  nnripe, 

FiunM  of  Ay  reeds  a  shrill  and  artless  pipe : 

Sodden  thy  beaoties,  Avon,  all  are  fled, 

ii  It  the  waving  of  some  magic  wand; 

Aa  holy  trance  my  charmed  spirit  wings, 

Aod  awful  sbapet  of  warriors  and  of  kings 

People  the  busy  mead. 

Like  speetres  swarming  to  the  wizard's  hall ;  • 

iaddowly  pace»  and  point  with  trembling  band 

The  wnunds  Ul-oovei'd  by  the  purple  pall. 

Mffe  me  Pity  aeens  to  aland 

A  weeping  moofaer,  smote  with  anguish  sore, 

Toiee  A^oftnne  rend  Ifl  frantic  mood 

Bis  rohe,  with  regal  wnes  embooider'd  o*er. 

Pale  Terrav  leads  the  wisiomiry  band, 

Asd  itottly  thaket  his  soeptn,  dtt)ppiDg  blood. 


PLEASURES  OF  MEJLASCHOtY. 


PraMapelognbKfl- 


(vinmi  iw  1745,  th»  aothor's  17th  r<AR, 
rvausava  AnanriiovsLY  in  1747,) 

Honn  of  moBiigB,  Cbntemplatkm  tage, 
^^boK  gntio  stands  upon  the  topmost  rock 


OfTenerUT;  ^mid  the  tempeatnouf  night, 
On  which,  in  calmest  mediation  held, 
Thou  hear'sl  with  howHng  whids  the  beating  rafat 
And  driftmg  hail  descend  j  or  if  the  skies 
Unclouded  shine,  and  thro'  the  blue  serene 
Pale  Cynthia  rolls' her  silver-axled  car, 
Whence  gazing  stadfast  on  the  spangled  vault 
Raptur'd  thon  sitt'st,  while  murmurs  indistinct 
Of  distant  billows  sooth  thy  pemlve  ear 
With  hoarse  and  hollow  sounds  ^  secure,  self-blest, 
lliere  oft  thon  liaten*st  to  the  wild  uproar 
Of  fleets  enconnt'ring,  that  in  whispers  low 
Ascends  the  rocky  summit,  where  thon  dwelt'st 
Remote  from  man,  conversing  with  the  spheres  f ' 
O  lead  me,  queen  sublime,  to  solemn  gtooma 
Congenial  with  my  soal ;  to  cheerless  shadea. 
To  min'd  sents,  to  twjltgfat  eells  and  boWrs, 
Whertf  fhonghtful  Melancholy  loves  to  mosei 
Her  fav'rita  midnight  haunts.  The  langtring  soettet 
Of  purffe  Spring,  « here  alhthe  wanton  train 
Of  Smiles  mA  Graces  seem  to  lead  the  danee 
In  sportive  round,  while  from  their  hand  they  shtmV 
Ambrosial  Mocniu  and  flow'rs,  no  longer  charm  ; 
Tempo,  no  more  I  court  thy  balmy  breeze. 
Adieu  green  vales !  ye  broider'd  meads,  adieu  ? 
BeneMh  yon  min'd  abbey's  moss-grown  pilea 
Oft  let  hie  sit,  at  twilight  hour  of  eve. 
Where  thro'  some  western  ifhidow  the  pale  Moon 
Pours  her  long-levelPd  rule  of  streaming  light  j 
While  sullen  sacred  sHenoe  reigns  arouml, 
Save  the  lone  screech-owl's  note,  who  bnitds  his  bow^r 
Amid  the  raouid>iog  caverns  darli  atid  damp. 
Or  tfa^  eahn  bree^^e,  that  rustles  in  the  leaves 
Of  flaunting  ivy,  that  with  mantle  green 
Invests  some  wasted  towV.    Or  let  me  tread 
Its  neighb'ring  walk  df  pines,  where  mus'd  of  old 
The  cloyster'd  brothers :  thro'  the  gloomy  void 
That  far  extends  beneath  their  ample  arch 
As  on  I  pace,  religions  homur  wraps 
My  soul  in  dread  repose.     But  when  the  worid    ^    * 
Is  cImI  in  Midnight's  raven  colour'd  robe, 
'Mid  hollow  chamel  let  me  watch  the  flame 
Of  taper  dim,  shedding  a  livid  glare  j 

O'er  the  wan  heaps ;  while  airy  voices  talk  .    ! 

Along  the  gtimm'ring  walls  ;  or  ghostly  shnper        J 
At  distance  seen,  invites  with  beck'ning  hand  . 

My  lonesome  steps,  thro'  the  far^winding  vattlti.      i 
Nor  nndeligfatfnl  is  the  solemn  noon  A 

Of  night,  when  haply  wakeful  frooi  my  conch 
I  start :  lo,  all  is  motionless  aroond !  » 

Roars  ndt  the  rushing  wind ;  the  sons  of  men 
And  every  beast  in  mute  oblirion  lie ; 
All  nature's  hush'd  in  silence  and  in  sleep.  ^ 

O  then  how  fearful  is  it  to  reflect. 
That  thro'  the  still  globe'd  awfol  solitude. 
No  being  wakes  but  me  \  till  stealing  sleep 
My  drooping  temples  bathes  in  opiate  dews* 
Nor  then  let  dreams,  of  wanton  folly  bom. 
My  senses  leail  thro'  flow'ry  paths  of  joy ; 
But  let  the  sacred  genius  of  the  night 
Such  mystic  visions  send,  as  Spenser  saw, 
When  thro'  bewlld'ripg  Fancy's  magic  maxe'. 
To  the  iell  house  of  Bnsyranb,  he  led 
Th'  unshaken  Britomart ;  or  Milton  knew. 
When  in  abstracted  thought  he  fidt  conoeiv'd 
All  Heav'n  Ih  tamnit,  and  the  seraphim 
Come  tow'ring,  arm'd  in  adamant  and  gold. 

Let  otherlr  love  soft  Summer's  ev'ning  smilei 
As  list'ning  to  the  distant  water-fall. 
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They  mark  the  Undies  of  the  i^bftaky  west ; 
1  choose  the  ptle  Deoember't  foggy  glooms. 
Then,  when  the  sullen  shades  of  ev*nuig  close. 
Where  thro'  the  room  a  bliodly-gUmm'ring  gleam 
The  dying  embers  scatter,  fiur  remote  [roof 

From  Mirth's  mad  shouts/  that  tHro^  th>  illumin'd 
Resound  with  festive  echo,  let  me  sH, 
Blest. with  the  lowly  cricket's  drowsy  diige. 
Then  let  my  thought  contemplatiTe  explore 
This  fleeting  state  of  things,  Uie  vain  delights,  . 
The  fruitless  toils,  that  still  our  search  elude. 
As  thro'  the  wilderness  of  life  we  rove. 
This  sober  hour  of  silence  will  unmask' 
False  Folly's  smile,  that  like  the  dazzling  qiells 
Of  wily  Comus  ch^t  th'  unweeting  eye 
With  blear  illusion,  and  persuade  to  drink 
That  charmed  cop,  which  Reason's  mintage  feir 
Unmoulds,  and  stamps  the  monster  on  the  man. 
Sager  we  taste,  but  in  the  luscious  draught 
Forget  the  poisonous  dregs  that  lurk  beneath* 

Few  know  that  elegance  of  soul  refin'd. 
Whose  soft  sensation  feels  a  quicker  joy 
From  Melancholy's  scenes,  than  the  dull  pride 
Of  tasteless  splendour  and  magnificence 
Can  e'er  afibrd.    Thus  Eloise,  whose  mind 
Had  languish'd  to  the  pangs  of  melting  love. 
More  genuine  transports  found,  as  on  some  tomb 
Reclin'd,  she  waich'd  the  tapers  of  the  dead  ; 
Or  thro*  the  pilhir'd  iles,  amkl  pale  shrines 
Of  imag'd  saints,  and  iiitenningled  graves, 
Mus'd  a  vetl'd  votaress ;  than  Flavia  feels. 
As  thro'  the  mazes  of  the  festive  tMiU, 
Proud  of  her  conquering  charms,  and  beauty's  blaze. 
She  floats  amid  the  silken  sons  of  drdss, 
And  shines  the  feirest  of  tli'  assembled  fair. 

When  azure  noontide  choers  the  dsedal  globe, 
And  the  blest  regent  of  the  golden  day 
/'  Rejoices  in  his  bright  meridian  tower, 
'  How  oft  my  wishes  ask  the  night's  return, 
That  best  befriends  the  melancholy  mind ! 
'  Hail,  sacred  Night !  thou  too  shalt  share  my  song! 
Sister  uf  ebon^soepter'd  Hecat,  hail  1 
Whether  in  congregated  clouds  thou  wrap'st 
Thy  viewless  chariot,  or  with  silver  crown 
Thy  beaming  head  encirclest,  ever  hail ! 
What  tho*  beneath  thy  gloom  the  sorceress-train, 
;  Far  in  obscured  haunt  of  Lapland  moors. 
With  rhymes  uncouth  the  bloody  cauldron  bless ; 
Tho'  Murder  wan  beneath  thy  riirouding  shade 
Soomions  hw  slow-ey'd  vot'ries  to  devise 
Of  secret  slaughter,  while  by  one  blue  lamp 
In  hideous  cooPrence  sits  the  list'niog  band, 
And  start  at  each  low  wiml,  or  wakefol  sound  : 
What  tho'  thy  stay  the  pilgrim  cursetli  oft. 
As  all  benighted  in  Arabian  wastes 
He  heats  the  wilderness  around  him  howl 
With  roaming  monsters,  while  on  his  hoar  head 
The  bfaMsk-descending  tempest  ceaseless  beats ; 
Yet  more  delightful  to  my  pensive  mind 
Is  thy  return,  than  blooming  Mom's  approach,    ' 
Ev'n  then,  in  youthful  pride  of  opening  May, 
When  from  the  portals  of  the  saffron  east 
She  sheds  fresh  roses,  and  ambrosial  dews. 
Yet  not  ungrateful  u  the  Mom's  approach. 
When  dropping  wet  she  comes,  and  clad  in  ckwds. 
While  thro*  the  damp  air  scowls  the  louriog  South, 
Blackening  the  landscape's  fece,  that  grove  and  hill 
In  forpnless  vapours  uodistingoish'd  swim : 


Th'  aflUcted  songsters  o£  the  sadden*d  graves 
Hail  not  the  sullen  gloom :  the  waving  elma 
That,  hoar  thro'  time  and  rang'd  in  thick  array, 
Enslose  with  stately  row  some  roral  hall. 
Are  mute,  nor  echo  with  the  clamours  hoarse 
Of  rooks  rejoicing  on  their  airy  boughs  ; 
While  to  the  shed  the  dripping  poultry  crowd, 
A  OMMimful  train  :  secure  the  tillage-hind 
Hangs  o'er  the  crackling  Maze,  nor  tempts  the  storm; 
Fa?d  in  th'  unAuish'd  ftirrow  resU  the  plough  : 
Rings  not  the  high  wood  with  enliven'd  shouts 
Of  early  hunter :  all  is  silence  drear ; 
And  deepest  sadness  wraps  the  face  of  things. 

Thro'  Pope's  soft  song  tho*  all  the  Graces  breaths^ 
And  happiest  art  adorn  his  Attic  page ; 
Yet  does  my  mind  with  sweeter  transport  glow. 
As  at  the  root  of  mossy  trunk  reclined, 
In  magic  Spenser's  wildly-warbled  song 
I  see  deserted  Una  wander  wide 
Thro*  wasteful  solitudes,  and  lurid  heaths, 
Weaiy,  forlorn ;  than  wbon  the  fated  feir 
Upon  the  bosom  bright  of  silver  Thames 
Lanches  in  all  the  lustre  of  brocade, 
Amkl  the  splendours  of  the  laughing  Sun. 
The  gay  description  palls  upon  the  sense, 
And  coldly  strikes  the  mind  with  feeble  blis^. 

Ye  youths  of  Albion's  beauty-blooming  isle. 
Whose  brows  have  worn  the  wreath  of  luckless  lore. 
Is  there  a  pleasure  like  the  pensive  mood. 
Whose  magic  wont  to  soothe  your  soften'd  souls  ? 
O  tell  how  rapturous  the  joy,  t5  melt 
To  Melody's  assuasive  voice  ;  to  bend 
Th'  uncertain  step  along  the  midnight  mead. 
And  pour  your  sorrows  to  the  pitying  Moon, 
By  many  a  slow  trill  from  the  bird  of  woe 
Oft  interrupted ;  in  embow'ring  woods 
By  darksome  brook  to  muse,  aiKl  there  forget 
The  solemn  dulaess  of  the  tedious  worid. 
While  Fancy  grasps  the  visionary  feir  : 
And  now  no  more  th'  abstracted  ear  attends 
The  water's  munn'ring  lapse,  th'  entranced  eye 
Pierces  no  longer  thro'  th'  extended  rows 
Of  thick-raog'd  trees ;  till  haply  from  the  depth 
The  woodman's  stroke,  or  distant  tinkling  team. 
Or  heifers  rustling  thro'  the  brake,  alarms 
Th'  illuded  sense,  and  mars  the  golden  dream. 
These  are  delights  that  absence  drear  has  nuuie 
Familiar  to  my  soul,  e'er  since  the  form 
Of  young  Sapphira,  beauteous  as  the  Spring, 
When  from  her  vi'let-woven  couch  awak*d 
By  frolic  Zephyr's  hand,  her  tender  che^ 
Graceful  she  lifts,  and  blushii^  finom  her  bov'r 
Issues  to  clothe  in  gUdsome-glist'riag  green 
The  genial  globe,  first  met  my  dazzled  sight : 
These  are  delights  unknown  to  mhids  profane. 
And  which  alone  the  pensive  soul  can  taste. 

The  taper'd  choir,  at  the  late  hour  of  pray*r. 
Oft  let  me  tread,  while  to  th'  according 4roice' 
The  many-sounding  organ  peals  on  high. 
The  clear  slow-dittied  chant,  or  varied  hymn. 
Till  all  my  soul  is  bath'd  in  ecstasies. 
And  lapp'd  in  paradise.    Or  jet  me  sit 
Far  in  sequester'd  iles  of  the  deep  dome. 
There  lonesome  listen  to  the  sacred  sounds, 
Which,  as  they  lengthen  through  the  Gothic  rault^ 
In  holkyw  murmura  reach  my  ravish'd  ear. 
Nor  when  the  lamps  ezpiriog  jridd  to  night,^  • 
Andsolitude  retuini,  wookl  I  fonaks 
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IVe  nlemn  manskiii,  bot  ftttentive  mark 

Tbe  doe  clock  swioging  slow  with  sweepy  sway, 

Measuring  time*9  fligrht  with  momentary  sound. 

Nor  let  me  £ul  to  cultivate  my  mind 
With  the  toft  tbrilliogs  of  the  tragic  Muse, 
BiTine  Melpomene,  sweet  Pity's  uume, 
Qoeeo  of  tbe  atately  step,  and  flowing  pall. 
Kow  let  Mooimia  mourn  with  streaming  eyes 
Her  joys  incestuous,  and  polluted  love : 
N«v  let  soli  Juliet  in  the  gaping  tomb 
Piint  the  last  ki«  on  her  true  Romeo's  lips, 
Hia  lipt  yet  reeking  from  the  deadly  draught: 
Or  Jaffler  kneel  for  one  forgiving  look. 
Kor  leldom  let  the  Moor  on'Desdemone 
Poor  the  misguided  threats  of  jealous  rage. 
By  soft  degrees  the  manly  torrent  steals 
From  my  svoln  eye*  ;  and  at  a  brother's  woe 
My  big  heart  melts  in  sympathizing  tears. 

What  are  tbe  splendours  of  tbe  gaudy  court, 
Its  tinsel  trapping  and  its  pageant  pomps  ? 
To  me  fiu*  happier  seems  the  banish'd  lord, 
imid  Siberia's  unrejoieiiig  wilds 
Who  pines  all  lonesome,  in  tbe  chambers  hoar 
Of  tome  high  castle  shut,  whose  windows  dim 
la  dirtant  ken  discover  trackless  plains, 
Where  Winter  ever  whirls  his  icy  car  ; 
While  mii  repeated  olijects  of  his  view. 
The  gtoomy  battlements,  and  ivied  spires. 
That  crown  tbe  solitary  dome,  arise ; 
While  from  the  topmost  turret  the  slow  ctock, 
Ar  besid  aloog  th' inhospitable  wastes. 
With  nd-retaming  chime  awakes  new  grief ; 
Br*B  he  far  happier  seems  than  is  the  proud. 
The  peteot  satrap,  whom  he  left  behind 
llid  Moscow's  golden  palaces,  to  drown 
h  ease  and  Iniuiry  tbe  laughing  boors. 

nhMtrHms  objects  strike  the  gazer's  mind 
With  feeble  bliss,  and  but  allure  tbe  sight, 
Kor  roose  with  impulse  quick  th'  unfeeling  heart* 
Thai  teen  by  shepherd  from  Hymettus'  brow, 
What  dttdal  huidacapes  smile !  here  palmy  groves, 
Resounding  once  with  Plato^s  voice,  arise. 
Amid  whose  nmbrage  green  her  silver  head 
Th'  nofiading  olive  lifts;  here  vine-clad  hills 
lay  (iorth  their  purple  store,  and  sunny  vales 
Id  prospect  vast  their  level  laps  expand, 
Aoiid  whose  beauties  glistering  Athens  tow'ts. 
Iho*  thro'  tbe  blissful  scenes  Ilissus  roll 
His  sage-inspiring  flood,  whose  winding  marge 
Hk  thick -wove  laurel  shades  ;  tho'  roseate  Mom 
hnr  all  her  splendoors  on  th'  empurpled  scene ; 
Tet  feds  tbe  boary  hermit  truer  joys. 
As  finooi  the  cliffy  that  o'er  his  cavern  hangs. 
He  views  tbe  piles  of  feU'n  Peisepolis 
In  deep  arrangement  bide  the  darksome  plain. 
Unbsonded  waue  !  the  mould'ring  obelisk 
Here,  like  a  blasted  oak,  ascends  the  clouds ; 
Here  Parian  domes  their  vaulted  halls  disclose 
Horrid  with,  tbora,  where  lurks  th'  unpltying  thief. 
Whence  Aits  tbe  twilight-kmng  bat  at  eve. 
And  the  deaf  adder  wreathes  her  spotted  train. 
The  dwellings  onoe  of  elegance  and  art.- 
Here  templa  rise,  amid  whose  hallow'd  bounds 
Spires  the  Uaek  {Hoe,  while  thro*  the  naked  street, 
Chns  faannt  of  tiadeful  aaorobants,  springe^  tbe  grass : 
Here  colnmna  beap'd  on  prastiate  oolnmns,  torn 
fnm  their  firm  base,  inercase  the  mould'ring  mass. 
Far  as  Hm  sight  can  pierce,  appear  the  spoils 
Of  tank  magaificeoce  !  a  blended  scene 
Of  moles,  fenes^  arches,  domes,  and  palaces, 
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Where,  with  his  brother  Horrour,  Ruin  sits. 
O  come  then.  Melancholy,  quaen  of  thought ! 
O  come  with  saintly  look,  and  stedfast  step, 
From  forth  thy  cave  embf)wer'd  with  mournful  yew. 
Where  ever  to  the  curfeu's  solemn  sound 
List'ning  thon  sitt'st,  and  with  thy  cypress  bind 
Thy  votary's  hair,  and  s^l  him  for  thy  son. 
But  never  let  Euphrosyne  beguile 
With  toys  of  wanton^  mirth  my  Cxed  mind. 
Nor  in  my  path  her  primrose-gmrland  cast. 
Tho'  'mid  ber  train  the  dimpled  Hebe  bare 
Her  rosy  bosom  to  th'  enamour'd  view ; 
Tho'  Venus,  mother  of  the  Smiles  and  Loves, 
And  Bacchus,  ivy-crown'd,  in  citron  bnwV 
With  her  on  nectar-8tnsamin<ir  frtiitaf^  feast : 
What  tho*  'tis  hers  tci  calm  the  low 'ring  skies. 
And  at  her  presence  mild  th'  embattled  cloudi 
Disperse  in  ai^,  and  o'er  the  fiace  of  rieav'n 
New  day  diffusive  gleam  at  her  approach  ? 
Yet  are  these  joys  that  Melancholy  gives. 
Than  all  her  witless  revels  happier  far ; 
These  deep-felt  joys,  by  Contemplatidn  taught 

Then  ever,  b&iuteous  Contemplation,  hail  \ 
From  thee  began,  auspicious  maid,  my  song, 
With  thee  shall  end  ;  for  titou  art  fairer  far 
Than  are  the  nymphs  of  Cirrba's  mossy  grot  * ; 
To  loftier  rapture  thou  camt  wake  the  thought. 
Than  all  the  fabling  poet's  boasted  powers. 
Hail,  queen  divine  !  whom,  as  tradition  tells. 
Once  in  his  evening  walk  a  Druid  found, 
Far  in  a  hollow  glade  c>f  Mona's  woodH ; 
And  piteous  bore  with  hospitable  hand 
To  the  clo^e  shelter  of  his  oaken  bow'r. 
There  soon  the  sage  admiring  mark  d  the  dawn 
Of  solemn  musing  hi  your  pensive  tliought ; 
For  when  a  smiling  babe,  you  lov'd  to  lie 
Oft  deeply  listening  to  the  rapid  roar 
Of  wood-hung  Meinai  s,  stream  of  Druids  old. 
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AT  ANSLCT  HALL  IN  WARWICKSHIRE. 
(pUBLrSHBD  IN   1777.) 

Bbnbatr  this  stony  roof  reclin'd 

I  sooth  to  peace  my  peoKive  mind ; 

And  while,  to  shade  my  lowly  cave. 

Embowering  elms  their  umbraipe  wave ; 

And  while  tlie  maple  dish  is  mine, 

The  beechen  cup,  nnsuin'd  with  wtoe  j 

I  sooni  the  gay  licentious  crowd,     .  , 

Nor  heed  the  toys  that  deck  the  proud. 

Within  my  limits  lone  and  still 

The  blackbird  pipes  in  artle<$s  trill  ; 

Fast  by  my  couch,  congenial  guest. 

The  wren  has  wove  her  mossy  nest ; 

From  busy  Krenes,  and  brierhter  skies. 

To  lurk  with  innocnce,  slie  di<*9: 

Here  hopen  in  S'sfe  repose  to  dwrll, 

Nor  angbt  suspects  the  sylvan  cell. 

'  The  Muse«.  T!ip  town  and  phin  of  Hrrha,  or 
Cyrrha,  are  iu  Phocis,  at  the  foot  of  Mount  Par- 
nassus. 

»  Menai,  or  Meneo,  the  s»mit  wh-rh  divides  the 
isle  of  Anglesey  from  Caernarvijushire. 
li 
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WARTON'S  PO£MS. 


At  morn  I  take  my  customed  rouiul, 
'J'o  mark  liow  buds  yon  shnibby  mound. 
And  every  opening:  primrose  count, 
ITiat  trimly  paints  my  blooming  moant  : 
Or  o'er  tlie  sculptures,  qimint  and  rude. 
That  grace  my  gloomy  solitude, 
I  Uach  in  winding  wreaths  to  stray 
Fantastic  ivy*8  gadding  spray. 
At  ere,  within  yon  studious  nook, 
I  ope  my  brass-embossed  book, 
Pourtray'd  with  many  a  holy  deed 
Of  martyrs,  crownM  with  heavenly  meed  : 
Then  ^  my  taper  waxes  dim. 
Chant,  ere  I  sleep,  my  nieasurM  hymn ; 
And  at  the  close,  the  gleams  behold 
Of  parting  wings  bedropt  with  gold. 
White  such  pure  joys  my  bliss  create. 
Who  but  would  smile  at  guilty  state  ? 
Who  but  would  wish  his  holy  lot       ' 
111  calm  Oblivion's  humble  grot  ? 
Who  but  woulfl  cast  his  pomp  away. 
To  take  my  staff,  and  amice  gray  »  ; 
And  to  the  world's  tumultuous  stage 
Prefer  the  blameless  hermitage  ? 


isscniBEiy 


BEAUTIFUL  GROITO  NEAR  THE   WATERS. 
(published  is  1*753.) 

Toe  Graces  sought  in  yonder  stream 

To  cool  the  fervid  day. 
When  Love's  malicious  godhead  came. 

And  stole  their  robes  away. 
ProuJ  of  the  theft,  the  little  god 

Their  robes  bade  Delia  wear ! 
While  they,  asbamM  to  stir  abroad. 

Remain  all  naked  here. 


ISSCRJPTWN 

OVER   A 

CALM  AND  CLEAR  SPRING  IN  BLENHEIM 
GARDENS  \ 

Here  quench  your  thirst,  and  mark,  in  me 
An  emblem  of  tni&  charity ; 
Who,  while  my  bounty  I  bestow. 
Am  neither  heard  nor  seen  to  flow. 

1  Gray  clothing,  fmaa.  the  Latin  verb  amicio, 
to  clothe. 

s  This  inscriptioD  is  fbunded  on  the  following  in 
the  Anthologia : 

De  balneo  in  Smynra  : 
E«Sali  >JiftifUtm  Xm^trm  w«n,  ^r»iX«t  vtieXm 
Boist  E^tH  mA.1^^  jmu  9fX!iiT*n'  rat  )'  i>J^  mtfrt9 
Tvf*mt,  aiiafmas  ^vfun  urtr^f  ifannmt,    1V\  xix.  11. 

The  idea  is  not  uncommon  with  the  Greek  epigram- 
mntbts ;    see  particularly  AiAhoL  IV.  xv.  5.  and 
xix.  18. 
3  This  iiMcription  has  been  attributed  to  Dr. 


EPlTAPff 


ON  MR.  MEAD. 

Ou  spare  his  youth,  O  stay  thy  threat'ning  hand, 
Nor  break  too  soOn  young  wedlock's  early  baad ! 
But  if  his  gentle  and  ingenuous  mind. 
The  generous  temper,  And  the  taste  refinM, 
A  soul  uooonscious  of  corruption's  stain. 
If  learning,  wit,  and  genius  plead  in  vain, 
O  let  the  mourning  bride,  to  stop  thy  spear, 
Oppose  the  meek  resistance  of  a  tear  ! 
And  when  to  sooth  thy  force  his  virtues  fail, 
Let  weeping  faith  and  widow'd  love  prevail  ! 


TRANSLATIONS 

AND 

PARAPHRASES. 
JOBy 

CHAFTSR  XXXIX. 

(published  in  1750,  m  thb  studbmt.) 

Declare,  if  heav'nly  wisdom  bless  thy  tongue. 
When  teems  the  mountain-goat    with  promis'4 

yoang; 
The  stated  seasons  tell,  the  montli  explain, 
When  feels  the  bounding  hind  a  mother's  pain ; 
While,  in  th»  oppressive  agonies  of  birth. 
Silent  they  bow  the  sorrowing  bead  to  earth  ? 
Why  crop  tlieir  lusty  seed  the  verdant  food? 
Why  leave  their  dams  to  search  the  gloomy  wood  ^ 

Say  whence  the  wild-ass  wantons  o'er  the  plain, 
Sports  uncontrolM,  unconscious  of  the  rein } 
lis  his  o'er  scenes  of  solitude  to  roam, 
The  waste  his  house,  the  wilderness  his  home  : 
He  scorns  the-crowded  city's  pomp  and  noise. 
Nor  heeds  the  driver's  rod,  nor  hears  liis  voice ; 
At  will  on  ev'ry  various  verdure  fed. 
His  pasture  o'er  the  shaggy  cliffi  is  spread. 

Will  the  fierce  unicorn  obey  thy  call. 
Enslav'd  to  man,  and  patient  of  the  stall  ? 
Say,  will  he  stubborn  stoop  thy  yoke  to  bear. 
And  thro'  the  furi-ow  drag  the  tardy  share  ? 
Say,  canst  thou  think,  O  wretch  of  vain  belief. 
His  laboring  limbs  will  draw  thy  weighty  sheaf; 
Or  canst  thou  tame  the  temper  of  his  blood 
With  faithful  feet  to  trace  the  destin'd  road  ; 
Who  paints  the  peacock's  train  with  radiant  eyes. 
And  all  the  bright  diversity  of  dies  ? 
Whose  liand  the  stately  ostrich  has  supply'd 
With  glorious  plumage,  and  her  snowy  pride  } 
Thoughtless  she  leaves  amid  the  dusty  way 
Her  eggs,  to  ripen  in  tlie  genial  ray ;  [blodd. 

Nor  heeds,  that  «ome  fell  beast,  who  thirsts  for 
Or  the  rude  foot,  may  crush  the  futore  brood. 
In  her  no  love  the  tender  offspring  share. 
No  soft  remembrance,  no  matemfld  care, 

Phanuel  Bacon,  fellow  of  Magdalen  College,  author 
of  the  Kite  and  of  one  or  two  pieces  in  the  Oxford 
Sausage,  but  tlie  insertion  of  it  in  the  edition 
of  Warton's  Poems  in  1791,  arranged  by  himself 
and  partly  printed  before  bis  death,  may  be  consi- 
dered as  afceitaiiuDg  bim  for  the  author. 
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Rir  Hod  has  iteerd  ber  unrelenting  breast, 
.\W  ktlmg  Kate,  nor  instinct  mild  itnpicss^d, 
Ibde  ber  tiie  rapid-rusbing  steed  despise, 
(h'4np  the  Hderte  rage,  and  tow  V  amidst  the  skies. 
fJkk  thou  the  horse  with  strength  and  beauty  deck  ? 
Hiist  tbou  in  thunder  cloth'd  his  nervous  neck  } 
VtW  be,  like  gro^'cling  grasshoppers  afraid, 
^3A  at  each  sound,  at  ev'ry  breeze  disinayM  ? 
Aclondof  fire  his  lifted  nostrils  raise, 
AiA  blithe  a  glorious  terroor  a^^  they  blaze. 
He  pivs  indignant,  and  the  valley  spurns, 
^•^  ic'in^  id  his  might,  and  f«>r  tiic  battle  hums. 
^''bon  quiwrs.  rattle,  and  the  fnjquent  8p<%r 
Fies  iUsiiiug,  leaps  bis  heart  with  languid  fear  ? 
^vaiioviDg  with  fierce  and  grecily  rage  the  grouo'l, 
^  ^nU,"  he  cries**  the  trumpet*s  warlike  sound r*' 
hitT  be  sceoCf  the  battle  from  afar, 
.\fid  all  the  mingling  thunder  uf  the  war. 
^oes  tbe  fieice  hawk  by  tby  supreme  command, 
To«k  soft  cliuatesy  and  a  aoutltem  land  ? 
Win  bade  th*  aspiring  eagle  mount  the  sky, 
had  build  her  firm  aerial  nest  on  high  ? 
•«  the  bare  cliff,  or  mountain's  shaggy  steep, 
HfrfixticsB  of  defence  she  dares  to  keep  ; 
"nnxY  darts  her  radiant  eye*s  pervading  ray, 
li^iisitireto  ken  the  distant  prey; 
"^^  with  her  thirsty  brood  th'  eananguinM  plain, 
I  >Te  bathes  her  beak  in  blood,  companion  of  the 
slain.  * 


A  PASTORAL 
IN  THE  MANNER  OF  SPENSER. 

FBOM    THEOCRITUS  >. 
10V  LL.    XX. 

As  iate  I  Strove  Lncilla's  lip  to  kiss, 

w  vjtk  discuitesee  reproVd  my  will ; 

>>i  tboQ,  she  said,  atifect  so  pleasant  bliss, 

i  WB^  shepherd,  aod  a  losell  s  vile  ? 

Sr<  Faacy's  hand  should  join  my  courtly  lip 

Titlme,  as  I  myself  were  fast  asleep. 

4tb)a  die  spake,  liill  proud  and  boasting  lasse, 

tt  as  a  peacocke,  pearke,  in  dalliance 

V'T  biafly  tamed  her  ungentle  face, 

*JA  ail  disdaining  ey  VI  my  sbaix!  askaunce  : 

Kcldid  Uosb,  with  grief  and  shame  yblcnt  3, 

oe  namiDg-rose  with  hoary  dewc  besprent. 

*ol  me,  my  fellows  all,  am  I  not  fair  ? 

Ihsfefl  enchantress  blasted  all  my  charms  ? 

'^'Jgn  mine  head  was  sleek  with  tressed  hayre, 

Aj  laogbinj;  eyne  did  shoot  out  love's  alarms : 

'^9  Ktte  did  deemeo  me  the  fiiircst  swain, 

*^M  ent  I  won  tbis.girdle  on  the  plain.     ^ 

^  b?  with  vermil  was  embellished, 

%  Wfp^  notes  lond  and  delicious  were, 

IV  milk-white  lily,  and  the  rose  so  red, 

^  a  oiy  fiKe  dq;)einteD  lively  cbecre, 

'  T^is  it  not  a  translation,  but  rather  a  p;ira- 
F^(»«e'aaitationofthe20tbldyllium  of  Theocritus. 

Tbe  Mosa  '»  the  same  with  that  in  Spcnser^s 
^?i«irs  Calendar,  Jmimary  and  December. 

'  A  fDoMur-mthmg  follow. 

'ia»lcd,CQofouiide«l. 


My  voice  as  soote  as  mounting  larke  did  shrill, 
My  look  was  blitlie  as  Marg'ret*s  at  the  mill. 
But  she  forsooth,  more  iair  than  Madge  or  Kate, 
A  dainty  maid,  did  deign  not  shepherd's  luve  : 
Nor  wist  what  Thenot  ^  told  us  swains  of  late. 
That  Venus  sotigbt  a  shepherd  in  a  gix)ve  ; 
Nor  that  a  heav'niy  god,  who  Phoebus  hight  *, 
Tq  tend  his  flock  M-ith  sheplieids  did  delight. 
Ah!  'tis  that  Venus,  with  accurst  despight. 
That  all  my  dolour  and  my  shame  has  made  ! 
N*»r  docs  remembrance  of  her  own  delight 
For  me  one  dn)p  of  pity  sweet  persuade  !     . 
Aye  hence  the  glowing  rapture  may  she  miss, 
Like  me  be  scornM,  nor  ever  taste  a  kiss  ! 


FROM  HORACK, 


Book  iii.  Op.  1:L 
Vk  waves,  that  gushing  fall  with  purest  stream, 
Blan<lusian  fount  1  to  whom  the  products  sweet 
Of  richest  vines  belong. 

And  fairest  flow'rs  of  Spring ; 
To  thee  a  chosen  victim  will  I  kill, 
A  goat,  who,  wanton  in  lascivious  youth. 
Just  blooms  with  building  horn. 
And  destines  future  war. 

Elate  in  vainest  Ihought :  but  ah  \  too  soon 
His  reeking  blo«>d  with  crimsou  shall  pollute 
Thy  icy-ttowi  ng  flood, 

And  tinge  thy  chrystal  clear. 
Thy  sweet  recess  the  Sun  in  mid-day  hour 
Can  ne'er  invade  :  thy  streams  the  iabour'd  ox 
Refresh  with  cooling  draught, 
And  glad  the  wandVing  herds. 
Thy  name  shall  shine  with  endless  honour  grac'd. 
While  on  toy  shell  I  sing  the  hapging  oak, 
That  o'er  thy  cavern  deep 
Waves  his'  imbowering  head. 


HORACE, 

Book  iii*  Od^  18. 

AFTER   THE   MAKNBR  OF    MILTOH. 

Faun'us,  who  lov'st  to  chase  the  light-ibot  nymphs. 
Propitious  guard  my  fields  and  sunny  farm. 
And  nurse  with  kindly  care 
The  promise  of  my  flock. 
So  to  thy  po%'r  a  kid  shall  yearly  bleed. 
And  tbe  full  bowl  to  genial  Venus  flow ; 
Aud  on  thy  rustic  shrine 
Rich  odours  incense  breathe : 
So  thrt>'  the  vale  the  wanton  herds  shall  bound. 
When  thy  December  comes,  and  on  the  green 
The  steer  in  traces  loose 
With  the  free  village  sport : 
No  more  tlie  lamb  bhnll  fly  th'  insidious  wolf. 
The  woods  shall  shed  their  leaveti,  and  the  glad  hind 
The  ground  where  once  he  dug. 
Shall  beat  .in  spri^aliy  dance. 

<  The  name  of  an  old  shepherd  in  Spenser*8  Shep. 


Cal.  February. 
^  Who  was  called  Phoebus. 
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WARTON-S  POEMS. 


ODES. 


Theocbit.  Epigr. 


OBE    1. 
TO  SLE^P. 

(PUSLISHBD  IN    n't?.) 

On  this  my  pensiTe  pillow,  gentle  Sleep  \ 
Descend,  in  all  thy  downy  plumage  drest : 
Wipe  with  thy  wing  these  eyes  that  wake  to  weep. 
And  place  thy  crown*of  poppies  on  my  breast. 

0  steep  my  senses  in  oblivion's  balm, 

And  sooth  my  throbbing  pulse  with  lenient  band ; 
This  tempest  of  my  boiling  bl<j«d  becalm! — 
Despair  grows  mild  at  thy  suprems  command. 
Yet  ah  !  in  vain,  familiar  with  the  gloom, 
And  sadly  toiling  through  the  tedious  night, 

1  seek  sweet  slumber,  while  that  virgin  bloom. 
For  ever  hovering,  haunts  my  wretched  sight. 
Nor  would  the  dawning  day  my  sorrows  charm  : 
Black  midnight  and  the  blaze  of  noon  alike 

To  me  appear,  while  with  uplifted  arm 

Death  stands  prepared,  but  still  delays,  to  strike. 


ODE    IL 

THE  HAMLET. 

waiTTIV   IN    WBICHWOOD  rOBBST. 
(PUBUSHBD   IN    1777.) 

Tbb  hinds  how  blest,  who  ne'er  beguild 
To  quit  their  hamlet's  hawthorn  wiU ; 
Nor  haunt  the  crowd,  nor  teanpt  the  mam, 
For  splendid  care,  and  guilty  gain  1 

When  morning's  twilight-tinctnr'd  beam 
Strikes  their  low  thatch  with  slantiog  gleam, 
They  rove  abroad  in  ether  blue. 
To  dip  the  scythe  m  fragrant  dew ; 
The  sheaf  to  bind,  the  beech  to  fell. 
That  nodding  shades  a  craggy  dell. 

Midst  gloomy  glades,  in  waifoles  clear, 
Wild  nature's  sweetest  notes  they  hear : 
On  green  untrodden  banks  tliey  view 
The  hyacinth's  nejrlected  hue  : 
fai  their  lone  haunts,  and  woodland  rooads. 
They  spy  the  squirrel's  airy  bounds  : 
And  startle  from  her  ashen  spray, 
Across  the  glen,  the  screaming  jay  : 
liach  native  charm  their  steps  explore 
Of  Solitude's  sequestered  store. 

For  them  the  Muon  with  cloudless  ray 
Monnts,  to  illume  their  homeward  way  : 
Their  weary  spirits  to  relieve, 
The  meadows  iucense  breathe  at  eve. 
No  riot  mars  the  simple  fare, 
Tliat  o'er  a  glimmering  hearth  they  share : 
But  when  the  curfcu's  measur'd  roar 
DuJ  J,  the  darkening  valleys  o'cr^ 


Has  echoed  from  the  distant  ttywnv 
They  wish  no  beds  of  cygnet-down. 
No  trophied  canopies,  to  close 
Their  drooping  eyes  in  quick  repose. 

Their  little  sons,  who  spread  the  bloom 
Of  health  around  the  clay-built  rooa», 
Or  through  tlie  primros'd  coppice  stny, 
Or  gambol  in  the  new-mown  bay  ; 
Or  quaintly  braid  the  cowslip>twine, 
Or  drive  afield  the  tardy  kine  ; 
Or  hasten  from  the  sultry  hiil, 
To  loiter  at  tt»c  shady  rill ; 
Or  climb  the  tall  pine's  gloomy  crest. 
To  rob  the  raven's  ancient  nesL 

Their  humble  porch  with  honied  flow'r* 
The  euMing  woodbine's  shade  imbow'rt  r 
From  the  small  garden's  thy  my  mound 
Their  bees  in  busy  swarms  refund : 
Nor  fell  Disea.<«,  before  hie  time, 
Hastes  to  consume  life's  golden  prime: 
But  when  their  temples  long  have  wort 
The  silver  crow»  of  tresses  hoar ; 
As  studiow  still  calm  peace  to  keep^ 
Beneath  a  flowery  torf  they  sleep. 


ODE    IlL 

WRriTEN  AT  VALE.ROYAL  ABBEY  >  IN 

CHESHIRE. 

(puiLisBBD  n«  1777.) 

As  evening  slowly  spreads  his  mantle  hear. 

No  ruder  sounds  the  bonnded  valley  fill, 

Than  the  feint  din,  from  yonder  sedgy  shore. 

Of  rushing  waters,  and  the  matmnring  mill. 

How  sunk  the  scene,  where  clotster'd  leisure  mns'df 

Where  war-worn  Edward  paid  his  awftil  vam ; 

And,  lavish  of  magniffcenee,  dlffoaHl 

His  crowded  sph«t  o'er  the  broad  mottntMo's  braw  I 

The  golden  fens,  that  o^er  the  turrets  strown. 

Quick-glancing  to  the  Sun,  wild  music  made. 

Are  reft,,  and  every  battlement  o'eigrown 

With  knotted  thorns,  and  the  tall  ■apUng'fe  Bbadeb 

The  prickly  thistle  sheds  its  plumy  creit. 
And  matted  nettles  sliade  the  crumbling  man. 
Where  »hone  the  pavement's  surfeoe  smooth,  imprest 
With  rich  reflection  of  the  storied  glam. 

I  A  monastery  for  Gsterckn  monks,  feonded  hf 
king  Edward  f.  about  the  year  1300,  in  consfisqaence 
of  H  vow,  which  he  made  when  in  danger  of  being 
.shipwrecked,  during  his  return  fh>m  a  erusadsb 
It  was  first  founded  at  Demhall  in  the  same  oonn- 
ty,  in  the  year  1 270, 54th  of  the  reign  of  Henry  HI. 
But  afterwards  Edward  I.  in  the  87th  year  of  his 
own  reign,  translated  it  to  a  place  on  the  river 
Wever,  not  fer  distant,  to  whidi  he  on  thit  oocft- 
sion  gave  the  name  of  The  Vale-royal,  and  gi  anted 
to  the  abbot  and  convent  several  perisbea,  lands, 
&c.  adjoining.  After  the  diswiution  it  came  faitn 
the  family  of  Holcrolt,  flnom  whom  It  was  pvr- 
chased  about  the  middle  of  the  17th  centnrr  bf 
the  lady  Mary  Cholmley ;  and  in  her  fiuwly  I 
bcKeve  that  it  still  < 
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Eat  hu6y  clMftaaas  depC  m  proud  rapott, 
Soblimelf  thria'd  m  soifeoiH  imagery ; 
And  through  tbe  leHening  ilea,  in  radiant  rows. 
Their  comae lated  hannen  hang  oo  biglu 
There  nen  broirze,  and  there  tbe  sable  yew 
Throogfa  the  don  toid  displays  its  baleful  glooms  ; 
And  ibeds  is  lingBring  drops  ungenial  dew 
CTtt  the  fiKgatteo  grares  and  scattered  tombs, 
fif  tbe  tlov  clock,  in  stately-measarM  chime, 
That  from  the  massy  tower  tremendous  toll'd, 
No  more  the  plowman  coimts  the  tedious  time, 
Nor  disfcanl  shepAieTd  pens  his  twilight  ibid. 
High  o*er  tbe  trackless  hnUh  at  midnight  seen, 
5o  more  the  windows,  rangM  in  long  array, 
(Where  the  tall  sbaft  and  fretted  nook  between 
Thick  iTy  tarines)  the  taper'd  rites  betray. 

£r'D  now,  amid  the  wavering  ivy-wreaths, 
(While  kindred  tboughU  the  pensive  sounds  iiispiro) 
When  the  weak  breeze  in  many  a  whisper  broathes, 
I  leem  to  listen  to  the  chanting  qniro. 

As  o'er  these  ahatter*d  towers  intent  we  muse. 
Though  reared  by  Charity's  capricious  zeal. 
Yet  can  our  breasts  soft  Pity's  sigh  refuse. 
Or  consdous  Candour's  modest  plea  conceal  ? 

For  though  the  sorceress.  Superstition  blind. 
Amid  the  pomp  of  dreadful  sacrifice. 
O'er  tbe  dun  rooft,  to  cheat  the  tranced  rnind^ 
Oft  bade  her  visioiiary  gleams  arise : 

Tbsagb  the  vaia  hours  aasacial  Sloth  bocoil'd* 
While  tiM  «U11  cloister's  gate  Oblivion  lock'd  ; 
And  thro'  the  chambers  pale,  to  slumbers  mild 
Wan  Indolence  bar  drowsy  cradle  rockM : 
Yet  beaM,  iolilpoa'd  in  veaerable  staU» 
Proad  Ho^pitsJity  dtfpaas'd  bar  atoM: 
Ah,  sea,  baaaath  fM  t««nr's  aavaultad  9il^ 
Foriom  she  sita  apoo  the  brembled  floor  ! 

Her  ponderous  vMe*  with  Gothic  pooitrakara 
Eaboai'd,  no  more  with  balosy  moistare  iosn  ; 
Mid  the  mix'd  shards  o'arwhelmM  in  dast  abaeve, 
Ko  mora,  as  erst,  4ba  foyaa  goblet  flaai. 
flbK  beat  by  sterols  ia  Glory's  ardaoas  way, 
fleie  migki  ifabitiaa  muse,  a  pilgivD  m^e ; 
Here  raptar'd  ate  laligto's  ef  eaieg  lagr 
Oild  toe  calm  walks  «^  his  npoaing  age. 

Here  anoeat  Art  her  dmdal  fcneies  pla^d 
is  the  <)aaintmaaes  of  the  crisped  roof; 
h  melow  gtoQOBs  the  speaikiBg  pane  anray'd. 
And  raiji^  the  clmter'd  cOlamn,  saamy  proof. 
Here  Learning,  guarded  from  a  barbarous  age, 
Hover'd  awhile,  nor  darM  attempt  the  day  ; 
^t  patient  trac'd  upon  the  pictured  page 
1W  hod|^  legend,  or  heroic  lay. 
RiOier  the  solitary  minstrel  came 
Aq  boBonr'd  gnest,  while  the  grim  evening  sky 
Hang  lowering,  and  around  the  social  flame 
Ton'd  his  bold  harp  to  tales  of  chivalry. 

Thm  siagi  the  Muse,  all  pensive  and  alone ; 
Hot  seonis  within  the  deep  fane's  inmost  cell. 
To  pluck  the  gray  moss  from  tbe  mantled  stone, 
Sooie  holy  foandei^  mouldering  name  to  spell. 
Thus  sings  tbe  Muse  :— yet  partial  as  she  smgs, 
Wkh  fioad  r^ret  surveys  these  ruin'd  piles : 
Aad  ^th  foir  im^nges  of  ancient  things 
The  eagtiae  hard's  obae^aioDs  Bund  beguiles. 


But  much  we  pardon  to  th'  ingeanous  Mnse  ; 
Her  fiiiry  shapes  are  trick'd  by  Fancy's  pen : 
Severer  Reason  forms  far  other  views. 
And  scans  tbe  scene  with  philosophic  ken. 
Prom  these  deserted  domes  new  glories  rise^ 
More  useful  institutes,  adomiug  man. 
Manners  enlaig'd,  and  new  civilities. 
On  fresh  founcUtions  build  tbe  social  plan. 

Science,  on  ampler  plume,  a  bolder  flight 
Essays,  escap'd  from  Superstition's  shrine  $ 
While  freed  Religioa,  like  primeval  light 
Bursting  from  chaos,  spreads  her  warmth  divioe» 


ODE  IV. 
SOLITUDB  AT  AV  IVH. 

.(waiTTIH  MAY  15,  1769- ) 

Oft  upon  the  twilight  plain, 
Oireled  with  thy  shadowy  train, 
While  the  dove  at  disUnce  coo'd» 
Have  I  met  thee,  Solitude  ! 
Then  was  loneliness  to  me 
Best  and  trae  society. 
But  ah  !  how  alter'd  is  thy  i 
In  this  sad  deserted  scene  ! 
Hero  all  thy  classic  pleasures  < 
Musing  aiild,  and  thoughtful  i 
Nero  thou  com'st  in  sullen  mood. 
Not  with  thy  fsntastic  brood 
Of  magic  shapes  and  risions  aiiy 
Beckon'd  from  the  land  of  Fairy  « 
'Mid  the  melancholy  void 
>lot  a  pensive  charm  enjoy'd ! 
No  poetic  being  hero 
Strikes  with  airy  sounds  mine  ear  ; 
No  converse  hero  to  fancy  cold 
With  many  a  fleeting  form  I  bold. 
Hero  all  inelegant  and  rude 
Thy  presence  is,  sweet  Solitude. 


ODE    V. 

SENT  TO  MR.  UPTON 

on  BIS  BDmoN  or  tub  vaeub  evtBUB  >. 

(PUBLISHEP   IN    1777.) 

As  oft,  reclin'd  on  Cherwell's  shelving  shore, 
I  trac'd  romantic  Spenser's  moral  page 
And  sooth'd  my  sorrows  with  the  dulcet  lose 
Which  Fancy  fabled  in  her  elfla  age ; 
Much  would  1  grieve,  that  earioas  Time  ao  sooa 
O'er  the  lov'd  strain  had  cast  his  dim  disguise; 
As  lowering  clouds,  in  April's  brighter  noon, 
Mar  the  pure  splendours  of  the  purple  skies. 
Sage  Upton  came,  from  every  mystic  tale 
To  chase  the  gloom  that  bung  o'er  fiury  ground  : 
His  wisaid  hand  unbcks  each  guarded  vsJe, 
And  opes  each  flowery  forest's  magic  bound. 

1  In  tbe  library  of  Trinity  College,  Oscford,  there 
is  a  copy  of  Urry's  Chaucer,  on  tbe  first  leaf  of 
which  is  the  following  memorandum.  Notnlas 
manuscriptas  adjecit  Joannes  Upton,  Prasbendarius 
Ecclesiao  Boflfensis.  Cujus  a  Musaeo  redemptus  est 
iste  Uber.  T.  WviQu. 
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7  hps,  never  knight  wUh  mortal  arms  essay'd 
The  castle  of  proud  Busyrane  to  quell, 
Till  Britomart  her  beamy  shield  display^. 
And  broke  trith  golden  spear  the  mighty  spell : 
The  dauntless  maid  with  hardy  step  explor*d 
Each  room,  arrayM  in  g:listenn<  imagery ; 
And  thro*  th'  enchanted  chamber,  richly  stor'd, 
8aw  Cupid's  stately  maske  com^  sweeping  by.-» 
At  this,  where'er  in  distant  regk>n  sheen, 
She  roves,  embowered  with  many  a  spangled  bongb, 
Mild  Tna,  lifting  her  majestic  mien, 
Braids  with  a  brighter  wreath  her  radiant  brow. 
At  this,  in  hopeless  sorrow  drooping  long, 
Ifer  painted  wings  Imagination  plumes ; 
PleaK^d  that  her  laureate  TOtary*s  rescued  song 
Its  native  charm  and  genuine  grace  resumes. 


ODE    VI. 


THE  SUICIDE  K 

Beneath  the  beech,  whose  branches  bare, 

Smit  with  the  lightning's  livid  glare, 
O'erhang  the  craggy  road. 

And  w  histic  hollow  as  they  wave ; 

"Within  a  solitary  grave, 
A  slayer  of  himself  holds  his  accurs*d  abode. 

Ijower'd  the  grim  mom,  in  murky  dits, 

Damp  mists  inrolv'd  the  scowling  skies. 
And  dimm'd  the  struggling  day ; 

As  by  the  brook,  that  ling*rittg  la%'es 

Yon  rush -grown  moor  with  sable  wave9, 
Full  of  the  dark  resolve  he  took  his  sullen  way. 

I  mark'd  his  desultory  pace, 

His  gestures  stVange,  and  varying  face. 

With  many  a  mutterM  sound  ; 
And  ah  I  too  late  aghast  I  view'd 
The  reeking  blade,  the  hand  embruVl ; 

He  fell,  and  groaning  grasp'd  in  agony  the  ground. 
Full  many  a  melancholy  night 
He  watcliM  the  slow  return  of  light ; 

And  sought  the  powers  of  sleep, 
To  spread  a  momentary  calm 
O'er  his  sad  couch,  and  in  the  balm 

Of  bland  oblivion's  dews  his  burning  eyes  to  steep. 

Full  oft,  unknowing  and  unknown, 
He  wore  his  endless  noons  alone. 

Amid  th'  autumnal  wood : 
Oft  was  he  wont,  in  hasty  fit, 
Abrupt  the  social  board  to  quit, 
Aid  gaze  with  eager  glance  npon  the  tumbling  flood. 
Beckoning  the  wretch  to  torments  new,  * 

Despair,  for  ever  in  his  view, 

A  spectre  pale,  appcar'd  : 
TVliile^  as  the  shades  of  eve  arose. 
And  brought  the  day's  unwelcome  close, 
More  horrible  and  huge  her  giant-shape  she  rear'd. 

I  I  am  well  informed  that  an  opinion,  which  has 
prevailed,  of  this  ode  having  been  occasioned  by,  the 
death  of  Chatterton,  is  not  founded  <»n  feet 
Cbatterton  destroyc*d  himself  by  s\\  allow  ng  aisenic 
in  water.  Not  indeed  that  this  circumstance  would 
be  decisive  against  his  being  the  subject  of  it :  but 
I  know  from  indisputable  anthority  that  he  was  not. 
Mast. 


•*  Is  this,"  mistaken  Scorn  will  cry, 

**  Is  this  the  3'onth  whose  gemus  high 
Could  build  the  genuine  rhyme? 

Whose  boffom  mild  the  favoaring  Mu<ke 

Had  »tor'd  with  ail  her  ample  views, 
Parent  of  fairest  deeds,  and  purposes  Kubiime.** 

Ah  !  from  the  Muse  that  bosom  mild 

By  treacherous  magic  was  beguii'd, 
To  strike  the  deathful  blow : 

She  fill'd  bis  sod  ingenuous  mind 

With  many  a  feeling  too  refln'd. 
And  rous'd  to  livelier  pangs  his  wakeful  sense  of  woew 

lliough  doom'd  hard  penury  to  prove, 

And  the  shaqi  stings  of  bo}MiIess  love ; 
To  griefs  congenial  prone, 

More  wounds  than  nature  gave  be  knew, 

While  miscry^s  foi-m  his  fancy  drew 
In  dark  ideal  hues,  and  horrours  not  its  own. 

Then  wish  not  o'er  bis  earthy  tomb 

The  baleful  nightsliade's  luiid  bkxmi 
To  drop  its  deadly  dew : 

Nor  oh !  forbid  the  twisted  thorn. 

That  nidely  binds  his  turf  forlorn, 
With  spring'sgrcen-swelling  buds  to  vegetate  anew. 

W^hat  though  no  marble-piled  bust 

Adorn  his  desolated  dust. 

With  speaking  sculpture  wrought  ? 

Pity  shall  woo  the  weeping  Nine, 

To  build  a  visionary  shrine,  [brought. 

Hung  wi'h  unfading  flowers,  from  fairy  regioru 

W^hat  though  refused  each  chanted  rite  ? 

Here  viewless  mourners  shall  delight 
To  t6uch  the  shadowy  shell : 

And  Petrarch's  harp,  that  wept  th«  doom 

Of  Laura,  lost  in  early  bloom. 
In  many  a  pensive  pause  shall  seam  to  ring  Hit  knell« 

To  sooth  a  lone,  unhallowed  shade. 

This  votive  dirge  sad  duty  paid, 
'  Within  an  ivied  nook ; 

Sodden  the  half-foiiik  orb  of  day 

More  radiant  shot  its  partnig  ray. 
And  thus  a  cherub- voioe  my  charm'd  attention  took* 

*'  Forbear,  fond  bard,  thy  partial  praise  j 

Nor  thus  for  gnilt  in  spacious  la3rs 
The  wreath  of  glory  twine : 

In  vain  with  hues  of  gorgeous  glow 

Gay  Fancy  gives  her  vest  to  flow,  [confine. 

Unless   Truth's   matron-hand    the    floating  folds 

"  Just  Heaven,  man's  fortitude  to  prove. 

Permits  through  life  at  larga  to  rove 
The  tribes  of  hell-bom  woe : 

Yet  the  same  power  that  wisely  sends 

Life's  fiercest  ills,  indulgent  lends 
Religion's  golden  shield  to  break  th'  embattled  foo. 

Her  aid  divme  bad  luU'd  to  rest 

You  foul  self-murtberer's  throbbing  breast. 
And  stay'd  the  ri^iing  storm : 

Had  bade  the  sun  of  hope  appear 

To  gild  his  darkened  hemisphere. 
And  give  the  wonted  bloom  to  nature*s  blasted  form. 

"  Vain  man!  'Us  Heaven's  prerogative 

To  take,  what  first  it  deign'd  to  give. 
Thy  tributary  breath : 

In  awful  expectation  plao'd, 

Await  thy  doom,  nor  impious  haste         [death.*' 
To  pluck  f^m  God's  right  hand  his  instnftaents  of 
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ODE    riL 

SBNT  TO  A  FRIEND  «, 
ev  mn  lbatims  a  patoumitb  ▼ileagb  in  bampsbiri. 

(wtlTTKK   IN    1750.       PUBLISHED   IN    1777.) 

Ab  moom,  thoa  lofv'd  retreat !  No  more 
^all  duMC  fltBp6  thy  scenes  explore ! 
Wtea  nBm'i  pale  rays  but  iaintly  peep 
O^ar  yonler  aak-croarnM  airy  steep, 
Wbo  now  shall  climb  its  brows  to  yiew 
The  ko^  of  landscape,  ever  new, 
Where  Sammer  flings,  in  carclem  pride, 
Ber  varied  iresture  &r  and  wide ! 
Who  naarky  beneath,  each  villago-cbarm, 
Or  grange,  or  eloi-encircled  farm : 
The  flinty  dove-cote's  crowded  roof, 
WatchM  by  the  kite  that  sails  aloof: 
the  tttited  pines,  whose  umbrage  tall 
Darfcens  the  ioog-deserted  hall : 
The  petena  beech,  that  on  the  plain 
CciAects  at  eve  the  playful  train  : 
Tbe  cot  that  smokes  with  early  fire, 
The  lov-nMif  *d  fane's  embosomed  spire  ! 

Wbo  now  shall  indolently  stray 
Thoqgh  the  deep  forest's  tangled  way  ^ 
neasM  at  his  custom'd  task  to  find 
The  wdl  known  hoary-tressed  hind. 
That  toils  with  feeble  hands  to  glean 
Of  wither'd  boughs  his  pittance  mean ! 
Who  nid  thy  nooks  of  hazle  sit. 
Lost  in  some  melancholy  fit ; 
Aai  Mstcning  to  tbe  Taven's  croak. 
The  distant  flail,  the  fiUIing  oak  ! 
Who^  thraogh  the  sunshine  and  the  shower, 
Ifeacry  the  rainbow-painted  tower  ? 
^lio,  wandering  at  return  of  May, 
Cmdkk  the  first  cuckow's  pcmal  lay  ? 
Who  mnsing  waste  tbe  summer  hour. 
Where  high  o'er-arching  trees  embower 
The  gEaasj  lane,  so  rarely  pac'd^ 
With  aamre  flow'rets  idly  grac'd  ! 
Cvotic'd  now,  at  twilight's  dawn 
letmniag  reapers  cross  the  lawn ; 
Nor  Ibnd  atteation  loves  to  notfe 
The  wether's  bdl  from  folds  remote : 
While,  own'd  by  no  poetic  eye. 
Thy  pensive  evenings  shade  the  sky  ! 

Fbr  h> !  the  Bard  who  rapture  found 
h  evay  rural  sight  or  sound  ; 
Whose  geniis  warm,  and  judgment  chaste^ 
Ns  cfaaim  of  genuine  nature  pass'd ; 
Who  Celt  the  Muse's  purest  fires, 
hrfran  thy  Cavonr'd  baunt  retires : 
Who  peopled  all  thy  vocal  bowers 
Wah  shadowy  shapes,  and  airy  powers. 

Behold,  m  dread  repose  resumes, 
is ost,  thy  tad  seqnester'd  gloomsl 
FfOB  the  deep  dall,  whtire  shaggy  roots 
ftisfji  tin  rough  brink  with  wreathed  shoots, 

>  To  his  brother.  Dr.  Joseph  Warton,  who  at  the 
tiae  cT  ths  ode  being  written,  1750,  was  just 
''sniV  hii  leadeno^  at  Wynslade,  near  Basing- 
*oka,  aid  going  abroad  with  Charles  duke  of 
^"^^   The  flnt  fwinct  oooftatiis  an  allusion  to 


Th'  unwilling  genius  fKes  forlorn, 

His  primrose  chaplet  rudely  torn. 

With  hollow  shriek  the  nymphs  forsake 

Tbe  pathless  copse  and  hedge-row  brake: 

Where  the  deiv'd  moimtain's  headlong  side 

Its  chalky  entrails  opens  wide. 

On  the  green  summit,  amUish'd  high, 

No  Ioniser  Fcho  loves  to  lie. 

No  pearl -crownM  maids  with  wily  look, 

Rise  beckonini?  from  tbe  reedy  brook. 

Aronnd  the  glow -worm's  glimmering  bank. 

No  Fairies  run  in  (iery  rank  ^ 

Nor  brush,  half-seen,  in  airy  ti^ead 

The  violet's  unprinted  head. 

But  Fancy,  from  the  thickets  brown, 

The  i^adcs  that  wear  a  consrious  frown. 

The  forest-oaks,  that,  pale  and  lone. 

Nod  to  ^e  blast  with  hoarser  tone. 

Rough  glens,  and  sullen  waterfalls. 

Her  bright  ideal  oflbpring  calls. 

So  by  some  sage  enchanter's  spell, 
(As  old  Arabian  fablers  tell) 
Amid  the  solitary  wild, 
Luxuriant  gardens  gaily  smil'd: 
From  sapphire  rocks  the  fountains  streamed. 
With  golden  fruit  the  branches  beamed ; 
Fair  forms,  in  every  wondrous  wood. 
Or  lightly  tripp'd,  or  solemn  stbod ; 
And  oft,  retreating  from  the  view, 
Betray'd.  at  distance,  beauties  new : 
While  gleaming  o'er  the  crisped  bowers 
Rich  spires  a«ose,  and  sparkling  towers. 
If  bound  ou  service  new  to  go. 
The  master  of  tbe  magic  show. 
His  ti'ansitory  charm  withdrew. 
Away  th'  illusive  landscape  flew : 
Dun  clouds  obscur'd  tbe  groves  of  gold. 
Blue  lightning  smote  the  blooming  mould : 
In  visionary  glory  rear'd. 
The  gorgeous  castle  disappeared  ; 
And  a  bare  heath's  unfruitful  plaiu 
Usurp'd  the  wisard's  proud  domain. 


VDE    rilL 

MORNINGL 


^HB  AUTHOR  COMVXNBD  TO  COL-LEGB. 


Scr'ib'mus  inclusi.- 


Pers.  Sat.  1.  ver.  13. 


(written  in  1745,   bis  17th  year,  published  in 
1750,  in  tub  student.) 

Oncb  more  the  vernal  Sun's  ambrosial  beams 

The  fields  as  with  a  purple  robe  adorn : 
Cher  well,  thy  sedgy  banks  and  glistVing  streams 

All  laugh  and  sing  at  mild  approach  of  morp ; 
Thro'  the  deep  groves  I  hear  the  chanting  birds. 
And  thro'  the  clover'd  vale  the  various-lowing 

herds. 
Up  moimts  the  mower  from  his  lowly  thatch. 

Well  pleas'd  the  progress  of  the  spring  to  mark» 
The  fragrant  breath  of  breezes  pure  to  catch. 

And  startle  from  her  couch  the  early  lark  | 
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More  genuine  pleasure  soothes  his  tranquil  bnast, 
Than  high-thronM  kings  can  boai^  in  eastern  glory 

drest. 

The  pensive  poet  thro»  the  green-wood  steals. 

Or  treads  the  willowM  marge  of  onurmuring  brook. 
Or  climbs  the  steep  ascent  of  airy  hills; 

There  sits  him  down  beneath  a  branching  oak. 
Whence  various  scenes,  and  prospects  wide  below. 
Still  teach  bis  musing  mind  with  fancies  high  to  glow. 
But  I  nor  with  the  day  awake  to  bliss, 

( Inelegant  to  me  fair  Nature's  face, 
A  blank  the  beauty  of  the  mornin}?  is. 

And  grief  an«l  darkness  all  for  light  and  grace;) 
Nor  bright  the  sun,  nor  green  the  meads  appear. 
Nor  colour  charuts  mine  eye,  nor  melody  mine  car. 
Me,  void  of  elegance  and  manners  mild, 

With  leaden  rod,  stern  Discipline  restrains ; 
Stiff  Pedantry,  of  learned  Pride  the  child, 

My  rovinu  genius  binds  in  Gothic  chaiu; 
Nor  can  the  cloister'd  Muse  expand  her  wing. 
Nor  bid  these  twilight  roo&  with  her  gay  caiolt  rmg. 


ODE  IX  K 


COMPLAINT  OF  CHERWELL  «. 

(WMTTKN   IN    1761.      PtTBLISHED,  AS  IT  NOW  STANDS, 

IN  1777.) 

All  pensive  from  her  osier-woven  bow'r 
Cherwell  arose.     Around  her  darkening  edge 
Pale  eve  began  the  steaming  mist  to  pour, 
And  breezes  fann'd  by  fits  the  rustlmg  scJdgc : 
She  rose,  and  thus  she  cried  in  deep  despair. 

And  tore  the  rushy  wreath  that  bound  her  stream- 
ing hair. 
"Ah  !  why,»'  she  criecl,  "  should  Isis  share  alone 
The  tributary  gifts  of  tuneful  fame  ! 
Shall  every  song  her  happier  influence  own. 
And  stamp  with  partial  praise  her  favourite  name  ? 
While  I,  alike  to  those  proud  domes  allied. 

Nor  hear  the  Muse's  call,  nor  boast  a  classic  tide. 
«*  No  chosen  son  of  all  yon  febling  band 
Bids  my  loose  locks  their  glossy  lengtli  diffuse  j 
Nor  sees  my  coral -cincturM  stole  expand 
Its  folds,  besprent  with  Spring's  unnumber'd  hues : 
No  poet  builds  my  protto's  dripping  cell,  [shell. 

Nor  studs  my  crystal  throne  with  many  a  speckled 
"  In  Isis'  vase  if  Fancy's  eye  disrem 
Majestic  towers  emboss'd  in  sculpture  high ; 
Lo !  milder  glories  mark  my  modest  urn, 
The  simple  scenes  of  pastoral  imagery : 
What  though  she  pace  sublime,  a  stately  queen? 

Mine  is  ttic  gentle  grace,  the  meek  retiring  mien. 

»  This  ode  ftrst  appeared  in  the  Oxfbnl  ootlection 
of  verses  on  the  death  of  George  II.  in  the  name  of 
John  Chichester,  brother  to  the  eari  of  DonegalL 
Gent.  Com.  of  Trin.  Coll.  It  was  afterwards  pub- 
hshed  in  the  first  edition  of  Wartoo's  Poems,  with 
variations  in  general  not  important 

*  One  of  the  rivers  at  OxfonL 
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**  Proud  nymph,  since  late  the  Muse  thy  tri- 
umphs sung. 
No  more  with  mine  thy  acoraftil  oaiads  play, 
(While  Cynthia's  lampo'er  the  broad  vale  is  hong,) 
Where  meet  o«r  streams,  indulging  short  delay  ; 
No  more,  thy  crown  to  braid,  thou  deign'st  to  take 

My  cress-bom  flowers,  that  float  in  many  a  shady 
lake. 
'*  Vain  bards !  can  Isis  win  the  raptnr'd  sml. 
Where  Aft  each  wilder  watery  charm  invades  t 
Whose  waves,  in  measur'd  voluDMBtangbtto  soli, 
Or  stagnant  sleep,  or  rush  in  whke  cai^ades : 
Who<ie  banks  with  echoing  industry  resound, 

Fenc'd  by  the  foam-beat  pier,  and  tonrant-braviDg 
mound. 

"  Lo  !  here  no  commerce  spreads  thaferrent  toil. 

To  pour  pollutiim  o*er  my  virgna  tide  ; 

The  fi-eshness  of  my  pa-^tures  to  defile. 

Or  bruise  the  matt(*d  groves  that  ftnnge  my  side : 

But  Solitude,  on  this  sequester'd  hank, 

Mid  the  moist  lilies  sits,  attir'd  in  mantle  dank. 
"  No  ruder  sounds  my  grazing  herds  affright. 
Nor  mar  the  milk- maid's  solitary  sung  : 
The  jeabus  halcyon  wheels  her  bumbie  flight. 
And  hides  her  emerald  wing  my  reeds  among; 
All  unalarm'd,  save  when  the  genial  May    [hay. 

Bids  wake  my  jieopled  shores,  and  rears  the  ripen'd 
"  Then  scorn  no  more  this  «nfr«queBted  scene  '; 
So  to  new  notes  shall  my  cr.y  Echo  string 
Her  lonely  harp.     Hither  the  brow  aerene. 
And  the  slow  paoe  of  ContemplatiDn  bring : 
Nor  call  in  vain  inspiring  Ecstasy 

To  bid  her  visions  meet  the  frenzy-rolliQg  eyt. 
"  Whate'er  the  theme ;  if  unrequited  love 
Seek,  all  unseen,  his  bashful  griefs  to  breathe; 
Or  Fame  to  bolder  flights  the  bosom  move, 
Waving  aloft  the  glorious  epic  wreath  ; 
Here  hail  the  Muses  :  from  the  busy  throng 

Bemote,  where  Fancy  dwells,  and  Nature  prompts 
the  song.^ 


ODE    X 
THE  FIRST  OF  APRIL. 

(PUBLISBBD  IM    1777.) 

With  dalliance  rude  young  Zephyr  woes 
Coy  May.     Full  oft  with  kind  excuse 
The  boisterous  boy  the  flur  denies,     ' 
Or  with  a  soomlul  smite  complies. 

'  Instead  of  the  two  staosM  which  now  oDOoiude 
this  ode,  there  were  originally  the  foUosring ,  which 
allude  to  the  particular  occasion  of  it : 
Then  hither  haste,  ye  youths,  whose  duty  brings 
To  George's  memory  the  votive  dii^ ; 
Lo !  pensive  Peace  shall  tune  your  aolemn  strings* 
To  saddest  airs  along  my  lonely  verge  ( 
Here  Grief  with  holy  musiasi  may  oonvene 
In  sounds,  that  best  shall  greet  the  glorious  hero's 
herse. 

Or  if  auspicious  themes  your  haips  wouM  own. 
In  airy  visions  here  shall  meet  your  eye 
Fair  scenes  of  bliss :  a  blooming  monarch's  throne 
Hung  with  the  wreaths  of  righteous  vietory. 
The  decent  trophies  of  domestic  ease, 
A  people's  filial  love,  and  all  the  palms  of  peace. 
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BUndfiilcr  disaster  p«t. 
And  sbrinkhig  at  the  northern  blast. 
The  tlcetv  storm  returaing  still. 
The  morning  boar,  and  evening  chill  ; 
Rduccant  coaMs  the  timid  Spring. 
Scarce  a  bee,  with  airy  riqg, 
Marmurs  the  blossofm'd  boughs  annmd. 
That  clothe  the  garden's  sonthem  bound : 
Scarce  a  ^iicldy  straggting  flower 
Deeitt  tlie  rough  caatie^s  rifted  tower: 
Scarce  the  hardy  primrose  peeps 
From  the  dark  delPs  entangled  steeps  ; 
O'er  the  fields  of  waving  broom 
Sluvly  shoots  the  golden  bloom  : 
And,  but  by  fits,  the  furze-clad  dale 
Tinctures  the  transitory  gale. 
While  from  tlie  sbrabiwry's  naked  maze. 
Where  the  vegetable  blaze 
Of  Flora's  brightest  'broidery  shone, 
Etery  ckeqner'd  charm  is  flown ; 
Save  that  the  lilac  hangs  to  view 
hs  bofstittg  gems  m  clusters  blue. 

Scant  along  the  ridgy  land 
The  beans  their  new-bom  ranks  expand : 
The  fresh-tum'd  soil  with  tender  blades 
Thinly  the  sprouting  barley  shades : 
Fringing  the  forest's  devious  edge. 
Half  rob*d  appears  the  hawthorn  hedge  ; 
Or  to  the  distant  eye  displays 
Weakly  green  its  budding  sprays. 

The  swallow,  for  a  moment  seen. 
Skims  in  haste  the  village  green : 
From  the  gray  moor,  on  feeble  wing. 
The  screaming  plovers  idly  spring: 
The  butterfly,  gay-painted  soon. 
Explores  awhile  the  tepid  noon ; 
And  fendly  trusts  its  tender  dies 
To  fickle  suns,  and  flattering  skies. 

Fraught  with  a  transient,  frozen  shower. 
If  a  cloud  should  haply  lower. 
Sailing  o'er  the  landscape  dark, 
Mate  on  a  sudden  is  the  lark ; 
Bat  when  gleams  the  Sun  again 
O'er  the  pesrl-besprinkled  plain. 
And  from  behind  bis-watery  vail 
Looks  through  the  thin  descending  hail ; 
SKe  mounts,  and,  lessening  to  the  sight. 
Salutes  the  blithe  return  of  light, 
And  high  her  tuneful  track  pursues 
Mid  the  dim  rainbow's  scattered  hues. 

Where  in  venerable  rows 
Widely  waving  oaks  enclose 
The  moat  of  yonder  antique  hall, 
Svarm  the  rooks  with  clamorous  eall ; 
And  to  the  toils  of  nature  true. 
Wreath  their  capacious  nests  anew. 

Mosing  through  the  lawny  park. 
The  kmely  poet  loves  to  mark 
How  various  greens  in  fiiint  degrees 
Tuigethe  tall  gioupes  of  various  trees; 
While,  careless  of  the  changing  year. 
The  phae  cerulean,  never  sere, 
Toweis  distinguish'd  from  the  rest. 
And  proudly  vaunts  her  winter  vest 

Within  some  whispering  osier  isle, 
Where  Glym's  low  banks  neglected  smile  « ^ 

*The  Glym  is  a  small  river  in  Oxfordshnv, 
wwing  through  Warton's  parish  of  Kiddington,  or 


And  each  trim  meadosr  slill  retama 
The  wintry  torrsnfs  oocy  ataios : 
Beneath  a  willow,  long  ibrsook. 
The  fisber  seeks  his  ouetom'd  nook ; 
And  bursting  through  the  cmckliag  sedge» 
That  crowns  the  current's  caver»*d  edge. 
He  startles  from  the  bordering  wood 
The  bashful  wild  duck's  eariy  brood. 

O'er  the  broad  downs,  a  novel  noa^ 
Frisk  the  lambs  with  fiuikariag  pane. 
And  with  eager  bleatiags  IH 
The  foss  that  skirU  the  beaoon'd  hHt. 

His  free-bom  vigour  yet  unbioka 
To  lordly  man's  usurping  yoke, 
The  bounding  colt  forgets  to  play. 
Basking  beneath  the  noo»>tide  ray. 
And  streteh'd  among  the  daisies  pied 
Of  a  green  dingle's  sloping  aide : 
While  far  beneath,  where  Nature  i_ 
Her  boundless  length  of  level  meads. 
In  loose  luxuriance  taught  to  stny 
A  thousand  tumbling  riHs  inlay 
With  silver  .reins  the  vale,  or  pass 
Redundant  through  the  sparkling  ( 

Yet,  in  these  presages  rude, 
Midst  her  pensive  solitude. 
Fancy,  with  prophetic  glance. 
Sees  the  teeming  months  advance  ; 
The  field;  the  ^bsest,  green  and  gay. 
The  dappled  slope,  the  tedded  hay  ; 
Sees  the  reddening  orchard  blow, 
The  harvest  wave,  the  vintage  ftow; 
Sees  June  unsold  his  glossy  robe 
Of  thousand  hues  o'er  all  the  globe; 
Sees  Ceres  grasp  -her  crown  of  cof«. 
And  Plenty  load  her  ample  horn. 


ODE    XT. 

OM  TBB 

APPBOACH  OF  SUMMEIL 


Te,  dea,  te  fugiuat  veoti,  te  nubiia  cmli, 
Adventurnque  tuum  ;  tibi  suaveis  dedala  tellus 
Summittit  flores ;  tibi  rideot  SM)uora  ponti ; 
Placatunique  nitct  difi'uso  lumioe  coshuiL 

hvcKvr. 


(poaaisaso  m  ^49.) 

Hekcb,  iroa-scepter'd  Winter,  haste 

To  bleak  Siberian  waste ! 
Haste  to  thy  polar  solitude  ; 

Mid  cataracts  of  ice,  [^rude. 

Whose  torraats  dumb  mee  fitnetch'd  in  fragmeoto 

Cuddmgton,  and  dividhig  it  into  upper  and  lower 
town.  It  is  described  by  himself  in  his  account  of 
Cuddington,  as  a  deep  but  narrow  stream,  windmg 
through  willowed  meadows,  and  abounding  in  trouta, 
pikes,  and  wild-fowl.  It  gives  name  to  the  village 
of  Olymton,  with  adjoins  to  Kiddington. 
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From  many  aa  aiiy  pteeipioe. 
Where,  ever  beat  by  deeiy  show'n. 
Thy  gloomy  Gothic  castle  tow'ra. 
Amid  whose  howling  iles  and  balls. 
Where  no  gay  sun-beam  paints  the  walls* 
On  ebon  throne  thou  tov'st  to  sbrond 
Thy  brows  in  many  a  murky  cloud. 

E'en  now,  before  the  vernal  heat. 
Sullen  I  see  thy  train  retreat : 
Thy  ruthless  host  stem  Earns  guides. 
That  on  a  ravenous  tiger  rides, 
Dtm-6gur'd  on  whose  robe  are  shoiwn 
Shipwrecks,  and  villages  overthrown : 
Grim  Auster,  dropping  all  with  dew. 
In  mantle  clad  of  watchet  hue : 
And  Cold,  like  Zemblan  savage  seen. 
Still  threatening  with  his  arrows  keen : 
And  next,  in  furry  coat  embost 
With  iciclei,  his  brother  Frost 

Winter  forewetl  I  thy  forests  hoar, 
Tby  frozen  floods  delight  no  more ; 
Farewell  the  fields,  so  bare  and  wild  ! 
But  come  thon  rose-cheekM  chenib  mild, 
Sweetest  Summer  !  haste  thee  here, 
Once  more  to  crown  the  gladdened  year. 
Thee  April  blithe,  as  long  of  yore, 
Bermudas*  lawns  he  frolick'd  o*er. 
With  musky  nectar-trickling  wing, 
(In  the  new  world's  first  dawning  spring. )/ 
To  gather  balm  of  choicest  dews. 
And  patterns  fair  of  various  hues. 
With  which  to  paint,  in  changeful  die. 
The  youthful  Earth's  embroidery  ; 
To  cull  the  essence  of  rich  smells 
In  which  to  dip  his  new-born  bells; 
Tliee,  as  he  skim'd  with  pinions  fleet. 
He  found  an  infant,  smiling  sweet; 
Where  a  tall  citron's  ^bade  imbrown'd 
The  soft  lap  of  the  fragrant  gronnd. 
There  on  an  amaranthine  bed, 
Thee  with  jiire  nectarine  fruits  he  fed ; 
Till  soon  beneath  his  forming  care. 
You  hloomM  a  goddess  debonair 
And  then  he  gave  the  blessed  isle 
Aye  to  be  sway'd  beneath  thy  smile : 
There  plac'd  thy  green  and  grassy  shrine. 
With  myrtle  bower'd  and  jessamine : 
And  to  thy  care  the  task  assign'd 
With  quickening  hand,  and  nurture  kind, 
Ilis  roseate  infbnt-births  to  rear. 
Till  Autumu's  mellowing  reign  appear. 

Haste  thee,  nymph !  and  hand  in  hand. 
With  thee  lead  a  buxom  band ; 
BriuR  fantastic-fb  ited  Joy, 
With  Sport,  that  yellow- tressed  boy  : 
Leisure,  that  through  the  balmy  sky 
Cbases  a  crimson  butterfly. 
Bring  Health,  that  loves  in  early  dawn 
To  meet  the  milk-maid  on  the  lawn  ; 
Bring  Pleasure,  rural  nymph*  and  Peace, 
Meek,  cottage-loving  shepheidess ! 
And  that  sweet  stripling.  Zephyr^  bring, 
Light,  and  for  ever  on  the  wing. 
Bring  the  dear  Muse,  that  loi-es  to  lean 
On  river-fnargins,  mossy  green. 
But  who  is  she,  that  bears  thy  train. 
Facing  light  the  velvet  plain  ? 


The  pale  pink  binds  her  auburn  hair. 
Her  tresses  flow  with  pastoral  air ; 
Tis  May,  the  Grace— <»ofest  she  stands 
By  branch  of  hawthorn  in  her  hands  : 
Lo !  near  her  trip  the  lightsome  Dews, 
Their  wings  all  ting'd  in  iris-hues ; 
With  whom  the  pow'rs  of  Flora  pUy, 
And  paint  with  pansies  all  the  way. 

Oft  when  thy  season,  sweetest  queen. 
Has  dress'd  the  groves  in  Uv'ry  green ;. 
When  in  each  fair  and  fertile  field 
Beauty  begins  her  bow'r  to  build  ! 
While  Evening,  veil'd  in  shadows  brown, 
Puts  her  matron-mantle  on. 
And  mists  in  spreading  streams  convey 
More  fresh  the  fumes  of  new-shom  hay : 
Then,  goddess,  guide  my  pilgrim  feet 
Contemplation  hoar  to  meet. 
As  slow  he  winds  In  museful  mood. 
Near  the  rush*d  marge  of  Cherwell's  flood  ; 
Or  o'er  old  Avon's  magic  edge. 
Whence  Shakespeare  cuU'd  the  spiky  sedge. 
All  plajrful  yet,  in  years  unripe. 
To  frame  a  shrill  and  simple  pipe. 
There  thro'  the  dusk  but  dimly  seen. 
Sweet  ev'ning-objects  intervene : 
His  wattled  cotes  the  shepherd  plants, 
Beneath  her  elm  the  milk-maid  chants. 
The  woodman,  speeding  home,  awhile 
Rests  him  at  a  shady  stile. 
Nor  wants  there  fragrance  to  dispense 
Refreshment  o'er  my  soothed  sense ; 
Nor  tangled,  woodbine's  balmy  bloom. 
Nor  grass  besprent  to  breathe  perfume  : 
Nor  lurking  wild-thyme's  spicy  sweet 
To  bathe  in  dew  my  roving  feet : 
Nor  wants  there  note  of  Philomel, 
Nor  sound  of  distant-tinkling  bell  : 
Nor  lowings  fiiint  of  herds  remote. 
Nor  mastifTs  bark  from  bosom'd  cot : 
Rustle  the  breezes  lightly  borne 
O'er  deep  embattled  ears  of  com  : 
Round  ancient  elm,  with  humming  noise. 
Full  loud  the  chaffer-swarms  rejoice. 
Meantime,  a  thousand  dies  invest 
The  ruby  chambers  of  the  West ! 
That  all  aslant  the  village  tow'r 
A  mild  reflected  riEuiiance  pour. 
While,  with  the  level -streaming  ra>8 
Far  seen  its  arched  windows  blaze : 
And  the  tall  grove's  green  top  is  dight 
In  russet  tints,  and  gleams  of  light : 
So  that  the  gay  scene  by  degrees 
Bathes  my  blithe  heart  in  ecstasies; 
And  Fancy  to'my  ravish'd  sight 
Pourtrays  her  kindred  visions  bright. 
At  length  the  parting  light  subdues 
My  softcn'd  soul  to  calmer  views, 
And  fainter  shapes  of  pensive  joy. 
As  twilight  dawns,  my  mind  employ. 
Till  from  the  path  I  fondly  stray 
In  musmgs  lap'd,  nor  heed  the  way  ; 
Wandering  through  the  landscape  still. 
Till  Melancholy  has  her  fill ; 
And  on  each  moss-wove  border  damp 
The  glow-worm  hangs  his  fairy  lamp. 

But  when  the  Sun,  at  noon-tide  hour, 
Sits  throned  in  his  highest  tow'r ; 
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Mr,  hetft-rcjoictn^  goddess,  lend 
To  the  tann*d  haycock  in  the  mead  : 
To  mix  ID  niral  mood  among 
The  iMmiphs  and  twains,  a  busy  thraog; 
Or,  as  the  tepid  odours  breathe. 
The  rfisset  piles  to  lean  beneath  : 
There  as  my  listless  limbs  are  thrown 
On  cottch  more  soft  than  palace  down  } 
I  ti^cD  to  the  busy  sound 
Of  mirth  and  toil  that  bums  around  ; 
And  fee  the  team  shrill-tinkling  pass. 
Alternate  o^er  the  furrow'd  grass. 

But  exer,  after  summer-show'r. 
When  the  bright  Sim's  returnui)?  pow'r, 
With  laughing  beam  h&i  chas'd  the  storm. 
Anil  ehcer'd  reviving  Nature's  form  ; 
By  sweet-brier  he<Iees,  bath'd  in  dew, 
I /I  me  my  wholesome  path  pursue ; 
'J'here  issuing  forth  the  frequent  snail 
Wears  the  dank  way  with  slimy  trail, 
While,  as  1  walk,  from  pearled  bush 
The  siuinj-sparkling  drop  I  brush  ^ 
And  all  the  landscape  &ir  I  view 
Clad  in  robe  of  fresher  hue  : 
And  so  load  the  black-bird  sing«, 
That  fitf  and  near  the  valley  rings. 
From  shelter  deep  of  shaggy  rock 
The  shepherd  drives  his  joyfiil  flock ; 
Fhm  boweriog  beach  the  mower  blithe 
With  new-born  vigour  grasps  the  scythe; 
While  o*er  the  snooth  nnbotmdeil  meads 
His  lastfiunt  gleam  the  rainbow  spreads. 
But  ever  against  restless  heat, 
Bear  me  to  the  rock-arch'd  seat, 
O'er  whose  dim  mouth  an  ivy'd  oak 
Hangs  nodding  from  the  low»brow*d  rock  ; 
Haunted  by  that  chaste  nymph  alone, 
Wlrase  wateis  cleave  the  smootlicd  stone ; 
Which,  as  they  gush  upon  the  ground, 
Stdl  scatter  misty  dews  around ; 
A  mstie,  wild,  grotesque  alcove. 
Its  side  with  mantling  woodbhies  wove ; 
Cool  as  the  cave  where  Clio  dwells 
Wbeaee  HeCcon's  fresh  fountain  wells ; 
Or  Qooo-tide  grot  where  Sylvan  sleeps 
In  hoar  Lycaeum's.piny  steeps. 

Me,  irodde«s,  in  sucb  cuTcrn  lay, 
While  all  without  is  scSoreh^d'in  day ; 
Sore  sighs  the  weary  swain,  beneath 
His  withering  bawtlu>m  on  the  heath  ; 
The  drooping  hedger  wbhes  eve, 
In  rain,  of  labour  short  reprieve  ! 
Meantinie,  on  Afric's  glowing  sands, 
Smote  with  keen  heat,  the  traveler  stands : 
Low  sinks  his  heart,  while  round  bis  eye 
Measures  the  scenes  that  boundless  lie, 
NVer  yefby  foot  of  mortal  worn. 
Where  Thirat,  wan  pilgrim,  walks  forlorn. 
How  does  he  wish  some  cooling  wave 
To  slake  his  lips,  or  limbs  to  lave  ! 
And  thinks,  in  every  whisper  low. 
He  hear*  a  bursting  fountain  flow. 

Or  bear  me  to  yon  antique  wood. 
Dim  temple  of  sage  Solitude  ! 
There  witbin  a  nook  most  dark, 
Where  none  toy  musiiig  mood  giay  mark, 
JiCt  me  in  many  a  whisper'd  rite 
The  gemos  old  of  Greece  invite. 


With  that  fair  wreath  my  brows  to  hind. 
Which  for  his  ehosen  imps  he  twin'd, 
Well  nuitur'd  in  Pierian  lore. 
On  clear  Ili^sus'  laureate  shore. 
Till  high  on  waving  nest  reeling. 
The  raven  wakes  my  tranced  mind  f 

Or  to  the  foreat-fringed  vale. 
Where  widow'd  tuKies  love  to  wail, 
Where  cowslips,  dad  in  mantle  meek. 
Nod  their  tall  heads  to  breezes  weak : 
In  the  midst,  witli  sedges  gray 
Crown*d,  a  scant  riv'let  winds  its  way. 
And  trembling  thro'  the  weedy  wreaths. 
Around  an  oozy  freshness  breathes. 
O'er  the  solitary  green, 
Nor  cot,  nor  loitering  hind  is  seen : 
Nor  aught  alarms  the  mote  repose. 
Save  that  byHts  an  heifer  lows : 
A  scene  might  tempt  some  peaceful  sage 
To  rear  hhn  a  lone  hermitage ; 
Fit  place.his  pensive  eld  might  chose   ' 
On  virtue's  holy  lore  to  mose. 

Yet  still  the  sultry  noon  t'  appease 
Some  more  romantic  scene  might  please  ; 
Or  fairy  bank,  or  magic  lawn. 
By  Spenser's  lavish  pencil  drawn : 
Or  bow'r  in  Vallombrosa's  shade. 
By  legendary  pens  pourtmy'd. 
Haste,  let  me  shroud  from  pamful  light. 
On  that  hoar  hill's  aerial  height. 
In  solemn  state,  where  waving  wide. 
Thick  pines  with  darkening  umbrage  hide 
The  rugged  raults,  and  riven  tow'rs 
Of  that  proud  castle's  painted  bow'rs. 
Whence  Hardyknute,  a  baron  bold. 
In  Scotland's  martial  days  of  old, 
Descended  from  the  stately  feast. 
Begirt  with  may  a  warrior  guest. 
To  quell  the  pride  of  Norway's  king. 
With  quiv'ring  lance  and  twanging  string. 
As  thro'  the  caverns  dim  I  wind, 
Misrht  I  that  holy  legend  find. 
By  Fairies  spelt  in  mystic  rhymes. 
To  teach  inquiring  later  times. 
What  open  force,  or  secret  guile, 
Dash'd  into  dust  the  solemn  pile. 

But  when  mild  Mom  ra  saffron  stole 
First  issues  firom  her  eastern  goal. 
Let  not  my  doe  feet  fail  to  climb 
Some  breezy  summit's  brow  sublime. 
Whence  Natnre's  universal  face 
lllumin'd  smiles  with  new  born  ij^race  $ 
The  misty  streams  that  wind*  below 
With  silver-sparkling  lustre  glow ; 
The  groves  and  castled  diffii  appear 
Invested  ail  in  radiance  clear  ^ 
O  !  every  village  charm  beneath ! 
The  smoke  that  mounts  in  azure  wreath  ! 
O  beauteous,  rural  interchange ! 
The  simple  spire,  and  elmy  grange  ! 
Content,  indulging  blissful  hours. 
Whistles  o'er  the  fragrant  floiv'rs. 
And  cattle,  rous'd  to  pasture  new, 
Shake  jooood  from  their  sides  the  diw* 

Tis  thou,  alone,  O  Summer  mild, 
Caast  bid  roe  carol  wood-notes  wild  : 
Whene'er  I  view  thy  genial  scenes  ; 
Thy.wayiqg  wgods,  embroider'd  greeni; 
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What  fires  within  my  boMol  wake. 

How  glowi  my  miad  the  reed  to  take  ! 

What  charms  like  thioe  the  Muse  can  call. 

With  whom  'tis  youth  and  laughter  all ; 

With  whom  each  field  's  a  paradise. 

And  all  the  globe  a  bow'r  of  Uiss ! 

With  thee  conTcrsing,  all  the  day, 

I  meditate  my  lightsome  lay. 

These  pedant  cloisters  let  am  leave. 

To  breathe  my  focive  song  at  em^ 

In  valleys,  where  mild  whispers  use 

Of  shade  and  stream,  to  court  the  Muse ; 

While  wand'rtng  o'er  the  brook's  dim  veigs, 

1  hear  the  stock  dove's  dying  diiga. 

But  when  life's  busier  scene  is  o'er^ 
And  age  vhall  give  the  tresses  hoar, 
I'd  fly  soft  Luxury's  marble  dome. 
And  make  an.humble  thatch  my  home, 
Which  sloping  hills  around  enclose. 
Where  many  a  beech  and  brown  oak  grows ; 
Beneath  whose  dark  and  braiK^hing  bow'cs. 
Its  tides  a  far-fam'd  river  pours : 
By  Nature's  beauties  taught  u>  pleaae» 
Sweet  Tusculaae  *  of  nsral  ease  ! 
Still  grot  of  peace  !  in  lowly  shed 
Who  loves  to  rest  her  gentle  head. 
For  not  the  scenes  of  Attic  art 
Can  comfort  care,  or  sooth  the  heart  t 
Nor  burning  cheek,  nor  wakeAd  eye. 
For  gold  and  Tynan  purple  fly. 

Thither,  kmd  Heav'n,  in  pity  lent, 
Send  me  a.  little,  and  content ; 
The  fisithful  friciid,  and  cheerful  night. 
The  social  sceve  ot'  dear  delight : 
The  conscience  pune,  the  temper  gay. 
The  musing  eve,  and  idle  day. 
Give  me  beneath  cool  shades  to  sit. 
Rapt  with  the  charms  of  classic  wit : 
To  catch  the  bold  heroic  flame. 
That  built  jmniDrtal  QvsBcia's  fame. 
Nor  let  me  fail,  meantime,  to  raaas 
The  solemn  song  to  Britain's  praise : 
To  spurn  the  shepherd's  simple  reeds, 
And  paint  heroic  ancient  deeds : 
To  chant  famM  Arthur's  magic  tale, 
And  Edward,  stem  in  sable  mail ; 
Or  wand'ring  BrtitM*  laiwless  doom  >, 
Or  brave  JBouduca,  toomcge  of  Rome. 

1  Tuscuianupi,  or  Ager  TvteuUmum,  the  country 
about  Tusculum,  where  Cicero  had  a  villa,  to  which 
be  used  to  retire  from  the  lahours  #f  the  bar,  to 
relajt  his  mind  in  the  oompaoy  of  a  few  selaot 
friends,  and  to  pursue  his  philosophical  researches. 

s  Brutus,  accorduig  to  Geoffrey  of  MoBrooath, 
was  son  of  Sylvius,  grandson  of  Aseankis,  and  great 
grandson  of  /Eneas.  Having  accidentally  kHled  his 
lather  in  the  chase,  he  was  banished  by  his  kindred 
trom  Italy  into  Greece;  where  he  delivered  his 
countrymen  the  Trqjans  from  the  bondage  of  Pan- 
drasus ;  and  having  made  a  treaty  with  him,  and 
married  his  daughter  tnnogen,  left  Greece  with  the 
Trojans  m  a  fleet  of  394  sail,  in  search  of  a  new 
country ;  and  after  wandering  about  some  time,  m 
the  course  of  winch  he  met  with  Corinens  inlViscany, 
with  whom  he  joined  forces,  at  length  arrived  at 
Totness  in  Dewmshire.  Cornwall  by  tot  fell  to 
Corineosi  md  Brutus  himself  reigMd  over  Ifac 


O  ever  to  sweet  Poesy 
Let  me  live  true  votary ! 
She  shall  lead  me  by  the  hand, 
Queen  of  sweet  smiles,  and  solace  hUsid ! 
She  fipom  her  precious  stoves  shall  shed 
Ambrosial  flow'rets  o'er  my  head : 
She,  from  my  tender  yoathfol  cheek. 
Can  wipe,  with  kBient  finger  meek. 
The  secret  and  onpitied  tear. 
Which  still  I  drop  in  darkness  drear« 
She  shall  be  my  blooming  bride ; 
With  her,  as  years  suooessiTO  glide^ 
ril  hold  divinest  dallianoe. 
For  ever  held  in  holy  1 


ODE  XIL 

THE  CRUSADE. 
(pUBLisasD  IN  1777.) 

ADvaarxseiiBNT.  - 
King  Richard  the  ikst,  oeiebratBd  Ibr  his  atfHeve- 
moots  in  the  Crusades,  was  no  less  distingi^hed 
for  his  patropage  of  Che  Proveneial  minstrels,  and 
his  own  compositions  in  their  species  of  poetiy. 
Returning  from  one  of  his  expeditions  in  the  hdy 
land,  in  disguise,  he  was  hnpirisaMd  in  a  castle  of 
Leopold  duke  of  Austria.  Rlsfavonrile  minstrel, 
Blondel  de  Nesle,  having  traversed  all  Germany  in 
search  of  his  master,  at  length  came  to  a  castle, 
in  which  he  found  there  was  only  ana  prisoMer,  and 
whose  naooe  was  nnlcoown.  Sospeothsg  that  he 
had  made  the  desired  discovery,  he  seated  himielf 
under  a  window  of  the  prisoner's  apartanent ;  and 
began  a  song,  or  ode,  which  Cha  kipg  and  him»elf 
had  fbrmeriy  composed  togethen.  When  the 
prisoner,  who  was  king  Ricfaasd,  heard  the  song,  bs 
knew  that  BInodel  most  be  the  singer :  and  when 
Blondel  paused  about  the  middle,  die  king  hegaa 
the  remainder,  aad  completed  it  The  f^Howiag 
ode  is  supposed  to  be  this  joint  cmnpositiett  of  the 
minstrel  and  king  Richard.     W, 


BouNO  for  holy  Palestine, 
Nimbly  we  brush'd  the  level  brioe^ 
All  in  azure  steel  array'd ; 
O'er  the  wave  our  weapons  play'd. 
And  made  the  dancing  billows  glow  ; 
High  upon  the  trophied  prow. 
Many  a  warrior-minstrel  swung 
His  sounding  harp,  and  boldly  sung : 

*'  Syrian  virgins,  wail  and  weep> 
English  Richard  ploughs  the  deep ! 
Tremble,  watchmen,  as  ye  ^py 
From  distant  towers,  with  anxious  eye. 
The  radiant  range  of  shield  and  lance 
Down  Damascus'  bills  advance : 

island,  the  name  of  which  he  changed  from  Albkm 
to  Britain,  24  years,  when  he  died  and  was  baried 
in  a  city  hnilt  by  Mraself,  eaHed  Tnja  nova,  after- 
wards Trinovantum,  on  that  which  is  now  the  site 
of  LondoD. 
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Fran  Sioii'f  tarrete  as  afo 

Ye  kco  the  march  of  Etirope's  war ! 

Saladia,  thou  paynim  kinf^, 

From  Albkm^  isle  revenge  we  bring ! 

Od  Acoq*s  spiry  dtadel. 

Though  to  the  gale  thy  bannefs  swell, 

Pictur'd  with  the  silver  Moon ; 

England  shall  end  thy  glory  soon ! 

la  vain,  to  break  our  firm  array, 

Thy  brazen  drums  hoarse  discord  bmy : 

Those  fiOUDds  our  rising  fury  &n : 

English  Richard  in  the  van. 

On  t-j  Tictory  we  go, 

A  vaunting  rafidal  the  foe." 

Bloodel  led  the  tuneful  band. 
And  swept  tde  wire  with  glowins^  hand. 
Cyprus,  from  her  roeky  mound. 
And  Crete,  with  piny  verdure  crown'd. 
Far  along  the  smiling  main 
Echoed  the  prophetic  strain. 

Soon  we  kiss'd  the  sacred  earth 
Thit  gave  a  mtlrdev'd  Saviour  birth  ; 
Then  with  aid<mr  firesh  endu'd. 
Thus  the  solemn  song  renew'd. 

"  Lo,  the  toilsome  voyage  past. 
Heaven's  favour'd  hills  appear  at  last ! 
Ot»ject  of  our  holy  vow. 
We  tread  the  Tyrian  valteys  now. 
From  Carmel*s  almond  shaded  steep 
We  feel  the  cheering  frai^ranoe  creep : 
0*cr  Eogaddi's  shrubs  of  balm 
Waves  the  date-empurpl'd  palm : 
See  Lebanon^s  aspiring  head 
Wide  his  immortal  umbmge  spread  I 
Hail  Calvary,  thou  mountain  hoar. 
Wet  with  our  Redeemer's  gore ! 
Ye  trampled  tombs,  ye  fsnes  fbrlom, 
Y(t  stones,  by  tean  of  pilgrims  worn) 
Your  ravisb'd  honours  to  restore, 
Fearl«ss  we  climb  this  hostile  shore  f 
And  thou,  the  sepulchre  of  Ood  1 
By  mocking  pagans  rudely  trod, 
henSi  fs€  every  awful  rite. 
And  quenchM  thy  lamps  that  beam'd  so  brigbt  | 
For  thee,  from  Britain's  disUnt  coast, 
Lo,  Richard  leads  his  faithful  host ! 
Aloft  in  his  heroic  hand. 
Blazing',  like  the  beacon's  brand, 
0*er  the  lar-4iffrigbted  fields. 
Resistless  Kalibum  *  he  wields. 
Frond  Saracen,  pollute  no  more 
The  shrines  by  martyrs  built  of  yore ! 
From  each  wild  mountain's  tiackles  crowB 
hi  vaio  thy  gloomy  castles  frown : 
Thy  bnttering  engines^  huge  and  hig^ 
In  vain  our  steel-clad  steeds  defy ; 
And,  roiling  in  terrific  state. 
On  giaiit-wfaeels  harsh  thnnden  grata. 
When  ere  has  hush'd  the  buBzing  camp^ 
Amid  the  moon-light  vapours  damp. 
Thy  necromantic  forms,  in  vam, 
Haunt  us  on  the  tented  jriain : 

>  Kalibum  is  the  swwd  of  kmg  Arthur ;  which 
as  the  monkish  historians  say,  came  into  the  posses- 
sion of  Bicbard  L  and  was  given  by  that  monaroh, 
in  the  Crnmdes,  to Tancred  king  of  Sicily,  asaroyal 
present  of  ineathnable  value,  about  the  year  1190. 
SeethefblkNrii^oda.  W. 


We  bid  the  spectre-shapes  avannC;, 
Ashtaroth,  and  Tennagaunt !  ^       ^ 
With  many  a  demon,  pale  of  hue, 
Doom'd  to  drink  the  bitter  dew 
That  drops  from  Macon's  sooty  trec^ 
Mid  the  dread  grove  of  ebony. 
Nor  magic  charms,  nor  fiendi  of  HeU, 
The  Christian's  holy  courage  quell. 
Salem,  in  ancient  majesty 
i  Arise,  and  lift  thee  to  the  sky ! 
Soon  on  thy  battlements  divine 
Shall  wave  the  badge  of  Constantine. 
Ye  barons,  to  the  Sun  unfold 
Our  cross  with  crimson  wove  and  gold  !'* 


ODE    XIU. 

THE  GRAVE  OF  KING  ARTHUR. 

(PUBLUHSD   IN    1777.) 


ADVEBTISKMBirr. 

King  Henry  the  second,  having  undertaken  «■ 
expedition  into  Ireland  to  suppress  a  rebellion 
raised  by  Roderic  king  of  Connaught,  commonly 
called  O'Connor  Dunn,  or  the  brown  monarch  of 
Ireland,  was  entertained,  in  bis  passage  through 
Wales,  with  the  songs  of  the  Welsh  baids.  The 
subject  of  their  poetry  was  king  Arthur,  whose 
history  had  been  so  disguised  by  &buloos  inven- 
tions, that  the  place  of  his  burial  was  in  general 
scarcely  known  or  remembered.  But  in  one-oC 
these  Welsh  poems  sung  before  Henry,  it  was 
recited,  that  king  Arthur,  after  the  battle  of  Camlan 
in  Cornwall,  was  interred  at  Glastonbury  Abbey, 
before  the  high  altar;  yet  without  any  external 
mark  or  memorial.  Afterwards  Henry  visited  thw 
abbey,  and  commanded  the  spot,  described  by  the 
bard,  to  be  opened  :  when  digging  near  twenty 
feet  deep,  they  found  the  body,  deposited  under- 
a  large  stone,  inscribed  with  Arthur's  name.  This 
is  the  ground-work  of  the  following  Ode  :  but,  for 
the  better  accommodation  of  the  story  to  our  pre* 
sent  purpose,  it  is  told  with  some  slight  variations 
from  the  Chronicle  of  Glastonbury.  The  castle  of 
Cilgannan,  where  this  discovery  is  supposed  to  havn 
been  mrde,  now  a  romantie  ruin,  stands  on  a  rock 
descending  to  the  river  Teiri  in  Pembrokeahne  ; 
and  was  built  by  Roger  Montgomery,  who  led  th« 
van  of  the  Normans  at  Hastings,     IV, 

Stately  the  feast,  and  high  the  cheer : 
Girt  with  many  an  aimed  peer. 
And  canopied  with  golden  pall. 
Amid  Cilganran's  castle  hall. 
Sublime  in  formidable  state. 
And  warlike  splendour,  Henry  sate ; 
Prepared  to  stain  the  briny  flood 
Of  Shannon's  lakes  with  rebel  blood. 

8  Ashtaroth  is  mentioned  by  Milton  as  a  generar 
name  of  the  Syrian  deities :  Par.  LosL  i.  4^2.  And 
Tennagaunt  is  the  name  given  in  the  old  romanca 
to  the  god  of  the  Saracens.  See  Fierey'aRelk|uas^ 
vol.  i.  p.  74* 
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lUumining  the  vantted  roof, 
A  thousand  torches  flamed  aloof: 
From'  massy  cups,  with  golden  gleam 
Sparkled  the  red  roetbeglin's  stream : 
To  grace  the  gorgeous  festival, 
Along  the  lofty-window*d  hall, 
The  storied  tapestry  was  hung  r  - 
With  minstrelsy  the  rafters  rung 
Of  harps,  that  with  reflected  light 
From  the  proud  gallery  glittered  bright : 
While  gtiled  bards,  a  rival  throng, 
(From  distant  Mona)  nurse  of  song^ 
From  Teivi,  firing*d  with  umbrage  brown. 
From  Elvy's  vale  ^  and  Cader's  crown  *, 
From  many  a  shaggy  precipice 
That  shades  lerne's  hoarse  abyss. 
And  many  a  sunless  solitude 
Of  Radnor*s  inmost  mountains  rude,) 
I'o  crown  the  banquet's  solemn  close. 
Themes  of  British  glory  chose ; 
And  to  the  strings  of  various  chime 
Attemper'd  thus  the  fabling  rhyme. 

"  0*er  Cornwall's  cliffs  the  tempest  roarM, 
High  the  screaming  sea-mew  soar'd  ; 
On  TrataggePs  ^  topmost  tower 
Darksome  fell  the  sleety  shower ; 
Buund  the  rough  castle  shrilly  sung 
The  whirling  blast,  and  wildly  flung 
On  each  tall  rampart's  thundering  side 
The  surges  of  the  tumblibg  tide : 
When  Arthur  raogM  his  red-croiis  ranks 
On  conscious  Camlan's  *  crimsun'd  banks : 
By  Mordred's  faithless  guile  decreed 
Beneath  a  Saxon  spear  to  bleed  ! 
Yet  in  vain  a  payntm  foe 
Arm'd  with  fate  the  mighty  blow  ; 
For  when  he  fell  an  elfin  queen  ^, 
All  in  secret,  and  unseen, 
O'er  the  fainting  hero  threw 
Her  mantle  uf  ambrosial  blue  ; 
And  bade  her  spirits  bear  him  fur. 
In  Merlin's  agate-axl^l  car. 
To  her  green  isle's  enamell'd  steep, 
Far  in  the  navel  of  the  deep. 

*  The  Elvy  is  a  small  river,  which  rising  in 
Denbighshire,  and  flowing  through  a  beautiful  and 
rich  valley,  falls  intotheClwyd  in  Flintshire,  not  far 
from  St.  Asaph,  to  which,  in  the  language  of  the 
country,  it  gives  the  name  of  Lhan-Klwy,  or  the 
church  on  the  Elwy. 

^  Kader  is  the  name  of  several  mountains  in 
Wales,  BO  called  either  from  their  resemblance  to  a 
chair  (k&dair)  ;  or  because  they  have  been  forti- 
fied places,  or  were  considered  as  naturally  impreg- 
nable, the  British  word  kader  signifying  a  fort  or 
bulwark. 

3  Tintaggel  or  TaitaJgel  cnstle,  where  king  Ar- 
thur is  said  to  have  been  bom,  and  to  have  chiefly 
resided.  Some  of  its  huge  fragments  still  remain, 
on  a  rocky  peniusul.i  cape,  of  a  prodigious  decli- 
vity towards  thr  sea,  and  almost  inaccessible  from 
the  land  side,  on  the  nortliCiTi  coasts  of  Corn- 
wall,    ir. 

*Onthenonh  coast  of  Cornwall,  not  far  fi^om 
Tintaggel :  called  by  Camden  the  river  Alan, 
Cambatau,  and  Camel. 

,  ^  The  name  ly   wfhieh  she  i*-  known  in  tlie  old 
IMiunces  b  Morgain  le  fay,  or  the  faery* 
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O'er  his  wounds  she  sprinkled  6ew 
From  flowers  that  ia  Arabia  grew  : 
On  a  rich  enchanted  bed 
She  pillowed  his  majestic  head  ; 
O'er  his  brow,  with  w^i<:pers  bland, 
Thrice  she  waT'd  an  opiate  wand  ; 
And  to  soft  music's  airy  sound. 
Her  magic  curtains  clos'd  around. 
There,  renew'd  the  vital  spring. 
Again  he  rejgm  a  mighty  king ; 
And  many  a  fkir  and  fragrant  clime. 
Blooming  in  immortal  prime. 
By  gales  of  Eden  ever  faun'd. 
Owns  the  monarch's  high  command: 
Thence  to  Britain  shall  return, 
( If  right  proi)hetlc  rolls  I  learn) 
Borne  on  Victor>''s  spreading  plame, 
His  ancient  sQ^ra  to  resume ; 
Once  more,  in  old  heroic  pride, 
I  His  barbed  courser  to  bestride ; 
His  knightly  tablcto  restore. 
And  brave  the  ^imaments  of  yore.'* 

They  ceas'd  :  when  on  the  tmieful  stage 
Advauc'd  a  bard,  of  aspect  sage  j 
flis  silver  tresses,  thin  besprent, 
To  age  a  graceful  reverence  lent ; 
His  beard,  all  white  as  spangles  fix>re 
That  clothe  Plinlimmon's  forests  hoar, 
Down  to  his  harp  descending  flow'd  ; 
With  Time's  fiunt  rose  his  features  glow'd  ; 
His  eyes  difl'us'd  a  soften'd  fire. 
And  thus  he  wak'd  the  warbling  wire. 

"  listen,  Henry,  to  my  read  ! 
Not  from  fairy  irealms  I  lead 
Bright- rob'd  TracUltun,  to  relate 
In  forged  colours  Arthur's  fete ; 
Though  much  uf  old  romantic  lure 
On  the  high  tlieme  I  keep  in  store  : 
But  boastful  Fiction  should  be  dnmi>. 
Where  Truth  the  strain  might  best  become. 
If  thine  ear  may  siill  be  won 
With  songs  of  Utlier's  glorious  son, 
Henry,  I  a  tale  unfold. 
Never  yet  in  rhyme  euroli'd. 
Nor  suug  nor  liarp'd  in  hail  or  bower ; 
Which  in  iny  youth's  full  early  flower, 
A  minstrel,  sprung  of  Corni^ih  line, 
Who  spoke  of  kings  from  old  Ijocrine, 
Taught  me  to  chaut,  ono  vernal  dawn, 
Deep  in  a  clifl-eiictrcled  lawn, 
What  time  the  glistening  vapours  fled 
From  clotid-envelopM  Clydcr's^  head; 
And  on  its  sides  the  torrents  gray 
Shone  to  the  morning's  orient  ray. 

**  When  Arthur  bow'd  his  haughty  crest. 
No  princess,  veil'd  in  azure  vest, 
Snatch'd  him,  Ijy  Merlin's  potent  spell. 
In  groves  of  golden  bliss  to  dwell ; 
Where,  crown'd  with  wreaths  of  misletoe. 
Slaughtered  kings  in  glory  gu : 
But  when  befell,  with  winged  speed. 
His  champion?,  on  a  milk-^vhite  steed. 
From  the  battle's  hurricane,  • 
Bore  him  to  Joseph's  towered  fane  "7, 

^  Or  Glyder,  a  mountain,  in  Caernarvonshire.  JV, 

"'  Glastonbury   Abbey,   «aid   to  be  foumle<l  by 

Joseph  of  Arimatheri,  i;i  a  s])ot  nncicntly  called  the 

island,  or  valley,  of  Avaionla.  ^'. 
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Id  the  tut  vale  of  Avaloo : 

l^ett,  with  chantfd  oriwn, 

And  the  long  blaze  of  tapen  clear. 

The  stol««l  iathen  met  the  bier; 

ThnMifri)  the  dim  ilea,  in  order  dread 

Oi  martial  woe,  the  chief  they  led. 

And  deep  intomb'd  in  holy  ground. 

Before  the  altar's  aolemn  bound. 

Around  no  dusky  bannen  wave, 

No  mouldering  trophies  mark  tlic  grave : 

A«ay  the  ruthless  Dane  has  torn 

Eich  trace  that  Time's  slow  touch  had  worn  j 

And  k»e,  o*er  the  neglected  stone, 

061iTion*8  veil  its  shade  has  thrown : 

The  fiMled  tomb,  with  honoor  due, 

Tk  thine,  O  Henry,  to  renew  ! 

Thitber,  when  Conquest  has  restor'd 

VuQ  recreant  isle,  and  sheath  *d  the  sword, 

Wba  Peace  with  palm  has  crowu*d  thy  brows> 

Histe  thee,  to  pay  thy  pilgrim  vows. 

There,  observant  of  my  lore. 

The  parement*8  hallowM  depth  explore ; 

And  thrice  a  fistbom  underneath 

Dire  into  the  vaults  of  Death. 

There  ihall  thine  eye,  with  wiM  amaze, 

Od  his  gigantic  stature. gaze ; 

There  shalt  thou  find  the  monarch  laid. 

All  in  warrior -weeds  anay'd  j 

Wearing  in  death  his  helmet-crown. 

And  weapona  huge  of  old  renown. 

Martial  prince,  *tis  thme  to  save 

From  dark  oblivion  Arthur's  grave! 

So  nuy  thy  ships  securely  stem 

Tbe  western  frith :  thy  diadem 

^ine  victorious  in  tbe  van. 

Nor  heed  the  slings  of  Ukter*9  clan : 

Thy  Norman  pike-men  win  their  way 

1  p  the  dun  rocks  of  Harakl's  bay  «  : 

And  from  tbe  steep*  of  rough  Kildarc 

Thy  prancing  hoofs  the  fiUcon  scare : 

So  nuy  thy  bow's  unerring  yew 

Its  shafts  in  Rodericks  heart  imbrew  9,'*- 

kaud  the  pealing  sympliotiy 
Thf  spiced  goblets  mantled  high  ; 
^Vith  passions  new  the  sonic  imprcssM 
Tbr  IHtenmg  king's  impatient  breast: 
Fia>h  the  keen  lightnings  from  his  eyes  ; 
He  scorns  awhile  his  bold  emprise ; 
K'co  now  he  seems,  with  eager  pace, 
Tbe  ctnsecrated  floor  to  trace, 
And  ope,  from  its  tremendous  gloom, 
The  treasure  of  the  wondrous  f  >mb  : 
R'en  now  he  bums  in  thought  to  rear, 
Final  its  dark  bed,  the  ponderous  spear. 
Rough  with  the  gore  of  Pictish  kings : 
I?ai  now  fond  hope  his  fancy  wing^. 
To  poise  the  monarches  massy  blade, 
Of  mainc-temper'd  metal  made ; 
And  drag  to  day  the  dinted  !>hield 
'niat  felt  the  storm  of  Camlan's  fiield. 

"  The  bay  of  Dublin.  Harald,  or  Harsager,  the 
Fair-haired,  king  of  Norway,  is  said,  in  the  life  of 
Gryiiudh  ap  Conan,  prince  oip  North  Wales,  to  have 
conqoered  Ireland,  and  to  have  founded  Dublin.  fV. 

^  Henry  is  supposed  to  have  succeeded  in  this 
enterprise,  chiefly  by  the  use  of  the  long  bow,  with 
which  the  Irish  were  entirely  unacquainted.  W. 


O'er  tbe  sepulchre  profound 
E*en  now,  with  arching  sculpture  crowi^d. 
He  plans  the  chantry's  choral  shrine, 
llie  daily  dirge,  and  rites  divine. 


xir. 

ODE  FOR  MUSIC. 


As  performed  at  tbe  tlieatre  in  Oxford,  on  the  2(1 
oif  July,  1751,  being  the  anniversary  appointed 
by  the  late  lord  Crew,  bishop  of  Durham,  for 
the  commemoration  of  benefactors  to  tbe  uni- 
versity. 


Quique  sacerdotcs  casti,  dum  vita  manebat; 
Quk)ue  pii  vates,  &  Phcebo  digna  locuti ; 
Inventas  aut  qui  vitam  excoluere  per  artes  ; 
Quique  sui  memores  alios  fecere  merendo ; 
Omnibus  his —  Virgil. 


aZCITAT.      ACCOMP. 

WuBiE  shall  tbe  Muse,  that  on  the  sacred  shell. 
Of  men  in  arts  and  arms  renowned, 

The  soleraq  strain  delights  to  swell ; 

Oh  !  where  shall  Clio  choose' a  race. 
Whom  Ptame  with  every  laurel,  everj'  grace. 
Like  those  of  Albion's  envied  isle,  has  crown'd  ? 

CHORUS. 

Daughter  and  mistress  of  the  sea, 

All>  honoured  Albion,  hail ! 
Where'er  thy  commerce  spreads  the  swelling  sail. 
Ne'er  shall  she  find  a  land  like  thee. 
So  brave,  so  learned,  and  so  free ; 

All-hooour'd  Albion,  hail ! 

lECIT. 

But  in  this  princely  land  of  all  that's  good  and 
great. 
Would  Clio  seek  the  most  distinguish'd  seat. 
Most  blest,  where  all  is  so  sublimely  blest, 
That  with  superior  grace  o'erlooks  the  rest. 
Like  a  rich  gem  in  circling  gold  enshrined ; 

AIR  I. 

Where  Isis*  waters  wind 

Along  the  sweetest  shore. 
That  ever  felt  foir  Culture's  hands. 
Or  Spring's  embroider'd  mantle  wore, 
Lo !  where  majestic  Oxford  stands ; 

CHORUS. 

Mrtue's  awful  throne  ! 
Wisdom's  immortal  source ! 

accrr. 
Thee  well  her  best  belov'd  may  boasting  Albion 
own. 
Whence  each  fair  purpose  of  ingenuous  praise, 
All  that  in  thought  or  deed  diviue  is  deem'd. 
In  one  unbounded  tide,  one  unremitted  course, 
From  age  to  age  has  still  successive  streamed ; 
M'here  Learning  and  where  Liberty  have  nurs'd. 
For  those  that  in  their  ranks  liave  shone  the  first, 
l*hcir  most  laxuriant  growth  of  ever  blooming  hays. 
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KBCITATlrt  ACCOMP. 

In  ancient  days,  when  she,  the  t^ten  eodn'd 
With  inore  than  female  fortituHe, 
Bonduca  led  her  pamted  ranks  to  fight ; 
Oft  times,  in  adamantine  arms  arrayed, 
Pallas  descended  from  the  realms  of  light. 
Imperial  Britonesse !  thy  kindred  aid. 
As  once,  all-glowing  from  the  well  fought  day 

The  goddess  sought  a  cooling  stream. 
By  chaince  mvitmg  with  their  glassy  gleam. 
Fair  Isis  waters  dow'd  not  for  away. 
Eager  she  Tiew'd  the  wave, 
Ob  the  coot  bank  she  bar'd  her  breast, 
To  the  soft  gale  her  loeks  ambrosia!  gave; 
And  thus  the  wathry  nj'mph  address'd. 

All   II. 

"  Here,  gentle  nymph,  whoe'er  thou  art. 

Thy  sweet  refreshing  stores  impart : 

A  goddess  from  thy  mossy  brink 

Asks  of  thy  cbrystal  stream  to  drink  : 

Lo!  Pallasaskstbe  friendly  gift; 

Thy  coial-<*iowned  tresses  lift, 

Bise  from  the  wave,  propitious  pow>ry 

O  listen  from  thy  pearly  bow'r." 
RKcrr. 
Her  accents  Isis*  calm  attention  caught. 

As  lonesome,  in  her  secret  cell. 
In  ever-varying  hues,  as  mimic  fancy  taught. 

She  rang'd  the  many-tinctur'd  shell : 
Then  from  her  work  arose  the  Nais  mild  ; 

AIR    III. 

She  rose,  and  sweetly  smiPd 
With  many  a  lovely  look. 
That  whispered  soft  consent : 

RSCIT. 

She  smird,  and  gave  the  goddess  in  her  Bood 
To  dip  her  casque,  tho'  dy'd  in  recent  blood  ; 

While  Pallas,  as  the  boon  she  took. 
Thus  pour'd  the  grateful  sentiment, 

Aia  IV. 
*'  For  this,  thy  flood  the  fairest  name 
Of  all  Britannia's  streams  shall  glide. 
Best  favVite  of  the  sons  of  fame. 
Of  every  Umefiil  breast  the  pride : 
For  on  thy  borders,  bounteous  queen, 
Where  now  the  eowf  lip  paints  the  green 
With  unregarded  grace. 
Her  wanton  herds  where  Nature  feeds, 
M  lonesome  o*er  the  breezy  reeds   ' 
She  bends  her  silent  pace ; 
Lo !  there,  to  wisdom's  goddess  dear, 
A  far-fiim'd  city  shall  her  turrets  rear, 

KECIT. 

"  There  all  her  force  shall  Pallas  prove  ; 
Of  classic  leaf  with  every  rro'tvn. 
Bach  olive,  meed  of  old  renown, 
Bach  ancient  wreath,  which  Athens  wove, 
I'll  bid  her  blooming  bow'rs  abound ; 
And  Oxford's  sacred  seats  shall  tow^ 
To  thee,  mild  Nail  of  the  flood, 
The  troj^y  of  my  gratimde  ! 
The  temple  of  my  power  I" 
RBcrr. 
^or  was  the  pious  promise  vain  ; 
Soon  illivtrious  AHM  came,  [plain. 

A0d  pitehM  fair  Wisdom's  tent  on  Isis*  plenteous 
Alfred^  on  thee  shall  all  tha  Muses  wait. 


Aia  v.  St  «aowa. 
Alfred,  majestic  name. 
Of  all  our  pnise  the  spring ! 
Thee  all  thy  sons  shall  sing, 
Deck'd  with  the  martial  and  the  civic  wreath  : 
In  notes  most  awfil  shall  the  tnirapet  breathe. 
To  thee,  great  Bosmiltts  of  learning's  richest  slate. 
aiciT. 
Nor  Alfred's  bounteous  hand  alone, 
Oxford,  thy  risine  temples  own : 
Soon  many  a  sa^  munificent, 
The  prince,  the  prelate,  laurel -crowned  crowd. 
Their  ample  bounty  lent    , 
To  build  the  beauteous  monument^ 
That  Pallas  vow'd. 

aecrr.  Acconr. 
And  BOW  she  lifls  her  head  guhlime. 
Majestic  in  the  moss  of  time ; 
Nor  wants  there  Onecia's  better  part, 
'Mid  the  proud  piles  of  ancient  art. 
Whose  fif^ed  spires,  with  ruder  hand, 
Waindeet  and  Wickbam  bravely  plsnn*d  ; 
Nor  decent  Doric  to  dispense 
New  chaims  'mid  old  magni6cencd ; 
And  here  and  there  solt  Corinth  weaves 
Her  dasdal  coronet  of  leaves  ; 

SUET. 

While,  as  with  rival  pride,  their  tow'rs  isvade 

the  sky, 
Radcliffe  and  Bodley  seem  to  vie. 
Which  shall  deserve  the  fowroost  place^ 
Or  Gothic  strength,  or  Attic  grace. 

XBCIT. 

O  Isis  !  e^'er  will  I  chant  thy  praise : 
Not  that  thy  sons  have  struck  the  golden  lyrs 
\^1th  hands  most  skilful;  have  their  brows  entwin'd 
With  every  fairest  flower  of  Helicon, 
The  sweetest  swans  of  all  th'  harmomoos  choir 

And  bade  the  musing  mind 
Of  every  science  pierce  the  pathless  ways. 
And  from  the  rest  the  wreath  of  wisdom  won  ; 

AIR    VI. 

But  that  thy  sons  have  dar'd  to  fed 
For  freedom's  cause  a  lacred  zeal ; 
With  British  breast,  and  patriot  pride. 
Have  still  corruption's  cup  defy'd  ; 
In  dangerous  days  untaught  to  fear 
Have  held  the  name  of  hooour  dear, 
ascrr. 

Bnt  chief  on  this  illustrious  day. 
The  Muse  her  loudest  peans  loves  to  pay. 
Erewhile  she  strove  with  accents  weak 
In  vain  to  build  the  lofty  rhyme ; 
At  length,  by  better' days  of  bounty  cheered; 

She  dares  unfold  her  wing. 

AIR  VII. 

Hail  hour  of  transport  most  sublime ! 

In  which,  the  man  raver'd, 
Immortfti  Crew  commands  to  sing. 
And  gives  the  pipe  to  breathe,  the  string  to  spealu 

CHORUS. 

Blest  prelate,  hail  ! 
Most  pious  patrju,  most  triumphant  theme  ! 

From  whose  auspicious  hand 
On  Isis'  tow^v  new  beauties  beam^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


OVES^ 


na 


Kev 


Immortal  Oew ! 
Bleit  prelate,  hail ! 

RlCIT. 

Fen  vow  ftr'd  fcocy  ftet  fhee  lead 
To  I^me^s  high  seated  fiioe 

The  shouthog  hand ! 
Cycrev»r7hallo«>dbead 
Ihne^  choicest  wreaths  she  sees  thee  spread ; 
AUied  soperior  tiBiles  the  solemn  scene  to  view  J  ' 

AIR  VIII. 

And  bids  the  goddess  lift 

Her  loudest  ti-umpet  to  proclaim, 
O  Ciew,  thy  consecrated  gift, 
Aod  echo  with  his  o^rn  in  social  sti-ains  thy  name. 
[Chorus  lepeated. 


ODE  xy. 


CM 


HIS  MAJESnVs  BraTH-DAY, 

jotfB  4th,  ins. 

Amd  the  tfaimdcr  of  the  war, 
Tive  glory  guides  no  echoing  car; 
Nor  bids  the  sword  her  hays  bequeath. 
Nor  stahw  with  Mood  her  brightest  wreath ; 
No  plained  hosts  her  timM|ttil  triumph  owns 
Xor^iuils  of  muideed  multitodes  she  brings. 
To  fvell  ttie  stste  of  her  distiBguish'd  kings. 
And  deck  her  chosen  throne. 
Ob  that  &ir  throne,  to  Britain  dear, 
With  the  flowering  twin'd 
High  she  iMmfs  the  hero's  spear, 
Aod  there  with  all  the  palms  of  peace  oombin'd, 
B«r  onpolloted  hands  the  milder  trophy  rear. 
To  kings  like  these,  her  genuine  theme. 
The  Moie  st  blameless  homage  pays, 
To  George  of  kings  like  these  supreme 
She  wishes  bonour'd  length  of  days. 
Nor  prastitiiies  the  tnbute  of  her  lays. 

Tk  ha  to  fasd  Beglected  gewos  glow. 
And  teach  the  r^ial  bounty  how  to  flow. 
His  totelaiy  sceptre's  sway 
The  ▼indiratfd  artsohey,  x 

And  hftil  their  patnm  kbg ; 
Tn  his  to  judgment's  steady  line 
Then*  flights  CuHactk  to  confine. 
And  yet  opoiid  their  wing;         •. 
The  fleedng  ftxms  of  fiuhion  to  ivstram, 
Asd  bind  capneious  tMte  in  Uoth'f  eternal  chain. 
Seulpture,  lioeatteas  now  no  more, 
¥nak  Greece  her  gnsfcesampte  takes. 
With  Nature's  warmth  the  marble  wakes. 
And  spurnf  the  toys  of  moderu  lore  j 
InsHtive  beanty  simply  plano'd, 
Oorioth,  thy  tufted  shafts  ascend ; 
The  Gmccs  guide  the  patnter*t  hv>^y 
Ifis  magic  mimicry  to  blend. 
While  wsdi  the  gifti  his  reign  bestows. 

Amid  the  proud  display. 
Those  gems  aioond  the  throne  he  throws, 
That  shed  •  lelter  cey : 

TebX¥Ut 


While  from  the  sommits  of  sobHme  teoown 
He  wafts  hi$  favours  uuiTersal  gale, 

With  those  sweet  flowers  he  hhids  a  orowBj 
That  bloom  in  Virtue's  humble  vale  > 
With  rich  OMmidoenoe  the  nuptual  tie 
Unbroken  he  combines, 
Oonspicuous  in  a  nation's  eye 
The  sacred  pattern,  shines. 
Fair  Science  to  reform,  reward,  and  raise. 
To  spread  the  lustre  of  domestic  praises 
To  foster  Kmulation's  holy  fleme. 
To  build  Society's  m^estic  frame. 
Mankind  to  polish,  and  to  inch. 

Be  this  the  monarch's  aim  » 
Above  ambition's  giant  reach 
The  monarch's  meed  to  claim. 


odjs  ,  xn. 


THE  NEW  YEAR,  1786. 

"  DsAR  to  Jore,  a  genial  isle 

Crowns  the  broad  AUaatic  wave  ; 
The  seasons  there  in  mild  assemblage  smile, 
^And  Temal  blossoins  dothe  the  ftxdtful  prime': 

There,  in  many  a  fragrant  cave. 

Dwell  the  spirits  of  the  brave. 
And  braid  with  amaranth  their  brows  Hublhue.^  ,. 

So  feign'd  the  Grecian  bords  of  yore ; 
And  veil'd  in  Fable's  fwcy-woven  vest 

A  visionary  shore, 
That  friintly  gleam'^d  on  their  prophetic  eye 
Through  the  dark  volume  of  ftiturity : 
Nor  knew  that  in  the  brigfit  attire  they  dres-c'd  ' 

Albion,  the  green -haired  heroine  of  the  West; 
Ere  yet  she  claim'd  old  Oosaa's  high  command, 
And  snatch'd  the  tndeot^rom  the  tyrant's  hand. 

Vainly^  flow'd  the  mystic  rhyme  ? 
-    Mark  the  deedii  from  age  to  'age. 
That  611  her  trophy-plctur'd  page  : 
And  see«  with  all  its  strength,  uotam'd  by  time, 

SliM  gtew^  her  valo(ir*8  veteran  rage. 

O'er  Calpe's  *  cliift,  and  stecpy  tow'rs. 

When  streamed  the  red  sniphureoas  showers. 
And  ]>^th's  own  hand  the  dread  artillery  threw;     , 

While  fkT  along  the  midnight  main 
Its  glaring  arch  the  flaming  volley  drew; 

Jiow  triomph'd  Elliot's  patient  train, 

BaflUng  their  vain  confederate  foes  ; 
And  met  th>  nuwonted  fight's  terrific  form  ; 
And  hurling  back  the  burning  war,  arose 

Superior  to  the  fiery  storm  ! 
Is  there  an  ocean  that  forgets  to  roll 
Beneath  the  torpid  pole. 

Nor  to  the  brooding  tempest  heaves  ? 
Her  hardy  keel  the  stubborn  billow  cleaes. 
Tbe  rugged  Neptune  of  the  wint'ry  brine 
In  vain  his  adamantine  breast-plate  wean : 

To  search  ooy  Nature's  guarded  muie, 
^e  bursts  the  barriers  of  th'  indignant  ice  ; 
O'er  sunless  bays  the  beam  of  Science  bean  2 
And  rousing  for  around  the  polar  sleep. 

Where  Drake's  bold  ensigns  fear'd  to  sweep. 
She  sees  new  nations  flock  to  some  fell  «M»ifice. 


I 


1  Gibraltar, 
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Sh«  apMd*.  «t  Odbm's  m«b  cmmuicl, 
Society  from  doep  to  ^leep, 
Aii4  sone  to  aBooe  ibe  bihdt ; 
From  aboee  to  shore,  o'er  every  leiid. 
The  goMeo  chain  of  Gommeroe  wiodi. 
Meantime  her  patriot-cares  explore 
Her  own  rich  woof's  exhanstless  store  ; 
Her  native  fleece  new  fcrvonr  feels. 
And  wakens  all  Hs  wfatrlmg  wheels, 
And  mocks  the  rainbow's  radiant  cUe ; 
More  wide  the  laboars  of  the  loom  she  spreads, 
fa  firmer  bands  domestic  Oommeroe  weds, 
And  calls  her  sister-isle  to  share  the  tie : 

Nor  heeds  the  violence  that  broke 
From  filial  realms  her  old  parental  yoke ! 
Her  cities,  IhrongM  with  many  an  Attic  dome. 
Ask  not  the  banner'd  bastion,  massy  proof  j 
Firm  as  the  castle's  feudal  roof, 
Stands  the  Briton's  social  home.-* 
Hear,  Gaol,  of  England's  liberty  the  lot ! 
Right,  Order,  Law,  protect  her  simplest  plain ; 
Nor  scorn  to  gfu^  the  shepherd's  oighdy  fold. 
And  watch  around  the  forest  oot 
With  conscious  certainty,  the  swain 
Gives  to  the' ground  his  trusted  grain, 

With  ^agier  bopo  the  reddening  harvest  eyes  ; 

And' claims  the  rijpe  autumqal  gold. 
The  meed  of  toil,  ot  industry  the  prize. 
For  ours  the  kiog,  who  boasto  a  parent's  praise^    . 

Whose  band  the  people's  sceptre  sways  ; 
Ours  is  the  senate,  not  a  mecious  nan^, 
Whose  active  plans  pervade  the  civil  frame  t 
Where  bpld  debate  it*  noblect  war  displays. 
And,  m  the  kindling  strife,  unlocks  the  tide 
Of  nwnliest  eloquence,  and  rolls  the  torrent  wide. 

Haaoe  then,  each  vain  complaint,  away, 

'Each  captious  donbt,  and  eantioas  fear  I 
Nor  blast  the  new-bom  year. 

That  anwras  waits  the  spring's  sbw*shooting  ny : 

Nor  deem  that  Albion's  hooomn  cease  to  bloom. 

With  candid  glance,  th'  impartial  Muse, 

Invok'4  on  this  anspicioos  mora, 
The  present  scans^  the  distant  scene  pmiaesy 
And  breaks  opinion's  speculative  gloom : 
Ibteijyreter  of  ages  yet  unborn. 
Full  right  she  spells  the  characters  of  Fate, 
That  Albion  still  shall  kei^  her  wonted  state  I 

Still  in  eternal  story  shine,         « 

Of  Victory  the  sea-beat  shrine ; 

The  source  of  every  splendid  art, 
<L)f  old,  of  fUtore  worlds  the  univcrial  marl. 
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Whbn  freedom  nurs'd  her  native  fire 

In  ancient  Greece,  and  rul'd  the  lyre  ; 
Her  bards,  disdainful,  from  the  tyrant's  browv 

The  6nsel  gifts  of  flattery  tore ; 
But  paid  to  guiltless  power  their  willing  vow : 

And  to  the  throne  of  virtuous  kings. 
Tempering  the  tone  of  their  vindictive  strings^ 

From  truth's  unprostituted  store, 
The  fragrant  wrcatli  of  gratulation  bore. 


'Twas  thus  AlcttoR  smota  the  manly  dbord  $ 

And  Pindar  on  the  Persian  lord 

His  noten  of  indignation  bnri'd. 
And  spum'd  the  minstrel  sieves  of  eastern  sway. 
Prom  trembling  Thebes  eztortiag  eonaoioiis  abame; 
But  o'er  the  diadem,  by  freedom's  flame 
Ilium 'd,  the  banner  of  renown  unfurl'd  i 

Thus  to  his  Hiero  decreed, 
'Mongst  the  bold  chieftains  of  the  Psrthian  gam^ 
The  brightest  verdure  of  Castalia's  bay  ; 

And  gave  an  ampler  meed 
Of  Pisan  palms,  than  hi  the  field  of  &me 
Were  wont  to  crown  the  car's  victorious  speed : 
Andiiail'd  his  scepter'd  champion's  patriot  zeal. 
Who  miz'd  the  monarch's  with  the  people's  weal ; 

From  civil  plans  who  ctaim'd'applanse. 
And  tratn'd  obedient  realms  to  Spartan  laws. 
And  he,  sweet  master  of  the  Doric  oat, 

Theocritus,  forsook  awhile 

The  graces  of  his  pastoral  isle, 
'  The  lowing  rale,  the  bleating  cote. 

The  clusters  on  the  sonny  steep, 
,  And  Pan's  own  umbrage,  dark  and  deep. 

The  caverns  hung  with  ivy -twine. 

The  clifis  that  wav'd  with  oak  and  pine. 

And  Etna's  hoar  romantic  pile : 

And  caught  the  bold  Homeric  note. 

In  stately  sounds  eaalting  high. 

The  reign  of  bomiteoas  Ptolemy : 

like  the  plenty-teeming  tkie 

Of  his  own  Nile's  redundant  flood. 

O'er  tiM  cheer'd  nations,  fer  and  wUt, 
Diffnsing  opulence  and  public  good  j 

While  in  the  rkhly-waiWed  lays 

Was  blended  Berenice's  namo. 

Pattern  fiiir  of  female  fame, 

Soft'ning  with  domestte  life 

Imperial  splendour's  daaling  reya, 

The  queen,  the  mother,  and  the  wife ! 
To  deck  with  honour  due  this  festal  day, 
O  for  a  fttrain  from  these  sublimer  bards ! 
Who  free  to  grant,  yet  fearless  to  refuse 
Their  awful  suffrage,  with  impartial  aim 
Invok'd  the  jealous  panegyric  Muse ; 
Nor,  but  to  genuine  worth's  severer  claim. 

Their  prood  dittiaetkm  deign'd  to  pay, ' 
Stem  arbtters  of  glory's  bright  awards  1 

For  peeriew  bards  like  these  alone. 

The  barda  of  Greece  might  best  adoni. 
With  seemly  song,  the  monarch's  natal  mom  ^ 
Who,  throo'd  hi  the  magnifioence  of  peace. 

Rivals  their  richest  regal  theme : 

Who  rules  a  people  like  their  own, 

In  arms,  in  poiish'd  arts  supreme } 

Who  bids  his  Britain  vie  with  Oraeee. 


THE  NEW  YEAR,  1787. 

In  rough  magnificence  array'd. 
When  ancient  Chivalry  displayM 
The  pomp  of  her  heroic  games 
And  crested  chiefs,  and  tissued 
Assembled,  at  the  olarion*s  call. 
In  aoiM  prood  cattle's  kigli^uvb'd  t^ 
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lb  gm  raButic  Qlofy^  gfoial  ritet: 
i«K»to  oltbe  forgeous  mival, 
Tbe  minitrel  ithick  h»  kindred  string, 
iad  told  of  many  a  iteel-clad  king, 
Who  Id  tbt  tmtngf  tnun'd  hit  baidy  kaigbts; 
Or  bore  the  radiant  red-crois  shield 
Mid  tbe  bold  peen  of  Salem's  field ; 
Who  Inven'd  pagap  climes  to  quell 
Tbe  visud  lue*i  terrific  spell ; 
Id  rode  affirays  untaught  to  fear 
Tbe  Saracen's  gigantic  spear. 
Tbe  Hsfeeoing  champions  felt  tbe  fabling  rhyme 
WUh  fairy  trappings  fraught,  and  shook  their  plumes 
sabiime. 

&ich  vera  tbe  themes  of  ragal  pr^ist 
Dear  to  tbe  bvd  of  alder  days  i 
Tbe  soqgs,  to  satai^c  virtue  dear. 
That  voo  of  yore  the  public  ear  j 
ErePbKty,  sedate  and  sage. 
Had  <pM9icb'd  tbe  fires  oC  feudal 
Bad  itcnm'd  the  torrent  of  < 


t  of  eternal  slanfi^ 
Indcharm'd  to  rest  an  uaralentii^  age-*- 
No  mora,  m  fbrmidable  state. 
The  esstle  shots  Jtvtkundariiit  gate  1    ' 
Kev  Qoloon  suit  thf  seaaes  of  soAatt>d  lid  i 
No  mora,  bartrkling  bmhad  steads^ 
idrantaraoi  Valour  idly  Uctfds: 
ind  Bov  the  bud  ki  altar'd  tOBM 
A  thaaoa  of  woitbaer  trbmph  OVM ; 
By  spciel  ifliecary  b^guU'd, 
He  moeUa  his  harp  to  monnen  mild  i 
Nor  looger  weavas  the  vieoth  of  war  akwib 
Nirbsib  tbe  botfJkforiM  thai  gnoM  the  0«tuc 
tbraM. 

Aad  Bov  ha  toiMB  bia  plaiafiTe  lay 
To  bini^  wha  phml  the  civic  bay ! 
Wbpehooae  the  patriot  soveraigtf  s  part, 
DiAmig  coouB^va,  peace,  and  art ; 
Wbospraad  tbe  viituoos  pattern  wi^e. 
And  triamph  id  a  nation's  pride ; 
Who  seek  eay  Seieace  in  her  c1oisteT*d  nook, 
WbereTbaaM#,Tetraral,  rolls  an  aitlem  tide  ; 
Wbo  low  to  vbBV  the  vale  divine, 
Wbera  ivfial  Natoie  and  tbe  Nine, 
Aaddosteriag  towen  tbetnfted  grove  oPerkwk; 
To  kiaga,  who  rale  a  filial  land. 
Who  daoB  a  people's  vows  and  pray*n, 
Sbottid  lYeaaoa  arm  the  weakest  band  i  \ 
Totheaa  hie  heart-felt  prahe  he  bean, 
Anl  wkh  aaw  nqptura  bastes  to  greet 
TUsfiealal  man,  that  hmgs  to  meet. 
With  lookiaBt  auspices,  tbe  langhiog  Spring: 
Aadopes  bar  glad  caraer,  with  blessings  on  herwing! 
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Tai  aoUeit  bards  of  Albka^a  choir 
Bara  stnick  of  old  this  fealal  lyre, 
ae  SGiaaec,  abugglii«  oA  io  van. 
Hod  dar'd  to  break  her  Gothic  chain. 


Fir'd  with  tbe  ^  he  diaiig*d  to  1 
His  Norman  ounstrdsy's  discordant  chime  ; 
In  tones  m^yestic  hence  be  told 
The  banquet  of  Cambuscan  bold  ; 
And  oft  be  sung  (howe'er  the  rhyme 
Has  moulder'd  to  tbe  touch  of  time) 
His  martial  master's  knightly  board. 
And  Arthur's  ancient  rites  restored  ; 
Tbe  prince  in  sable  steel  that  sternly  frownM, 
And  Gallia's  captive  king,  and  Cressy's  wreath  re- 
nown'd. 
Won  from  tbe  shef^erd's  simple  meed, 
Tbe  whispen  wild  of  Mufla's  reed. 
Sage  Spenser  wak'd  his  lofty  lay 
To  grace  Eliaa'b  golden  sway : 
O'er  the  proud  theme  new  lustre  to  diffuse. 
He  chose  the  gorgeons  aliegDrie  Muse, 
And  call'd  to  life  ohl  Other's  elfin  tale, 
And  rov'd  thro'  many  a  necromantio  vale^ 
Pourtraying  chiefii  that  knew  to  tame 
Tbe  goblin^  ire,  the  dragon**  fiame. 
To  pierce  the  dark  enchanted,  ball. 
Where  Virtue  sate  in  lonely  thralL 

From  fabling  Phncy's  inmost  ston 
\     A  rich  romantic  robe  he  bora ; 

A  veil  with  vishmary  trappings  hua^^. 
And  o'er  his  virgra-qoean  tbe  ikf  teatops  flmig; 
At  length  the  matchless  Dryden  came, 
■To  light  tbe  Muses'  dearer  flame ; 
To  lofty  numbers  grace  \6  lend, 
And  strength  wHh  melody  to  blend  ; 
To  triumph  in  the  bold  cAreer  of  song. 
And  roll  tb'  unwearied  energy  along. 
Does  tbe  mean  incense  of  promiscuous  praise. 
Does  servile  fear,  diograce  his  ragal  bays  ? 
I  spurn  his  panegyric  strings. 
His  partial  homage,  tun'd  to  kings  ! 
Be  mine,  to  catch  his  manlier  chord. 
That  paints  tb'  impassion'd  Persian  lord. 

By  glory  fir'd,  to  pity  su'd, 
Rous'd  to  revenge,  h^  love  subdu'd  ; 
And  still,  with  transport  new,  the  strains  to  trace, 
That  chant  tbe  Tbeban  pair,  and  Tancred's  deadly 


Of  Maai's  bay  to  bloaeft  on  Ghancer's  bratr 


to  the  atte^i^  joii  aadi  m  hit 


■V^7*^Bfcbyan  onhi^y  maniac. 


Had  these  bM  bards  been  caH'd,  to  pay 
The  vows  of  this  auspicious  day. 
Each  had  oonfess'd  a  fiurer  throne, 
A  mightier  wvereign  than  his  own ! 
Chaucer  had  made  his  hero-monarch  yield 
Tbe  martial  frme  of  Crassy's  well-liBught  field 
To  peaceful  prowew,  and  tbe  oonqawts  caha. 
That  braid  the  sceptre  with  tbe  patriot's  palm : 

His  chaplets  of  fantastic  bloom, 
His  oolourings,  warm  from  Fiction's  loom, 
Spenser  bad  cast  in  scorn  away. 
And  deck'd  with  truth  alone  the  lay; 
All  real  here,  tbe  bard  bad  seen 
Tbe  gloriea  of  bis  pictur'd  queen  I 
The  tuneful  Dryden  bad  not  flatler'd  hera, 
Hit  lyre  had  blameless  been,  bis  tribute  all  smoera  1 
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RvDi  was  tbe  pile,  and  massy  proof. 
That  first  uprear*d  its  haughty  roof 
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On  WindscyPs  brow  rablime,  m  warlike  state : 

Tbe  Korman  tyrant's  jealous  hand 

The  giant  fabric  proudly  plaon'd : 

With  recent  victory  elate, 

"  On  this  majestic  steep,"  he  cried, 
"  A  regal  fortress,  threatening?  wirfe, 

Shall  spread  my  terronn  to  the  distant  hilb^; 
Its  formidable  shade  shall  throw 
Far  o'er  the  broad  ocpanse  below. 
Where  winds  yon  mighty  flood,  and  amply  fills 
With  flowery  verdure,  or  with  golden  grain, 
The  fiursst  flekis  that  deck  my  newdomam  ! 

Aad  Londoi^s  toweia  |hat  reach  the  watdiman's 

eye,  [sky." 

Shall  see  with  conscioas  awe  my  bulwark  dimb  the 

Unchanged,  through  many  a  hardy  race» 
Stood  the  rough  dome  in  sullen  grace ; 

Still  on  its  tngry  front  defiance  frown  d : 

Though  monarclis  kept  their  state  within. 
Still  munnnr'd  with  the  martial  din 
The  gloomy  gateway's  aroh  profouftd; 
And  armedibrmi,  in  airy  row. 
Bent  o'er  the  battlements  their  bews^ 

And  blood-stain'd  bamiecs  crown'd  its  hostile  head ; 
And  oft  its  hoary  rampailfl  wore 
The  njgg'd  scars  of  conflict  sow  $ 

What  time,  pavilion'd  on  the  iieigbbouring  mead, 
Th'  indfgnant  barons  raog'd  m  bright  array 
Their  feudal  bands  to  curb  despotic  sway  ; 
And  leagu'd  a  Briton's  birthright  to  restore. 

Prom  John's  reluctant  grasp  the  roll  of  freedom  borsL 

When  lo,  the  king,  that  wreath'd  his  shield 
With  lilies  pluck'd  on  Cressy^M  field, 

Heav'd  from  its  base  the  monld'ring  Norman  frame! 
'  New  glory  clotb'd  th'  exulting  steep. 
The  portals  tower'd  with  ampler  sweep; 
And  Valour's  soften'd  genius  came, 
Hen  held  his  pomp,  and  traird  the  pall 
Of  triumph  through  the  trophied  hall ; 

And  War  was  clad  awhile  in  gorgeous  weeds : 
Amid  the  martial  pageantr^s. 
While  Beauty's  glance  adjudg'd  the  prize. 
And  beam'd  sweet  influence  on  heroic  deeds. 
Kor  kMBg,  ere  Henry's  holy  zeni,  to  breathe 
A  milder  charm  upon  the  scenes  beneath, 
Rear'd  in  tbe  watoy  glade  his  classic  shrine, 

And  catt'd  his  stripling-quire,  to  woo  tbe  willingl^ne. 

To  this  imperial  seat  to  lend 
Its  pride  supreme,  and  nobly  blend 
Bitthh  magniffeence  with  Attic  art ; 
Proud  castle,  to  thy  banner'd  bowers, 
Lo  f  Picture  bids  her  glowing  powers 
Their  bold  historic  groups  impart ; 
She  bids  th'  illuminatad  pane. 
Along  thy  lofty-vaulted  fiine. 
Shed  the  dim  bittse  of  radiance  richly  clear.^* 
Still  may  such  arts  of  Peace  engage 
Hieir  patron's  care !  But  should  the  rage 
Of  war  to  battle  rouse  the  new-born  year, 
Britain  arise,  and  wake  the  slumbering  fire. 
Vindictive  dart  thy  quick-rekindling  ire  ! 
Or,  ann'd  to  strike,  in  mercy  spare  the  fbe ; 
AhA  lift  thy  thundering  hoad,  and  then  withheld  the 
blowl 


i^mxxL 
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What  native  genius  taught  the  Britoos  bold 

To  guard  their  sea-girt  clifi  of  old  ? 

Twas  liberty  :  she  taught  disdain 

Of  death,  of  Rome's  impenal  chain. 
She  bade  tbe  druld  harp  to  battle  sound. 
In  tones  prophetic  thro'  the  gloom  profound 
Of  forests  hoar,  with  holy  foliage  hung  ; 
From  grove  to  grove  tbe  pealing  prelude  rang ; 
Belinus  >  call'd  his  painted  tribes  around. 

And,  rough  with  many  a  veterai;  scar. 
Swept  the  pale  legions  with  the  scftlied  car^ 

While  baffled  CsBsar  fled  to  gain 
An  easier  triumph  on  Phatsalia'ft  plain  ; 
And  left  the  stubborn  isle  to  stand  elate 
Amidst  a  oonqoei'd  world,  ia  kme  majeftle  stAte  ? 

A  kindred  qMrit  sooo  to  Britain^  alNNt^ 

The  aooa  of  Saamn  Bva  bore ; 

Fraught  with  th'  unconqocanable  soof. 

Who  died,  to  drain  the  w«nior-bowf. 
In  that  bright  hall,  where  Odin's  Gothte  lliraiie 
With  the  brood  blaae  of  brandish'd  ifiilchioiM  dMne; 
Where  the  hmg  rooft  rebounded  to  thedhi 
Of  spectre  chieft,  who  feasted  far  witfiin 
Yet.  not  intent  on  deathAil  deeds  akme. 

They  felt  the  Area  of  social  seal, 
The  peaceful  wisdom  of  the  public  weal  ; 

Though  nursed  iaanaa  and  huiy  Mifo,         * 
They  knew  to  frame  tbe  plana  of  temper'd  life; 
The  king's,  tbe  people's,. balaao'd  damn  to  flaciMt 
On  one  eternal  bascb  jndiMiMttUf.  bound. 

Sudden,  td  shake  the  Saxons  nild  doOMua, 
Rush'd  in  rude  swarms  t||e  robber  Daoc^ 
From  frozen  wastes,  and  caverns  wild* 
To  genial  England's  scenes  b^l'd ; 
And  in  his  clamorous  van  eoculting  came 
The  demons  foul  of  fiuniae  and  of  flame : 
Witness  tbe  sheep-clad  summits,  rooghly  Crown  *d 
With  many  a  frowning  foss  and  airy  mound. 
Which  yet  his  desultory  maroh  proclaim  I— - 

Nor  ceas'd  the  tide  of  gore  to  flow. 
Till  Alfred's  laws  allur'd  th'  intestine  foe  ; 

And  Harold  calm'd  his  headlong  rage 
To  breve  achievement,  and  to  counsel  sage  ; 
For  oft  in  savage  breasts  tbe  buried  aeeda 
or  brooding  virtue  live,  and  freedom's  feiiest  deeds! 

But  see,  triumphant  o'er  tbe  sguthem  wave. 
The  Norman  sweeps  !    Tho*  first  he  gave 
New  grace  to  Briton's  naked  plain, 
With  Arts  and  Mauners  in  histrafai ; 
And  many  a  &ne  he  rear'd,  that  still  sublime 
In  massy  poinp  has  mock'd  the  stealth  of  time  ^ 
And  castle  fair,  that  stript  from  half  its  toir'ri^ 
From  some  broad  steep  inihatter'd  glory  iow*n  : 
Yet  brought  he  Slavery  fhim  a  softer  clime  ; 

>  Ca8sivelfaumua,CsiBihrtiinpiis,  or,  as  he  ia  odlesl 
by  the  old  English  historians,  Gusibelnnu.  1  lie- 
Britoos  united  under  him,  and  resisted  the  i 
in  vaaiwa  of  GtMMv  iMy4b«  yoin  btftwv  Chriit. 
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Iteb  ere,  tbe  «RlBw*t  notes  wvmv 
fTte  Bov  but  lOoUwi  the  musing  poet*8  ear) 

At  tbe  wir  tyfttot's  stern  command, 
WuB^  to  novdcome  reii  a  wakeful  land ; 
WUe  prood  Oppreskm  o»er  the  rarish'd  field 
B^  nii^d  his  aimed  band,  and  shook  the  fendal 


SbopM  thnlfaat  Rpeedom  to  despotic  8way» 
Rr  which,  in  many  a  fierce  affray, 
Tbe  Wtoui  bold,  the  Saxons  bled, 
Hii  Dnah  JsvriinB  Leswin  led 

OVr  HKHnffi'  pl^tostay  the  Norman  yoke  ? 

&e  fidt,  bwt  to  resist,  the  sodden  stroke : 

Ibc  tyitfft-faarao  grvsp^  the  patriot  steel, 

iai  tai^  the  tyrant  king  iU  foroe  to  feel ; 

jkri  «|niek  refeoge  the  regal  bondage  broke, 
ind  «ili,  vicfaang>d  and  nnoontroil*d, 

lb  itsenad  rights  shaU  the  dread  empire  bold  ; 
Bar  b,  iwvering  Britain^  cause, 
A  khv  Mw  Iwsire  lends  to  nal  ive  laws, 
Tbe  saerad  asvereign  of  this  festal  day 

Qa  JUbioB^eU  mmamn  icAects  a  kindred  ray  I 
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As  when  Che  demon  of  the  summer  storm 
Vafta  ferth  the  no(ntide  landscape  to  deferm, 
Ikifc  grows  the  vale,  and  duk  the  distant  grove, 
A^  thick  the  bolts  of  angry  Jore 
Athwart  the  wat*ry  welkin  glide, 
^id  sbeams  tbe  aerial  toiTrent  fer  and 
Ifby  short  fits  the  straggling  ray 
SbonUdart  a  momentary  day, 
TV  ilhimin'd  mountain  glows  awhile, 
9f  feait  d^rees  the  radiant  glance 
Pwrples  th'  horizon's  pale  expanse, 
Aad  gilds  the  gloom  with  hasty  smile : 
Ah  !  fidJe  smile,  too  swiftly  part  ! 
Agaift  lesoonda  thtsweepiiig  btart  , 
With  bosoier  din  the  demon  howls  ; 
Agam  thehlactaning  concaiNs  scowls  ; 
S^dcB  the  shades  of  the  meridian  night 
rvM  to  the  triumph  of  vdcindling  light ; 
The  raJdeuiiig  Sao  legaios  his  golden  sway  ; 
M  Ifatase  stands  revealed  in  all  her  bright  array. 
S^  was  tbe  dbapgeful  conflict  that  possessed 
Wkh  lirmbfii^  tunalt  every  British  breast, 
WksB  AAisa,  tiiwiiiing  in  the  van  sublime 
Of  Glory^  waieh,  from  dime  to  clime 
bsied,  beloT*d,  rever*d,  reoown'd, 
ftr  brawa  with  emy  blissful  chaplet  be 
WbM,  in  htr  mid  career  of  state. 
She  feit  IMT  iBDiiarch's  awful  fete  ! 
ia  Iteey  feott  th*  Ahm|hty  throne 
UAttdewB  OB  nan,  and  wavnig  wide 
Btr  wnatb  tbatp  in  the  rainbow  dyed, 
WMk  hMSofioiUo'^  ln>*i«  •bone, 


lad  Wadky  ftoos  kav  sapphire  dood 


lb  tmhsfMrt  tttfoM  a  peopla*^  feani. 
And  stayed  a  people's  tide  of  tean : 
Bade  this  blert  dawn  with  beams  auspiciousapriqg. 
With  hope  serene,  with  healing  on  its  wing  i 
And  gave  a  sovereign  o'er  a  grateful  land  [band. 
Again  with  vigorous  grasp  to  stretch  the  acepter'd 

O  favour'd  king,  what  rapture  more  refin'd. 
What  mightier  joy  can  fill  tbe  human  mind. 
Than  what  tbe  monarch's  ooascious  bosom  feels, 
At  whofte  dread  throne  a  nation  kneels. 
And  hails  its  father,  friend,  and  lord, 
To  life's  career,  lo  patriot  sway  restor'd  j 
And  bids  tbe  loud  responsive  voice 
Of  union  all  around  rejoice  ? 
For  thus  to  thee  when  Britons  how. 
Warm  and  spontaneous  from  the  heart, 
As  late  tbcir  tears,  their  transports  start. 
And  nature  dictates  duty^s  vow. 
To  thee,  recalPd  to  sacred  health. 
Did  the  proud  citjr's  lavidi  wealth. 
Did  crowded  streets  alone  display 
The  long* drawn  blaze,  the  festal  ray  ? 
Meek  Poverty  her  scainty  cottage  grac'd. 
And  flung  her  gleam  across  the  lonely  waste  t 
Th'  exulting  isle  in  one  wide  triumph  strove. 
One  social  sacrifice  of  reverential  love ! 

Such  pure  unprompted  praise  do  kingdoms  pay. 

Such  willing  zeal^  to  thrones  of  lawless  sway  ? 

Ah  !  how  unlike  the  vain,  the  venal  lore. 
To  Latian  rulers  dealt  of  yore, 
O'er  guilty  pomp  and  hated  power 

When  rtream'd  the  sparkling  panegyric  showari 
And  slaves,  to  sovereigns  unendear'd, 
Their  pliant  trophies  coldly  reared ! 
For  are  the  charities,  that  blend 
Monnreh  with  man,  to  tyrants  known  ? 
The  tender  ties,  that  to  the  throne 
A  mild  domestic  glory  lend, 
Of  wedded  love  the  league  sincere, 
Tlie  virtupus  consort's  feitbful  tear  ? 
Nor  this  the  verse,  that  flattery  brings, 
Nor  here  I  rtrike  a  Siren^  strings ;        [Muse 

Here  kindling  with  her  country's  warmth,  the 

Her  country's  proud  triumphant  theme  pursues  ; 

E'en  needless  here  the  tribute  of  her  lay  ! 
Albkm  the  garhmd  gives  on  this  d'lstiqguidi'd  day. 


ODE  XXUL 

poa 

HIS  MAJESTY'S  BIRTH-DAY, 

JvKB  4tb,  1790. 

WmnH  what  fonstam's  craggy  cell 
Delighto  tbe  goddess  Health  to  dweU* 
Where  Dram  the  rigid  roof  distills 
Her  richert  stream  in  steely  rills  ? 
What  mineral  |g:ems  intwine  her  hamkl  locks  ? 
Lo!  sparkling  high  from  potent  qsrings 
To  Bntain's  sons  her  cup  she  brii^ss  !-^ 
Romantic  MatkxdL  I  are  thy  tufted  rocks, 
Thy  fring'd  declivities,  the  dim  retreat 
Where  the  coy  nymph  has  fix'd  her  favourite  seat. 
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.And  hattK,  radhiM  aloair  ^Im  tbu^Binv  ilioro, 
Indi^piaiit  DtnreBt's  deraltotytide 

Hit  rqgged  ebamiel  rudely  cbide,      [gora?— 
BinMnt,  whoeesbaggy  wreath  is  tttin'd with  JDwiish 
.  Or  does  she  drew  her  naiad  c«v« 
ITith  coral  spoils  fhim  Neptone^  wov^ 
And  bold  short  revels  with  the  train 
Of  oymphs  that  tread  the  neighbouring  main. 
And  from  the  cli£b  of  Avon's  cavem*d  side 
Temper  the  balmy  beverage  pure. 
That,  fraught  with  drops  <J  precious  core. 
Brings  back  to  trembling  hope  the  drooping  bride, 
niat  in  the  virgin^s  cheek  renews  the  rose. 
And  wraps  the  eye  of  pain  in  quick  repose  > 
While  oft  she  climbs  the  mountam's  shelving 

steeps. 
And  calls  her  votaries  wan  to  catch  the  gale. 
That  breathes  o*er  Ashton^s  el  my  vale. 
And  from  the  Cambrian  hills  the  billowy  Severn 


Or  broods  the  nymph  with  watehfat  wing 
0*er  ancient  Badon's  mystic  spring. 
And  speeds  from  its  sulphureous  source 
The  steamy  torrent's  secret  courte. 
And  fiins  th'  eternal  spailcs  of  hidden  fli«, 
^  In  deep  unfathomM  beds  below 
By  Bladud's  magic  taught  to  glow, 
Bladud,  high  theme  of  Fancy's  gotbic  lyre  i — 
Or  opes  the  healing  power  her  chosen  fount 
In  the  rich  veina  of  Malvern's  ample  mount. 
From  whose  tall  ridge  the  noontide  wandei«r 

views 
Pomona's  purple  realm,  in  April's  pride. 
Its  blaze  of  bloom  eiqianding  wide. 
And  waving  groves  array'd  in  Flora's  fiiirasthues?^ 

Haunts  she  the  scene,  where  Nature  low'rv 

O'er  Buxton's  heath  in  Imgering  show'zs  ? 

Or  loves  she  more,  with  sandal  fleet 
In  matin  dance  the  nymphs  to  meet. 
That  on  the  flowery  marge  of  Chelder  play } 
Who,  boastful  of  the  stately  traio. 
That  deign'd  to  grace  his  simple  plain, 
late  with  new  pride  along  bis  reedy  way 
Bore  to  Sabrina  wreaths  of  brighter  hue. 
And  mark'd  his  pastoral  urn  with  emblems new..^ 
Howe'er  these  streams  ambrosial  may  detain 
Thy  steps,  O  genial  Health,  yet  not  alone 
Thy  gifls  the  naiad  sisters  own ;  [main. 

Thine  too  the  briny  flood,  and  Ocean's  hoar  do- 

And  lo,  amid  the  watery  roar 
In  Thetis'  car  she  skims  the  shore. 

Where  Portland's  brows,  embattled  high 

"With  rocks,  in  rugged  majesty 
Frown  o'er  the  billowy,  «ixl  the  storm  restrain. 
She  beckons  Britain's  scepte^d  pair 
Her  treasines  of  the  deep  to  share  !•>-. 
Hail  then,  on  this  glad  mora,  the  mighty  main ! 
Which  lends  the  boon  dhrine  oi  leiqcthen'd  days 
To  those  who  wear  the  noUest  regal  hayi ; 
That  mighty  mam,  which  oo  iu  oaoacioos  tide 
Their  bomidleas  commerce  pours  on  e?ery  dime. 

Their  danntlen  banner  bean  snUime ; 
And  w«lls  their  pomp  of  war,  and  spnada  their 

thonderwidel 
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SONNET  L 

WRITTEN  AT  WINSLADE 

IN  HAMPSHIRE. 

(warrmi  aboctt  thi  t^ar  1750.    Pmisan  w 

Dodslkt's  Collbctiom  17*75.) 

WmsLAOB,  thy  beeoh-capt  hills,  with  waving  grua 
Mantled,  thy  chequerM  views  of  wood  and  bwn, 
Whilom  could  charm,  or  when  the  gradual  dawn 
'Oan  the  gray  mist  with  orient  pnr^  stab. 
Or  evening  glimmer*d  o'er  the  folded  tnm : 
Her  ^rest  landscapes  whence  my  Muse  has  diawn, 
Too  free  with  servile  oourdy  phrase  to  fawn, 
Too  weak  to  try  the  buskin's  stately  strain : 
Yet  now  no  more  thy  slopes  of  beech  and  core. 
Nor  views  invite,  since  he  >  fu  distast  atreys, 
With  whom  I  traced  their  sweets  at  eve  and  mora, 
From  Albion  iu,  to  cull  Hesperian  bays ; 
In  this  alone  they  please,  howe'er  forlorn. 
That  still  they  can  recal  those  happier  days. 

SONNET  It 
ON  BATHING. 

(this  AKn  THE  FOLiOWINO  SOMNBTI  WSaS  PUBLISfllD 

IM  1777.) 

Wheh  late  the  trees  were  stript  by  Whiter  pale, 
Young  Health,  a  diyad-maid  in  vestare  green. 
Or  like  the  forest^ssilver-quiyer'd  qu^pn. 
On  airy  uplands  met  the  piercing  gale; 
And,  ere  its  eariiest  echo  shook  the  vale. 
Watching  the  hunter's  joyous  bom  was  seen. 
But  since,  gay-thron'd  in  fiery  chariot  sheen. 
Summer  has  smote  each  daisy-dappled  dale  ; 
She  to  the  cave  retires,  high-arch'd  beneath 
The  fount  that  laves  proud  bis'  towery  brim  i 
And  now,  all  glad  the  tempemte  air  to  breathe^ 
While  cooling  drops  distil  from  arches  dim. 
Binding  her  dewy  locks  with  sedgy  wreath. 
She  sits  amid  the  quire  of  Naiads  trim. 


SONNET   m. 
wirmir  iv  a  blamm  leap  op  mtopa&b'i 

MOWAiTIOOir. 

Dbbm  not,  devoid  of  elegance,  the  sage. 

By  fancy's  genuine  feelhigs  unbegoil'd. 

Of  pamfal  pedantry  the  poring  <A^kl  I 

Who  turns,  of  these  proud  domes,  W  liiebovfe  pag^ 

Now  sunk  by  time,  and  Henry's  fleroer  nge. 

Think'st  thou  the  waibimg  Muses  never  wtM^Pd 

On  his  lone  hours  ?  Ingenuous  views  eiigng« 

His  thoughts,  on  themes,  undaasie  Iblselw  styPd, 

Intent    While  eloisteed  Piety  displays 

Her  mouldering  roll,  the  pierthig  eye  eitploreB 

New  manners,  and  the  pomp  of  dder  days. 

Whence  culls  the  pensive  bard  his  pieliit*d  sto 

Nor  rough,  nor  barren,  are  the  wini^ng  wsiyn 

Of  hoar  Antiquity,  bat  stnM  wkh  flewws. 

>  His  brother  Dr.  Joi  Warton. 
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SONKET   IF. 

WRrmM  AT  STOMEIIBIIGS* 

Tloo  Boblat  roooument  of  Albion's  isle ! 

Wbctber  by  Merlin's  aid  from  ScythJa't  shore  \ 

To  Amber's  €sUl  plain  Pendrafoo  bona, 

Hofe  frame  of  giant- bands,  the  migbty  pile, 

P  entomb  his  Britow  slain  bv  He^gbt's  guile  : 

Or  draid  priests,  sprinkled  with  human  gore, 

Taofrbt  mid  thy  massy  maze  tbeir  mybtic  lore. 

Or  I^nish  cbi^s,  enricb'd  with  savage  spoil. 

To  VictDfy*s  idol  vast,  an  unhewn  shrine, 

Itrar'd  the  nide  heap :  or,  in  thy  haliow'd  round, 

Kepose  the  kings  of  Brutus'  genuine  line  j 

Or  here  thoee  kings  in  solemn  state  were  crovn'd : 

Stodioos  to  trace  thy  wondrous  origin. 

We  mmt  on  many  an  ancient  tale  reoown'd. 


SONNET  rn. 


SONNET    r. 


wirrrxM  aitbr  sesimp  wilton-houii. 

FioM  Pembroke's  princely  dome,  where  mimic  Ait 

Decb  with  a  magic  hand  the  dasslii^s  bov'rs. 

Its  living  hues  where  the  warm  pencil  pour^ 

Aad  breathing  forms  from  the  rude  marble  start. 

How  fa>  life**  humbler  scene  can  1  depart ! 

My  breast  all  glowing  from  those  gorgeous  tow'ri, 

1b  my  bw  cell  how  cheat  the  sullen  hours ! 

Vain  the  oodiplaint :  for  Fancy  can  impart 

(To  iaie  superior,  and  to  fortune's  dooni) 

Wliate'er  adorns  the  stately-storied  hall : 

She,  mid  the  dungeon's  solitary  gloom, 

Gtn  dress  the  Graces  in  their  Attic  pall : 

fid  the  green  landscape's  vernal  beauty  bloom  ; 

And  in  bright  trophies  clothe  the  twilight  waU. 


SONNET    VI 
TS  MR.  GRAY. 

Not  fliat  her  blooms  aie  markM  with  beanty^t  hue* 
Hy  raslie  Mote  her  vodve  chaplet  brings ; 
Coseen^  unheard,  O  Gray,  to  thee  she  sings  !-— 
WhQe  sl0w1y..p«cnig  thro>  the  chnrch-yard  dew; 
At  eoHev-time,  beneath  the  dark-green  yew. 
Thy  pemire  gemns  strikes  the  moral  strings; 
Or  home  siMmie  on  Inspiratkm's  wings, 
Besn  GhnMift  baxds  devote  the  dreadful  clue 
OTEdward's  taoe,  with  mmthett  «Mtl  deai'd; 
Csa  aught  my  pipe  to  reach  thine  ear  essay  ? 
No,  haid  divme  I  For  many  a  care  begnil'd 
^  the  sweet  nagie  of  thy  soothing  lay, 
For  many  a  raptni'd  thonght,  and  vision  wiU!, 
To  thee  this  strain  <yf  grmtitnde  I  pay. 


>One^ 


the  Bacdiih  tnditioiii  about  Stone- 


While  summer-suns  o'er  the  gay  prospect  play'd« 
Through  Surry's  verdant  soeoea,  vrti^   ^om 

spreads 
Mid  intermingling  elms  her  flowery  meads. 
And  Hascombe's  hill,  in  towering  groves  arrayed, 
Rear'd  its  romantic  steep,  with  mind  serene, 
I  joumey'd  blithe.    Full  pensive  I  retum'd ; 
For  now  my  breast  with  hopel^  passion  bum'd. 
Wet  with  hoar  milts  appear'd  the  g«udy  scene. 
Which  late  in  careless  indolcDce  I  pass'd ; 
And  Autumn  all  around  these  hues  had  cast 
Where  past  delight  my  recent  grief  might  trace. 
Sad  change,  that  Nature  a  congenial  gtdom  [chaae^ 
Should  wear,  when  most,  my  cheerless  niood  t» 
I  wish'd  her  green  attire,  and  wonted  bloom  1 


SONNET  rm. 

ON  KING  ARTHUR'S  ROUND  TABLE; 

AT 


Whirb  Venta*0  Norman  castle  atill  opreari 
Its  ifafhBr'd  hall,  that  o'er  the  graay  Am, 
And  scatteiM  flinty  fhtgments  dad  In  moM, 
On  yeoder  steep  in  naked  state  appears; 
High-hong  remklnt,  the  pride  of  warlike  ymn, 
Oki  Arthur's  boanl :  on  the  capaokme  fomd 
Some  Britkh  pen  has  sketch'dthe  names  ranoimM, 
In  mukt  obecare,  of  his  immortal  peerh 
Thoogh  joined  by  magic  skill,  with  mnny  *  ihyme^ 
The  Drukl  flrame,  unhonour'd,  fidls  a  prey 
To  the  slow  vengeance  of  the  wisttrd  Time, 
And  fade  the  British  characters  awhy ; 
Yet  Spenier'a  page,  that  chants  in  verse  snblim 
Those  cUeb,  shall  Kve,  nneonaekrat  of  decay. 


SONNET     i£ 
TO  THE  RIVBR  LODOK*. 

Ah!  what  a  weaiy  race  my  fhet  haire  ran, 
Shice  first  I  trod  thy  hanks  with  alden  crownM, 
And  thought  my  way  was  all  thro'  fairy  gromid. 
Beneath  thy  azure  sky,  and  golden  snn  : 
Where  first  my  Muse  to  lisp  her  notes  begnni 
While  pensive  Memory  traces  back  the  roond. 
Which  flUs  the  varied  interval  between ; 
Much  pleasure,  more  of  sorrow,  marks  the  soens. 
Sweet  native  stream  !  those  skies  and  sons  so  pn% 
No  more  return,  to  cheer  my  evenmg  road ! 
Yet  still  one  joy  remahis,  that  not  obscure. 
Nor  useless,  all  my  vacant  days  have  flow'd. 
From  youth's  gay  dawn  to  manhood's  prime  mature; 
Nor  with  the  Mose's  laurel  unbestow^d. 

1  Near  l^ngstoke,  WartOD*B  native  country.  ^ ' 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


ise 


WARTON*  PO£MS. 


SATIRICAL 

AND 
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NEWHARKET, 

A  SATIRE. 

(voBUtm  iM  1751.) 


TMhfWMH  Imnm 
'XU  i^Mf  Mam 
Tfi  yf. 


Sophocl.  Elect.  508. 


Hit  coantry'tbope,  when  now  the  blooming  heir 
Has  lort  the  parent's  or  the  guardian's  care  ; 
Fond  to  possess,  yet  eager  to  destroy. 
Of  each  vain  youth,  say,  what's  the  darling  joy  ? 
Of  each  rash  frolic  what  the  source  and  end, 
His  sole  and  flr<t  ambition  what  ?— to  spend. 

Some  'squires,  to  Gallia's  oooks  detocad  dupes. 
Whole  manors  melt  in  sauce,  or  drown  in  soups : 
Another  doats  on  Sddlecs,  tUl  be  sees 
His  hills  no  longer  crown'd  with  tow'ring  trees ; 
Comrinc'd  too  late  that  modem  strains  can  move, 
like  those  of  ancient  Greece,  th'  obeflient  grove  : 
In  h^Mllcss  statues  rich,  and  useless  urns, 
'  MarmcKoo  fiorn  the  classic  tour  returns.— 
^nfe  would  yon  learo,  ye  leisure-loviog  'squires. 
How  best  ye  may  disgrace  your  pnident  sires ; 
How  soonest  soar  to  fasbtooable  shame. 
Be  damn'd  at  once  to  ruin— and  to  hme ; 
By  handf  of  grooms  ambitious  to  be  crown'd, 
O  greatly  di^  to  tread  Olympic  ground  ! 

What  dreams  id  conquest  flushed  HUario'g  breast. 
When  the  good  knight  at  last  retir'd  to  rest ! 
Behold  the  youth  with  new-felt  rapture  mark 
JEAch  pleasing  prospect  of  the  spacious  park : 
That  park,  where  bemties  nndisgais'd  engage, 
Those  beauties  less  the  work  of  art  than  age ; 
In  simple  sUte  where  genuine  Nature  wears 
Her  venerable  dress  of  nncient  yean ; 
Where  all  the  charms  of  chance  with  order  meet 
The  rude,  t^  gay,  the  gmcerui,  and  Uie  great. 
Here  aged  oaks  uprear  their  brandHis  hoar. 
And  form  dark  groves,, which  Druids  might  adore | 
With  meeting  boughs,  and  deepening  to  the  view. 
Here  shoots  the  broad  umbrageous  avenue :  , 
Here  various  trees  compose  a  cheqaer'd  scene. 
Glowing  in  gay  diversities  of  green : 
There  the  full  stream  thro*  intermiogTiog  glades. 
Shines  a  broad  lake,  or  falls , in  deep  ciascades.      ^ 
Nor  wanta  there  hazle  copse,  or  beechen  lawn^^, 
fo  cheer  with  sun  or  shade  the  bouwliug  fawn. 

And  see  the  good  old  seat,  whose  Gothic  tow'rs 
Awftil  emerge  from  yonder  tufted  bowers ; 
Whose  raftec'd  hall  the  crowding  tenants  fed. 
And  dealt  to  Age  and  Want  their  daily  bread ; 
Where  crested  knights  with  peerless  damsels  join'd. 
At  hifph  and  solemn  fiestivals  have  din'd ; 
Piesenting  oft  Csir  '^rtne's  shining  taskj 
In  inystic  pageantries,  and  moral 


But  vain  all  aucient  praise,  or  boast  of  bbtb. 
Vain  all  the  palms  of  old  heroic  worth  ! 
At  onoe  a  bankrupt  and  a  prosperous  hdr, 
Hilario  bets,-*-^|)ark,  house,  dinolTe  in  air  ;     . 
With  antique  armour  hnng,  his  trojAiied  rooms 
Descend  to  gamesters,  firostitntes,  and  grooms. 
He-sees  his  steel-clad  sires,  and  mothers  mild. 
Who  bravely  shook  the  lance,  or  sweetly  smil'd. 
All  th\e  Ihir  series  of  the  whiskeHd  race. 
Whose  pictorVl  forms  the  stately  gallery  grace  ^ 
Debas'd,  abus'd,  the  price  of  ill-got  gold. 
To  deck  some  tavern  vile,  at  auctions  sold. 
The  parish  wonders  at  the  nnopenin^  door. 
The  chimnies  blaze,  the  tables  groan,  no  more. 
Thick  w«eds  around  th'  untrodden  courts  arise. 
And  all  the  social  scene  in  silence  lies. 
Himself,  the  losr  politely  to  repair. 
Turns  atheist,  6ddler,  highwayman,  or  play'r  ; 
At  length,  the  scorn,  the  shame  of  man  and  G<^ 
Is  doom'd  to  rub  the  steeds  that  once  he  rodo. 

Ye  riTal  youths,  your  golden  hopes  how  rwm. 
Your  dreams  of  thousands  on  the  listed  plain  ! 
Not  more  fantastic  Sancho's  airy  course. 
When  madly  mounted  on  the  nugic  horse  >, 
He  piero'd  Heav'tt's  opening  qiheres  with  daszled 

eyes 
And  ioem'd  to  soar  In  visionary  sklea. 
Nor  less,  I  ween,  precarious  is  the  meed 
Of  yonng  adventurers  on  the  Muse*8  steed  | 
For  poets  have,  like  you,  their  destin'd  rouiidj 
And  onrs  is  but  a  race  on  classic  gronnd. 

Long  time,  the  child  of  jfMitrimouial  ease, 
Hi|molitus  had  carv'd  siiloins  in  peace ; 
Had  qnafPd  me9f%  unvex'd  by  toil  or  wife. 
The  mild  Octobet  of  a  private  life  : 
Long  liv^d  with  calm  domestic  conquests  cn>wn*dy 
And  kiird  his  game  on  safe  paternal  ground  : 
And,  deaf  to  Honour's  or  Ambition^s  call. 
With  rural  spoils  adom'd  his  hoary  halL 
As  bland  he  poiTd  the  pipe  o*er  weekly  news, 
His' bosom  kindles  with  sublimer  views. 
Ix>  there,  thy  triumphs,Taafle,  thy  pa]ms,Portnior« ! 
Tempt  him  to  stake  his  lands  and  treasnr'd  store. 
Like  a  new  bruiser  on  Broughtonic  sand. 
Amid  the  lists  our  hero  takes  his  stand ; 
Sock'd  by.  the  sharper,  to  the  peer  a  prey. 
He  rolls  his  eyes,  that  witness  huge  dismay  ; 
When  lo  !  the  chance  of  one  ingk>rioas  heat 
Strips  him  of  seqnl  cheer  and  smg  retrenL 
How  awkward  now  he  bears  disgrace  and  dirt. 
Nor  knows  the  poor's  last  refuge,  to  be  peit !— . 
Tbe  shiftless  beggar  hears  of  illf  the  worst. 
At  pnee  with  dulneis  and  with  hunger  cnrsL 
And  feels  the  tasteless  breast  equestrian  firen  ? 
And  dwells  such  mighty  rage  in  graver  %qaii«n  } 

In  all  attempts,  but  lor  their  country,  bold^ 
Britain,  thy  conscript  couwelkna  behold; 
(For  aome,  perhaps,  by  fortune  fevour'd  yet. 
May  gain  a  bprongb,  from  a  lucky  bet,) 
Smit  with  the  love  of  the  lacooM  boot. 
The  cap,  and  wig  succinct,  the  silken  nat^ 
Mere  modem  Phaetons,  usurp  the  rein. 
And  scour  in  rival  race  the  tempting  plain. 
See,  side  by  side,  his  jockey  and  sir  John 
Discuss  th'  important  point—  of  ilfaL  to  one. 
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For  oh !  tke  boMtod  prifOcgelMW  dMTt 
Hov  gremt  tlie  pride,  to  gun  ^jodkgfu  car ! 
te,  like  a  rooted  hoA,  wifli  hfadlonf  pace, 
nf  memben  poor  aorid  tbe  mbgliiig  raoa! 
AU  ask,  what  croardt  the  tnmiilt  ooaU  produce 
It  Bedlam  or  the  commooi  all  broke  loooe  ? 
Their  way  nor  roaadn  guides,  nor  cautiOD  cheeks, 
Pread  ooa  bigfa-brad  thing  to  risqoe  their  necks. 
Tby  s^cB  hear,  amid  th*  admiring  crowd, 
Adjodge  the  stakes,  most  eloquently  loud : 
Vrkh  critic  skill  o'er  dubious  bets  preside, 
Tbe  low  dispute,  or  kindle,  or  decide: 
All  empiy  wisdom,  and  >udfeious  prate, 
or  dietnac'd  horses  gravely  fix  the  fiste : 
And  with  paternal  care  unwearied  watch 
<y«r  ttie  nice  conduct  of  a  daring  match. 

Meantime,  no  more  the  mimic  patriots  rise. 
To  guard  Britannia's  honour,  warm  and  wise : 
No  more  m  senates  dare  assert  her  laws, 
Kor  poor  the  bold  debate  in  fineedom's  canse : 
Ifcglect  the  counsels  of  a  sinking  land. 
And  know  no  rostrum,  but  Newmarkef  s  stand* 

Is  this  the  band  of  ctril  chieft  design'd 
On  England's  weal  to  fix  the  pondering  mind  f 
Who,  while  their  country^  rights  are  set  to  sale. 
Quit  Europe's  balance  lor  the  jockey's  scale. 
O  flay,  when  least  their  sapient  schemes  are  erost, 
Or  irtien  a  natkm  or  a  match  is  lost  ? 
Who  dams  and  strss  with  more  exactness  trace, 
ThnB  of  Aeir  country's  kings  the  sacred  race : 
Tlmk  London  journeys  are  the  wont  of  ills ; 
Snbocribe  to  articles,  instead  of  bills : 
StiMigeis  to  all  our  annalists  relate, 
TImis  are  the  memoirs  of  the  equestrian  state  : 
WIks  lost  to  Albion's  past  and  present  riews, 
Heber  «,  thy  chronicles  alone  peruse. 

Go  on,  brave  youths,  till  iu  some  future  age 
Whips  shall  become  the  senatorial  badge ; 
Till  R^gland  see  her  thronging  senators 
Moet  all  at  Westminster,  in  Idiots  and  spurs ; 
See  the  whole  House,  with  mutual  frenzy  mad. 
Her  patriots  all  in  leathern  breeches  clad : 
Of  bets,  not  taxes,  learnedly  debate. 
And  guide  with  equal  reins  a  steed  or  state. 

How  would  a  rirtaous  Hoohnhym  neigh  disdain, 
To  noe  hia  brethren  brook  th'  imperious  rein ; 
Bear  darery's  wanton  whip,  or  galling  goad. 
Smoke  thro'  the  glcl«,  or  trace  the  destin'd  road  ; 
And*  robl>'d  of  manhood  by  tbe  murderous  knife, 
Sastain  each  sovdid  toil  of  senrile  lifis. 
Yet  oh  !  what  rage  wonfd  touch  his  generous  mind, 
To  wee  Ms  sons  of  more  than  human  kind-; 
A  kisMi,  with  each  exalted  rirtiie  blest, 
Bacti  gentler  feeiiag  of  tbe  liberal  breast, 
Afi»«l  direfsion  to  that  monster  base, 
Thnek  meanest  spawn  of  man's  half-monkey  race  ; 
In  wfcostt  pride,  avarice,  ignorance^  conspire, 
Thnft  hated  animal,  a  Yahoo  'squire. 

Htfw  are  the  Tberons  of  these  modern  days  [bays ; 
ChnaigM  horn  those  chiefs  who  toU'd  for  Grecian 
Who^  firM  with  genaine  glory's  sacred  lust, 
WhiaM  the  swift  axle  through  the  Pythian  dust  I 
Tbaifs  was  the  Pisaa  olive'a  blooming  spnj, 
TiMiffB  was  the  Thabaa  bard'to  reoording  hiy.  [odds  ? 
What  HMUgh  the  grooms  of  Greeee  ne*er  teak  tbe 
Tbey  won  no  bets,— but  tlMu  they  sonr'd  to  ^ods  j 

of  aa  Bistorioal  lA  flt  the  Running 


And  mon  an  irien>*s  palm,  a  Pindar's  ode. 
Than  all  th'  united  plates  of  George  hestow'd« 

Greece  I  how  1  kuMlle  at  thy  magic  name, 
Feel  all  thy  warmth,  and  catch  the  kindred  fiame* 
Thy  scenes  sublime  and  awfbl  riskms  rise 
In  ancient  pride  before  nrjr  musing  eyes. 
Here  Sparta's  sons  in  mnte  attentioo  hang. 
While  just  Lycuigus  pours  the  mild  harangue ; 
Then  Xerxes'  hosts,  all  pale  with  deadly  fear. 
Shrink  at  her  fated  hero's  Hashing  spear. 
Here  hung  with  many  a  lyra  of  stiTer  string. 
The  laureate  alleys  Of  Ilissns  spring ; 
And  lo,  where  rapt  in  beauty's  beaTenly  dream 
Hoar  Pbito  walks  hk  oUv'd  Academe.-* 

Yet  ah !  no  mora  the  land  of  arts  and  arms 
Delights  with  wisdom,  or  withjrirtue  wanns. 
Lol  the  stem  Turk,  with  more  than  Vandal  rage. 
Has  blasted  all  the  wreaths  of  ancient  age: 
No  mora  her  groves  by  Fancy's  fiset  ara  trod. 
Each  Attic  grace  has  left  the  lov'd  abode. 
Fali'n  is  fair  Greece !  by  Luxury's  pleasing  bane 
Sedne'd,  she  drags  a  barbarous  foreign  chain. 

Britannia,  watch !  O  trim  thy  whliering  bays, 
Bemember  thou  hast  rivali'd  Gnsda's  praise. 
Great  nurse  of  works  dirine  !  Yet  oh !  bewaro 
Lest  thoo  the  fiite  of  Greece,  my  country,  shar& 
Recall  thy  wonted  worth  with  conscious  pride. 
Thou  too  hast  seen  a  Solon  io  a  Hyde  j 
Hast  bade  tbhie  Edwards  and  thine  Henries  rear 
With  Spartan  finrtitnde  the  British  spear ; 
Alike  hast  seen  thy  sons  deserte  the  meed 
Or  of  the  moral  or  the  martial  deed* 


PROLOGUE 

OV  THC 

OLD  WINCHESTER  PLAYHOUSE 

OVIR  TBS  SUTCaEa'S  SaAMBLBS. 

Wbob'ie  our  stage  examines,  must  excuse  ^ 

The  wondrous  shifb  of  the  dramatic  Muse ; 
Then  kindly  lisien,  while  the  prologue  rambles 
From  wit  to  beef,  from  Shakespeare  to  the  sham- 
bles ! 
Divided  only  by  one  flight  of  staiis, 
The  monarch  swaggers,  and  tbe  butcher  sweats ! 
Quick  the  transition  when  tbe  curtain  drops, 
From  meek  Monimia's  moans  to  mutton-chops ! 
While  for  Lothario's  loss  Larinia  cries. 
Old  women  scold,  and  dealers  d — n  your  eyes ! 
Here  Juliet  listens  to  the  gjentle  hirk, 
There  in  harsh  chorus  hungry  boll-dogs  bark. 
Cleaven  and  scymitars  give  blow  for  blow. 
And  heroes  bleed  above,  and  sheep  below  ! 
While  tragic  thuoders  shake  the  pit  and  box. 
Rebellows  to  the  roar  the  staggering  ox. 
Cow-horns  and  trumpets  mix  their  martial  tones. 
Kidneys  and  kings,  mouthing  and  marrow-bones. 
Suet  and  sighs,  blank  verse  aAd  blood  abound. 
And  form  a  tragi-comedy  around. 
With  weeping  lovers,  dying  calves  complain, 
Confusion  reigna-^-chaos  is  come  again! 
Hither  your  steelyards,  butchers,  bring,  to  weigh 
The  pound  of  flesh,  Aotbonio's  bond  must  pay  * 
Hither  your  knives,  ye  Christians,  clad  in  blue. 
Bring  to  be  whetted  by  the  mthless  Jew  t 
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Hard  k  olv  1M»  VlM,  wUom  doon'd  to  «•!;» 

Cast  a  slieep*i.eje  oo  thit  fotbiddoi  mea^^ 
Gaze  an  lif  krina,  wbiehi  ah !  wa  caonol;  carve, 
MA  in  tte  mMst  of  iega  of  mnttOB    ctarre  ! 
But  woald  ycra  to  oar  Ikni^  in  oronds  repair, 
Ye  gen'row  captaim.  and  ye  bloominfr  fair. 
The  ftite  of  Tantafaa  we  ihonld  not  fear. 
Nor  pinelbr  a  i«|Mft  that  ia  io  near. 
Monaroht  no  more  would  Mpperlefls  remain, 
Kor  pregnant  fttoeaa  Ibr  cotlets  Jong  in  Yaio. 


APANBOYRIC 

on 
O^OFORD  ALB. 


»*■  ■  '>«Maa  n^  Falemft 
1\eCttpttant  Titai^  naque  FMmiani 

Piocula  oolleft  iioa. 


(WIITTIK  XK   1*748.      PUBL18HBD   IM    1*750.) 

Balm  of  my  cares,  sweet  solace  of  my  toils. 

Hail,  juice  benignant !  CVer  the  costly  cnps 

Of  rtot-stirring  wine,  nnwhoieaome  draughty 

Let  Pride's  loose  sons  prolong  the  wasteful  night ; 

My  sober  evening  let  the  tankard  Mess, 

With  toast  embrownM,  and  fragrant  nutmeg  fraught, 

l^liile  the  rich  draught  with  oft-repeated  whi^ 

Tobacco  mild  improves.    Divine  repast ! 

Where  no  crude  surfeit,  or  intemperate  joys 

Of  lawless  Bacchus  reign  ;  but  o*er  my  aoui 

A  calm  Lethean  creeps ;  m  drowsy  trance 

£ach  thought  subsides,  and  sweet  oblivion  wraps 

My  peaceful  brain,  as  if  the  leaden  rod 

Of  roagio  Mdt^heus  o^  mine  eyes  had  shed 

Its  opiate  influence.     What  tho*  sore  ills 

Oppress,  dire  want  of  chill-dispelling  coals 

Or  cheerful  candle,  (save  the  makeweight's  gleam 

Haply  remaining)  heart-rejoicing  Ale 

Cheers  the  sad  scene,  and  every  want  supplies. 

Meantime,  not  mindless  of  the  daily  task 
Of  tutor  sage,  upon  the  learned  leaves 
Of  deep  Smiglecius  much  I  meditate  ; 
While  Ale  inspires,  and  lends  its  kindred  aid. 
The  thought-perplexinff  labour  to  pursue, 
Sw^  Helicon  of  logic  T  But  if  friends 
Ckmgeniai  call  me  from  the  toilsome  page. 
To  p9t-hoa8e  I  repair,  the  sacred  haunt. 
Where,  Ale,  thy  votaries  in  full  resort 
Hold  rites  nocturnal.     In  capacious  chair 
Of  monumental  oak  and  antique  mould. 
That  long  has  stood  the  rage  of  conquering  yean 
Inviolate,  (nor  in  more  ample  chair 
Smokes  roey  Justice,  when  th*  important  cause. 
Whether  of  hen«-roost,  or  of  mirthful  rape. 
In  all  the  majesty  of  paunch  he  tries) 
Studious  of  ease,  and  provident,  I  place 
My  gladsome  limbs ;  while  in  reputed  round 
Betums  replenished  the  successive  cup, 
£d  the  brak  fire  conspires  to  genial  loy : 
While  haply,  to  relieve  the  lin^ring  Soon 
In  bnoceafc  deligfaty  amusive  putt 


On  smooth  joiot-stool  in  emblenatie  play 
The  vaan  vieissitodes  of  fortmie  shows. 
Nor  reckoning,  name  trsmendona,  me  disturba. 
Nor,  call'd  for,  obiUs  my  breastwitfa  sudden  fear  ; 
While  on  th^  wonted  door,  expressive  mark. 
The  frequent  penny  sUnds  described  to  view» 
In  snowy  characters  and  graceful  row. — 

Hail,  Ticking  I  surest  guardian  of  distress  I 
Beneath  thy  shelter^  pennyiesa  >  i  qqaff 
The  cheerful  cup,  nor  bear  with  hopeless  heart 
New  ojrsten  cry'd ; — tho'  much  the  poet*s  friend, 
Ne*er  yet  attempted  in  poetic  strain^ 
Accept  this  tribute  of  poetic  praise !    , 

Nor  proctor  thrice  with  vocal  heel  .alarms 
Our  joys  secure,  nor  deigns  tl)e  k>wly  roof 
Of  pot>hou8e  snug  to  visit :  wiser  he^ 
The  splendid  tavern  haunts,  or  ooffiee-hoose  . 
Of  James  or  Juggms,  where  the  grateful  breath 
Of  loath'd  tobooqo  ne'er  diffus'd  iU  balm ; 
But  the  lewd  spendthrift,  falsely  deemed  polite. 
While  steams  around  the  fragrant  ludian  bowl. 
Oft  damns  thjS  vulgar  soas  of  humbler  Ale  : 
In  vain-*the  praetor's  voioe  arreits  their  joys  ; 
Just  fhte  of  wanton  pride  and  loose  excess : 

Nor  less  by  day  deKghtful  is  thy  draught, 
Atl-pow'rful  Ale  !  whose  sorrownioothing  sweets 
Oft. I  repeat  in  vacant  afternoon, 
>Vhen  tatter'd  stockings  ask  my  mending  hand 
Not  unexperienced ;  while  the  >edious  tod 
Slides  unregarded.    Let  the. tender  swaia 
Each  mom  regale  on  nerve-relaxing  tea,  . 
Companion  meet  of  languor-loving  nymph : 
Be  mine  each  morn  with  eager  appetite 
And  hunger  undissemUed*  to  repair 
To  friendly  buttery ;  there  on  smoaking  crust 
And  foammg  Ale  to  banquet  unrestrained. 
Material  breakfast !  Thus  in  ancient 'days 
Our  ancestors  robust  with  liberal  cnps    . 
Usher*d  the  mom,  unlike  the  squeamish  soon 
Of  modem  times :  nor  ever  had  the  might 
Of  Britons  breve  decay'd,  had  thus  they  fed. 
With  British  Ale  improving  British  worth. 

With  Ale  irriguous,  nndismay'd  I  hear 
The  frequent  dun  asG»nd  my  lo^  dome 
Importunate:  whether  the  plaintive  voice 
Of  laundress  shrill  awake  my  startled  ear  i 
Or  hariMsr  spruce  with  supple  look  intrude  ; 
Or  taylor  with  obsequious  bow  advaooe ; 
Or  groom  invade  me  with  defying  front 
And  stem  demeanour,  whose  emaciate  steeds 

1  In  the  Compamon  to  the  Gnide,  ^e.  oar  author 
thus  humorously  obmments  on  bis  own  poeoi ; 
"  In  this  neighbourhood,  a4ioining  to  the  east  end 
of  Gariax  church,  are  to  be  found  the  imperfect 
traoes  of  a  place,  properly  dedicated  to  the  Mooes, 
and  described  in  onr  smtutaft  by  the  fismiliar  b^ 
forbidding  denoounotion  of  Pmn^Uu  Bfnck*  Bm- 
tory  and  tradition  report,  that  many  emineot  poets 
have  been  6#neA«r«  here.  To  this  «««<  of  the  Muoos 
we  are  moat  probably  Uidebled  for  that  oeiebrated 
poem,  TW  MendkL  SkUUmg  of  Philips;  micl  that 
the  aotlior  of  the  I^meg^  <m  Ottferd  Alt  was  ao 
stranger  to  tids  hapiring  ivoeft,  moy  be  foiriy  ooa- 
ohided  from  these  veeses,  whont  be  additneo  tbe 
god  or  goddem  of  Aekmg; 

**  Beneath  thy  shelter^  pemuflm  I  qaaff 

ThocbeeiMclv.'* 
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fWheae^  or  Phoboi  tboiie  with  kindlier  beams. 
Or  luckier  ebance  the  borrowM  boots  siipply'd) 
Had  putfd  oft  beneath  my  gorini^  rteei. 
la  faia  tber  plead  or  threat :  alUpow'rfol  Ale 
Eicaiet  new  tapplies,  and  each  descends 
Whh  joyfesi  pace,  and  debt-despairing  loukt : 
Pea  Spaeey  with  indignant  brow  retires, 
Keicest  of  dans  !  and  conqnerM  quits  the  6eld. 

Why  did  the  gods  such  various  bleasiogs  pour 
On  hapless  mnitais,  from'  their  grateful  handk 
So  ««Q  the  short-liv'd  bounty  to  recall  ?— 
Thai  while,  improvident  of  future  ill, 
IqiiaiTthe  lusi*ious  tankard  uncontroll'd. 
And  tKoaghtless  riot  in  unlicensM  bliss ; 
SoMen  (dire  ftte  uf  all  things  .-xcellent  I) 
Th'  anpitying  bursar's  cross-afiixing  hand 
Blaitj  all  my  joys,  and  stops  my  glad  career. 
Nor  BOW  the  friendly  pojt^house  longer  yields 
A  nie  retieat,  when  iHght  o*ersbades  the  skies  ; 
Nor  Sheppard,  barhart)us  matron,  longer  gives 
Tb«  wonted  tnist,  a^  Winter  ticks  no  more. 

Thus  Adam,  exilM  finom  the  beauteous  scenes 
or  Eden,  gnev'd,>to  more  in  fragrant  bow'r 
Oo  fruits  dirine  to  feast,  fresh  shade  and  \-ale 
No  more  to  visits  or  vine-mantled  grot ; 
But  all  forioA,  the  dreary  wilderness 
Aod  anr^icmg  solitudes  to  trace : 
Thin  too  the  matchless  bard  '^,  whose  lay  resounds 
The  Splendid  Shilling's  praise,  in  nightly  gloom 
OrioMsome  garret,  pin'd  for  cheerful  Ale ; 
Whose  steps  in  verse  Miltonic  I  pursue. 
Mesa  fellower :  like  him  with  honest  love 
Of  Ale  divine  inapir'd,  and  love  of  song. 
Bst  kmg  may  bounteous  Heav'n  with  watchful  care 
Avert  his  hapless  lot !  Enough  for  me 
That  barning  with  congenial  flame  I  dar'd 
Hit  guiding  stepa  at  distance  tn  pursue, «. 
And  nog  his  favorite  theme  in  kindred  strains.    ' 


PROGRESS  OF  DISCONTENT  K 

(wBrrmi  at  ozpoas  in  thi  tbas  1746.) 

Witii  now  mature  m  classic  knowledge, 
IIk  joylal  youth  is  sent  to  college, 
Bii  fiither  comes,  a  vicar  plain. 
At  Oifefd  bred — ro  Anna's  reign, 
Aod  thus,  in  form  of  humble  suitor, 
Boviog  accosts  a  reverend  tutor  : 

U.  Fhilipa. 

1  Tliis  poem  took  its  rise  from  an  epigram,  whiob 
esr  poet  wrote  as  scholar  of  Trinity  College  ;  and 
which  meeting  with  the  approbation  of  the  presi- 
te,  Dr.  Hoddesford,  Warton  at  his  request  para- 
pktaMd  in  English.  The  English  poem  was  first 
psUidied  m  the  Student,  in  the  year  1150,  and 
iAenrards  much  altered  and  improved.  The  ori- 
ginsl  Latin  sketch  will  be  fbona  among  his  Latin 
pocoM.  **  At  the  hazard  of  sin  imputation  of 
psrtialitr  to  ^he  author  (says  Dr.  Warton  in  his 
edition  of  Phpe,  vol.  ii.  p.  30S^  I  veaftuca  to  aay 
Ibst  I  picfcr  a  poem  called  Tk*  Pn^w  ^  Dtd- 
sMtaK,  to  any  mutalioB  <tf  Swift  that  hat  ever  yet 


Sr,  I*m  a  Glo^tanhlra  dhrlae. 

And  this  my  eldest  son  of  nine ; 

My  wife's  ambition  and  my  own 

Was  that  this  child  should  wear  a  %qmn  i 

ni  warrant  that  his  good  bahavioor 

Will  justify  your  future  Ihvonr; 

And,  for  his  parts»  to  tall  the  tnrtfat 

My  son's  a  very  forward  j^oott^  j 

Has  Horace  all  by  heart^->yon*d  wnnfteiu^ 

And  mouths  out  Homer^  Qntk  like  tinmder.  - 

If  you'd  examine-— and  admit- him, 

A  scholarship  would  nicely  fit  him; 

That  he  succeeds  'tis  ten  to  one ; 

Yoar  vote  and  interest,  sir  I"— ^s  doaa^ 
Onr  pupiPs  hopes,  tbo*  twiea  dafoattd, 

Are  with  a  scholarship  complated : 

A  scholarship  but  half  maintains, 

And  college-rules  are  heavy  ohaint  ] 

In  garret  daik  be  smokes  and  puns, 

A  prey  to  discipline  and  dnm ; 

And  now,  intent  on  new  designi, 

Sighs  for  a  fellowship    aad  fines. 
When  nine  foil  tadioos  winters  put  *, 

That  utmost  wish  is  crown*d  at  last : 

But  the  rich  prize  no  sooner  got, 

Again  he  quarrels  with  his  lot : 

**  These  fellowships  are  pretty  thhigs. 

We  live  indeed  like  petty  kings  : 

But  who  can  bear  to  waste  his  whole  aga 

Amid  the  dulness  of  a  college. 
Debarred  the  common  joys  of  lifo. 

And  that  prime  bliss— a  loving  wifo  I 

O  !  what's  a  table  richly  spread, 
Without  a  woman  at  its  head  ! 

Would  some  snug  benefice  but  foil, 
Ye  feasts,  ye  dinners !  forewell  all  I 

To  offices  I'd  bid  adieu, 

Of  dean,  vice  praes. — of  bursar  too; 

Come  joys,  that  rural  quiet  yields, 

Come,  tytbes,  and  house,  and  fruitful  fields  !*' 

T(H>  fond  of  freedom  and  of  ease 
A  patron's  vanity  to  please. 
Long  time  he  watehes,  and  by  stealth. 
Each  frail  incumbent*s  doub^l  health  ; 
At  length,  aud  m  his  fortieth  year, 
A  living  drops — two  hundred  clear  \ 
With  breast  elate  beyond  expresskw. 
He  hurries  down  to  take  poasessioD, 
With  rapture  views  the  Mbaet  retreat— 
"  What  a  convenient  hoosa  i  how  neat  * 
For  fuel  here's  sufficient  wood  s 
Pray  Gkxl  the  cellars  may  be  good  \ 
The  garden — ^that  must  be  new  plann'd— 
Shall  these  old-foshion'd  yew-trees  stand  } 
O'er  yonder  vacant  plot  shall  rise 
The  flow'ry  sbrub  of  thousand  dies.**^ 
Yon  wall,  that  feels  the  ionthera  my. 
Shall  blush  with  ruddy  fniitage  gay : 
While  thick  beneath  iti  aspect  intm 
O'er  well-rang'd  hives  the  bees  shall  swiraif 
From  which,  ere  long,  of  gaidoa  gleam 
Metheglin's  luaekNik  juica  shall  stream ; 
This  awkward  hut,  o'ersrown  with  ivy. 
We'll  alter  to  a  modem  piSvy : 


'  The  sdiolars  of  Trinity  are  supeiannuated,  if 
they  do  not  sncoeed  to  feUowshipi  in  nn 
after  their  electign  to  tobolaiihips. 
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Up  joo  gnetk  Biopsy  efliaieb  trim* 
An  aTenne  to  oool  aod  dim 
Shall  to  an  harbour  at  the  end. 
In  spite  of  gMt,  enttoe  a  friend. 
My  predecfMor  {ov'd  ^anl&iM^^ 
Bat  of  a  garden  had  no  notion." 

Continoiag  thn  finitaaUc  faioe  on. 
He  nov  commences  comitry  panon. 
To  make.bit  obanuler  entm^ 
He  weda.  a  cmnm  of  the  'aqairej 
Not  over  weighty  m  the  pniae^ 
Bat  many  doctora  haTedone  worse : 
And  tho'  she  boasts  no  charms  divine^ 
Yet  she  can  canreaad  make  birch  wiaew 
Thus  fixt,  oonteoi  he  taps  his  barrel » 
Exhorts  his  neighboun  not  to  qaarrd ; 
Finds  his  church-wardens  have  disoeniing 
Both  in  good  liqnor  and  good  learning; 
With  tythes  his  bams  replete  he  sees, 
And  chuckles  o'er  bis  suiplioe  fees ; 
Studies  to  find  oat  latent  dnes, 
And  rq^ates  the  state  of  pews ; 
Rides  a  sleek  mare  with  porple  housing. 
To  share  the  monthly  olub'k  caroosing: 
Of  Oxford  pranks  iacetioos  tails, 
And — but  on  Sundasrs— fiean  no  bells ; 
Sends  presents  of  hia  choicest  fruit, 
And  prunes  himself  each  sinless  sboot; 
Plants  caulifiow'Ti,  and  boasts  to  rear 
The  earliest  melons  of  the  year ; 
Thinks  alteration  charming  work  is. 
Keeps  Bantam  cocks,  and  feeds  his  tnikies^ 
Builds  in  his  copse  a  fiiv'rite  bench. 
And  stores  the  pond  with  carp  and  tench. — 

But  ah  I  too  soon  his  thoughtless  breast 
By  cares  domestic  is  oppr^ t ; 
And  a  third  butcher's  bill,  and  brewing. 
Threaten  inevitable  ruin : 
For  children  fresh  expenses  yet. 
And  Dicky  now  for  school  is  fit. 
*'  Why  did  I  sell  my  coU^e  lifo*' 
(He  eries)  "  for  benefice  and  wife? 
Return,  ye  days,  when  endless  pleasur« 
I  found  in  reading,  or  iii  leisure  ! 
When  calm  aronnd  the  common  nwm 
I  puiTd  my  daily  pipe's  perfume  ! 
Rode  for  a  stomach,  and  inspected. 
At  annual  bottlings,  corks  edected : 
And  din*d  untax'd,  ontroabled,  nnder 
The  portrait  of  our  pious  founder  I 
When  nnpOBJtions  were  sopply'd 
To  light  my  pipe-H>r  sooth  my  pride- 
No  cares  were  then  for  forward  peas, 
A  yearly-knging  wife  to  please ; 
My  thoughts  no  christ'oing  dinnefs  cmt. 
No  children  cryM  for  butterM  toast  • 
And  er'ry  night  I  went  to  bed,        ' 
Without  a  modus  in  my  head  .c* 

OhI  irifljog  head,  and  fickle  heart* 
Chagrin'd  at  whatsoe'er  thou  art; 
A  dupe  to  follies  yetnnlry'd, 
And  sick  of  pleasnrea,  scarce  enjoyed ! 
Each  prize  possessM,  thy  transpcMt  oeasA*; 
And  m  pursuit  akme  it  pl«as0R 


WARTON'S  POEMS. 


PHAETON, 

AND  TttC 

ONE-HORSE  CHAIR. 

At  Blagrave*s  » once  upon  a  time. 

There  stood  a  Phaeton  sublime : 

Unsullied  by  the  dusty  njad 

Its  wheels  with  recent  crimson  glowM; 

Its  sides  displayM  a  dazzling  hoe. 

Its  harness  tight,  its  lining  new : 

No  scheme-enamour*d  youth,  I  ween, 

Survey'd  the  gaily-deck'd  machine, 

But  fondly  long'd  to  seize  the  reihs, 

And  whirl  o*cr  Campsfield's  «  tempting  pla^n 

Meantime  it  chanc'd,  that  hard  at  hand 

A  One-Horse  Chair  had  took  its  stand : 

When  thus  our  vehicle  begun 

To  sneer  tJie  luckless  Chaise  and  One. 

"  How  could  my  master  place  me  hew 
Within  thy  vulgar  atmosphere  ? 
From  classic  rround  pray  shift  thy  station. 
Thou  scorn  of  Oxford  education  !— 
Your  homely  make,  believe  me,  man. 
Is  quite  upon  the  Gothic  plan  j 
And  you,  and  all  yoar  clumsy  kind. 
For  lowest  purposes  designed : 
Fit  only,  with  a  one-^*d  mare. 
To  drag,  for  benefit  of  air, 
The  country  parson»s  pregnant  wife. 
Thou  friend  of  dull  domestic  life  ! 
Or,  with  his)  maid  and  aunt,  to  school 
To  carry  Dicky  on  a  stool : 
Or,  haply,  to  some  christening  gay 

A  brace  of  godmothers  convey. 

Or,  when  West  Saturday  prepares 
For  Ix>ndon  tradesmen  rest  from  cares, 
Tw  thine  io  make  them  happy  one  day 
Companion  of  their  genial  Sunday ! 
Tis  thine,  o»er  turnpikes  newly  made. 
When  timely  show'ri  the  dust  have  laid. 
To  bear  some  alderman  serene 
'  To  fragrant  Hampstead^s  sylvan  s< 
Nor  higher  scarce  thy  merit  rises 
Among  the  polished  sons  of  Isis. 
Hir*d  for  a  solitary  crown. 
Canst  thou  to  schemes  invite  the  gown  ? 
Go,  tempt  some  prig,  pretending  taste. 
With  hat  wsm  cock»d,  and  newly  Uc»d. 
O'er  mutton-chops,  and  scanty  wine. 
At  humble  Dorehester  to  diae ! 
Meantime  remember,  lifeless  drone ! 
I  carry  bucks  and  bloods  akme. 
^  oh  I  whene'er  the  weather's  friendly. 
What  mn  aJt  Abingdon  or  Henley, 
But  rtill  my  vast  importance  feels. 
And  gladly  greets  my  entering  wheels ! 
And  think,  obedient  to  the  thong. 
How  yon  gay  street  we  smoke  alomr : 
While  all  with  envious  wonder  view 
The  oomer  tnm'd  so  quick  and  true.*' 
Tq  che(±  an  upstart's  empty  pride, 
Thntsige  the  One-Hone  Chair  reply  >d. 

•  Bligrave,  well  known  at  Oifoid  for  lettinc  out 
carriages,  176S.  W.  ^««i»wit 

*Intfi*fOftdloBlaiMBk  FT, 


\ 
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ODE  TO  A  OftBZLfi  WtO.  .  •  .  •  SOULOQUT. 


Its 


**  Pray,  vKen  tlM<xiD8eqaeiiee  ig  weigfaM^ 
WfaKt*fe  «n  yoar  spiiit  and  parade  ? 
Fioai  mifth  to  ^rief  what  sad  tranaitioiiiy 
To  broken  bones  and  impositions  ! 
Or  if  no  bones  are  broke,  what's  wone, 
Yonr  schemes  make  work  for  Olass  and  Nonise  f -^ 
On  vs  pray  spare  yowur  keen  reproaches,  ^ 

Fpom  One-Horse  Chatis  men  rise  to  Coaches ; 
If  calm  Discretion's  stedfiiat  hand 
With  cautious  skill  the  reins  command. 
Pron  ine  fur  Health*s  fresh  foootun  springs, 
O^  me  soft  ftiugnesR  spreads  her  wiogs  : 
Aad  Inoucenoe  reflects  her  ray 
To  gild  my  eahn  seqoester'd  way : 
Fco  kings  might  qait  their  state  to  share 
Contnttncat  aad  a  One-Horte  Cbair.^- 
Wbnt  though,  o'er  yonder  echoing  street 
Yonr  rapid  wlieeb  resonnd  so  sweet; 
Shall  Isis'  teas  thus  rainiy  prize 
A  rattle  of  a  larger  size  ^" 

Blncrave,  who  dnring  the  dispute 
Stood  m  a  comer,  snog  and  mute, 
Snpns»d,  no  doubt,  in  kifty  rarst 
Tb  hear  bis  carriages  conterse. 
With  solemn -ftce,  o'er  Oxford  ale. 
To  nse  <fiactosM  this  wondrous  tale : 
1  atraight  dispatch'^]  it  to  the  Muse, 
Who  trwJb'd  H  np  for  Jackson's  news, 
And,  what  has  oft  been  penn'd  in  prose, 
Added  this  moral  at  the  close. 

••  Things  may  be  oseftvl,  tho*  obscure  ; 
The  pace  that's  slow  is  often  core : 
Wfaco  empty  pageantries  we  prize, 
W«  raiae  but  dust  to  Mind  our  eyes. 
The  g;olden  mean  can  best  bestow 
f^fytf  for  unsohstantial  show." 


ODE 

TO  A 

GKVSZhE  WIG. 

m   JL   GCimBIIAII   WBO  AAD  JUST  LBfT  OFF  HIS  BOS. 

Klu  bail,  ye  curls,  thai,  rang'd  in  reverend  row. 
With  snowy  pomp  my  conscious  shoulders  hide  > 
TImt  fiall  beneath  in  venerable  flow, 
^wtA  crown  my  brows  above  with  feathery  pride ! 
H^ls  on  yonr  summit,  Wisdom's  mimick'd  air 
Sits  ihfon'd,  with  Pedantry  her  solemn  sire^ 
And  is>  her  net  of  awe-diffusing  bair 
EBtsagles  fools,  and  bids  the  crowd  admire. 
O'er  civety  fock,  that  floats  in  foil  display. 
Sage  IgiDorance  her  gloom  scholastic  throws  ; 
And  ntnmps  o'er  all  my  visage  owe  so  gay, 
Vnnieaning  Oravity^  seiena  repose.  ' 
On  tbus  huge  wigs  our  reverence  engage  ? 
Have  baibers  thus  the  pow^  to  blind  our  eyes  ? 
Is  aciesioe  thus  eonferrM  on  eveiy  sage. 
By  Bttylbs,  Blenkinsop,  and  lofty  Wise  i  ? 
Bat  tison,  forswell^  my  Bob !  wh«e  thin-wove  thatch 
Was  mor'd  #itb  qoips  and  crankt,  and  wanton  wiles, 
llmt  lofie  to  lira  within  the  one-currd  scratch. 
With  Pan»^iil  all  the  fiunily  of  Smiles. 


linOdM. 

t  pcnkic*Bi«lMn  in  Oxford,   W, 


Safe  in  thy  prirniege,  neat  Isis'  brook,' 
Whole  afternoons  at  Wolvercote  I  quaiTd ; 
At  eve  my  careless  round  in  High-street  took. 
And  cail'd  at  Jolly's  for  the  casual  draaghb 
No  more  the  wherry  foels  my  stroke' so  true ; 
At  skittles,  in  a  Grbszle,  can  I  play } 
Woodstock,  foreweil  1  and*  Wall ingford,  adieu ! 
Whfere.many  a  scheme  reliev'd  the  lingering  day. 
Such  were  the  joys  that  ouce  Hilario  crown'd. 
Ere  grave  Preferment  came  bay  peace  to  rob ; 
Such  are  the  less  ambitious  pleasures  found 
Beneath  tbe.liccat  of  an  hatnble  Bob. 


CASTLE  BARBER'S  SOULO$VY* 

{WRITrKU   IN  THB   LATH   WAR* 

I  wtfo  with  siKh  success — alas?  till 
The  war  came  on^-bave  shaf  d  the  Caittle  i 
Who  by  the  nose,  with  hand  unshaken. 
The  boldest  h^oes  oft  have  taken  ; 
In  humble  strain  am  'doom'd  to  mourn 
My  fortune  cl^ng*d,  and  state  forlorn ! 
My  soap  scarce' ventures  into  froth. 
My  razors  rust  in  idle' sloth  1     ' 
Wisdom  ' !  to  you  my  verse  appeals; 
You  share  the  griefe  your  barber  feels: 
Scarce  comes  a  student  once  a  whole  age. 
To  stock  yonr  desolated  college. 
Our  trade  bow  ill  an  army  suits !  ' 
This  comes  of  picking  op  recruits. 
Lost  is  the  robber's  occupation^ 
No  robbing  thrives — but  of  the  nation : 
For  hardy  necks  do  rope  is  twisted. 
And  e'en  the  hangman's  self  is  listed.— 
Thy  publishers,  O  mighty  Jackson ! 
With  scarce  a  scanty  coat  their  backs  on. 
Warning  to  youth  no  longer  teach. 
Nor  live  upon  a  dying  speech. ' 
In  cassoc  clad,  for  want  of  breeches. 
No  more  the  Outle-chaplain  preaches. 
Oh !  were  our  troops  but  safely  landed^ 
And  every  regiment  disbanded ! 
They'd  make,  I  trust,  a  new  campaign 
On  Henley's  hill,  or  QimpsfleM's  plain ; 
Destin'd  at  home,  in  peaceful  state. 
By  me  fresh-shav'd,  to  meet  their  fete  ! 

Regard,  yb  justices  of  peace  I    "        "  «" 

The  Castle-barber's  piteous  case  : 
And  kindly  make  some  snug  addition. 
To  better  bis  distrest  conditioo. 
Not  that  I  mean,  by  such  expressions, ' 
To  shave  your  worships  at  tba  sessions  I    ' 
Oc  would,  with  vain  presumption  big* 
Aspire  to  comb  the  judge^s  wig : 
Far  less  ambitious  thoughts  are  mind| 
Far  humbler  hopes  my  views  conflne<^ 
Then  think  not  that  I  ask  amiss; 
My  sicnaH  request  is  only  this, 
That  I,  by  leave  of  Leigh  or  Pardo^ 
May,  with  the  CasUe-^ndiave  Bocardo  *. 

1  The  governor  qf  Oxford  castle.      Wi 
It  The  nama  of  a  priwn  bi  Qatford. 
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niuf,  as  at  Jefw  oft  !'?«  keavd, 

Roogh  sarviton  in  Wales  prefenrM, 
-  Tbe  JpMses,  Morgaos,  and  Aj^Rjoes, 
Keep  fid<U^  with  their  benefices. 


WARTQKV  POEMS, 


OXFORD  NEWSMAN'S  VERSES. 

FOR  THE  YEAR  1760. 

TfltiiK  of  the  palms,  my  masters  dear ! 
Tbaixnnrn  this  memonble  year  I 
Gome  fill  the  glass,  ny  haaita  of  gold. 
To  Bntaio's  heroes  brisk  and  bold ; 
While  into  riiyme  I  strive  to  turn  all 
The  fiun*d  events  of  many  a  journal. 

Fraade  fseds  bar  sons  oo  meagre  soup, 
'^Twas  hence  they  lost  their  Guadaloup : 
What  thO*  they  dress  so  fine  and  ja'nty  ? 
They  could  not  keep  Marigalaote. 
Their  IbrtS  in  Afiric  could  not  rq>el 
The  thunder  of  undaunted  Keppel : 
Brave  commodoi^e !  bow  we  adore  ye 
For  giving  us  jwccess  at  Ooree. 
Ticonderago,  and  Niagara, 
Make  each  tirue  Briton  singO  rare  n ! 
I  trust  the  taking  of  Crown-'Point 
Has  put  Ftench  courage  out  of  joiat. 
Gan  we  forget  the  timely  check 
WoUe  gave  the  scoundrels  at  Quebec  i  ?— > 
That  name  has  stopp'd  my  glad  career,— 
Your  fiuthful  newsman  drops  a  tear  I — 

But  other  triumphs  still  remain. 
And  rouse  to  glee  mj  rhymes  again. 

On  Mindeo*s  plains,  ye  meek  mouaseen  I 
Remember  Kingdey's  grenadiers 
You  vainly  thought  to  baUarag  us 
With  your  fine  squadron  off  cape  tagos  ; 
But  when  Boscawen  came.  La  Clue  * 
Shee^'d  off,  and  louk'd  confounded  blue. 
Conflans  ',  all  oowaidice  and  pufii 
Hop'd  to  demolish  hardy  Duff; 
But  soon  unlook'd-for  guns  o'eraw'd  hiqi, 
Hawke  darted  forth,  and  nobly  claw'd  him. 
And  now  thdir  vaunted  Formidable 
lies  captive  to  a  British  cable. 
.  Would  you  demand  the  glorious  cause 
Whence  Britain  every  trophy  draws } 
You  need  not  puzsle  long  your  wit  j«- 
Fame,  firomlier  trumpet,  answers-— PltL 


FOR  THE  YEAR  1761. 

Dismal  the  news,  which  Jaduon%  yeufy  bard 
Bach  circling  Christmas  briiigs,-— *'  The  times  ai« 

harf !»' 
There  was  a  time  when  Oranby's  grenadien  . 
Trimm'd  the  lacM  jackets  of  the  Fkcnoh  mooneers; 

1  Before  this  place  foil  the  bf«v«  Wolfe  j  yet  with 
the  satisfoctkyn  of  flist  hearing  that  bis  troops  w«re 
victorious.  The  other  places  here 
conquests  of  the  preceding  year.  Jf^. 

^  The  Frsach  admiral.  fV. 

^AnoUierneQChadmM.  IT. 


When  efuiy  wmk  pvodwo'd  soMe  lucky  hit. 
And  all  our  paragraphs  were  plann'd  by  Pitt. 
We  newsmen  drank-*as  Englaad's  heroes  ^ght. 
While  every  victory  procur'd — a  pot. 
Abroad,  we  conqnerM  France  and  hiimUed  Spain  | 
At  home,  rich  harvests  crown'd  the  laughing  plain. 
Then  ran  in  nooiberBfree  the  newsman's  vm-s«s. 
Blithe  wera  our  hearts,  and  fall  our  Jeatheni  purses. 
But  now,  no  piore  the  stream  of  plenty  flowa. 
No  more  new  coaquests  warm  tiie  newsman*»  nose. 
Our  shattered  cottages  admit  the  rain. 
Our  infants  strstch  their  hands  for  bread  in  vain. 
All  hope  is  fled,  our  families  are  undone;' 
Provisions  all  aro  carry'd  up  to  London  ; 
Our  copious  granaries  distillers  thin, 
Who  raise  our  bread — but  do  not  cheapen  gia. 
Th*  effects  of  esportatioo  still  we  rue ; 
I  wish  th'  exporters  wece  exported  too ! 
In  every  pot-house  is  unpaid  our  score; 
And  generous  captain  Jolly  tioks  no  mora  I 
Yet  still  in  store  some  hajyiness  temaina» 
Some  triumphs  that  may  grace  these  annual  y«Tainffr 
Misfortunes  past  no  longer  I  repeat- 
George  has  declared— that  we  again  shall  ealu 
Sweet  Willhelminy,  spite  of  wind  and  tide. 
Of  Denmark's  monaroh  shines  the  blooming  t>ride: 
She*sgone!  but  there's  another  in  her  stead. 
For  of  a  princess  Charlotte's  brought  to  bed  &«-> 
Ob,  cott'd  I  but  have  had  one  single  sup^ 
One  single  sniff,  at  Cbarlotte's  o^udle-cup  1 
I  hear— God  bless  ib^*tis  a  charming  girl. 
So  here's  her  health  in  half  a  pint  of  purL 
But  much  I  foar,  this  ihyme-eahausted  soo^ 
Has  kept  you  from  your  Christmas  cheer  too  Iod& 
Our  poor  eodeavoms  view  with  gracious  egn9» 
And  bake  these  lines  beneath  a  Christmas-pie  ! 


FOR  THE  YEAR  1768. 

Still  shall  the  newsman's  annnal  rhymes 

Complam  of  taxes  and  the  times  ^ 

Each  year  our  copies  shall  we  make  on 

Tlie  price  of  butter,  broad,  and  bacon  f 

Forbid  it,  all  ye  pow'rs  of  verse ! 

A  happier  su^ect  I  rehearse. 

Farewell  distress,  and  gloomy  cares  I 

A  merrier  theme  my  Muse  prepares. 

For  lo  !  to  save  us,  oo  a  sudden. 

In  shape  of  porter,  beef,  and  pudding. 

Though  late,  electioneering  comes  I— » 

Strike  up,  ye  trumpets,  and  ye  drums  ; 

At  length  we  change  our  wonted  note. 

And  fiMst,  all  whiter,  on  a  vole 

Sure  canvassmg  was  never  hotter! 

But  whether  Faroooit,  Nares,  or  Cotter  \ 

At  this  grand  crisis  wiU  sooeeed. 

We  fireonen  have  not  yet  decreed.— 

Methmks,  with  mirth  your  sides  are  shakii^p 

To  hear  us  talk  of  member-makiog  I 

Yet  know,  that  we  direct  the  state  ; 

On  us  depends  the  nation*s  fate.-— 

What  though  some  doctor's  cast-off  wig 

O'ershades  tny  pate,  not  worth  a  fig  ; 

My  whole  apparel  in  decay  ; 

My  beard  unshav'd— on  new-year's  dj^; 

iCandidAteiforlteeityorOifM.    IK 
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A  fmoMn,  newMian,  Md  elector ) 
ThitN«h  coM,  end  all  unriiod,  ray  torn  ;— 
My  brevClbr  Briteb^s Iteedoai  glove t— 
Tboogfa  Uini'd,  by  poverty,  my  ooefc, 
tt  neVr  WBS  turn'd  ta  ghre  a  vote. 

Meentime,  bove'er  impro^d  our  iete  it 
Ry  jpivial  evpff,  «ecb  evenipf,  graAi^; 
Fofget  not,  'midst  yoor  Christmas  cheer. 
The  customs  of  the  coming  year : — 
In  nnswer  to  this  abort  epistle* 
Yoor  Unkard  seed,  to  wet  our  whistlet 


iOlt  TH£  YVAA  1170. 

As  nan  petitions  are  in  fiishion 
With  the  first  patriots  of  the  natioD ; 
In  spirit  high,  io  pocket  low. 
We  patriots  of  the  Butcber-ro«r, 
Tbtts,  like  oor  betters,  ask  redress 
For  high  and  mighty  grievances, 
RmI,  tbo''penn'd  in  rhyme,  as  thOee 
Wbicb  oft  our  Journal  gives  in  prose  :— 

«■  Ye  niral  'squires,  so  plump  and  sleek, 
Wlfto  9bidy--rJackfion,  once  a  week  i 
Wbile  now  your  hospitable  boarrl 
Witb  cold  sirlom  is  amply  stor'd. 
And  old  October,  nutmeg'd  nice, 
Sessd  ns  a  tankard  and  a  slice  ! 
Ye  country  parsons,  stand  our  friends, 
Wbile  now  the  driving  sleet  descends  I  • 
Gire  nt  your  antiquated  canes. 
To  belp  ns  through  the  miry  lanes ; 
Or  with  a  rusty  grizzle  wig 
This  Chfistoias  ddgo  onr  pates  to  rig. 
Ye  isoble  gem'men  of  the  gown, 
View  not  onr  verses  with  a  frown! 
But,  in  return  for  quick  dispaic)ies, 
Ittwite  us  to  yoor  buttery-hatches ! 
Y«;  too,  whose  houses  are  so  handy, 
For  coflee,  tea,  rum,  wme,  and  brandy ; 
Pride  of  frh-  Oxford's  gawdy  streeU, 
Yoo  too  oor  strain  submissive  greets  ! 
Hear  Horseman,  Spindlow,  King,  and  Harper  >  t 
The  vpeather  sure  was  never  sharper : — 
Matron  of  matrons,  Martha  Baggs ! 
Draiin  yoor  poor  newsman  clad  in  rags  ! 
Dire  roischiefii  folks  above  are  brewing, 
Tbe  nation's— and  the  newsman's  ruin  ;— 
■Tin  yonrs  oor  sorrows  to  remove ; 
Asid  if  thus  generous  ye  prove, 
I^  firicnds  so  good  we're  bound  to  play 
Till — oat  returns  a  new-year's  day  !'* 
•«  Oiv'o  at  our  melancholy  cavern, 
Tbe  cellar  of  the  Shea's  Head  tavern" 


Tbe  governor  of  BtlenoaAyna 

Shall  dearly  pay  for  his  vagaries ; 

For  whether  North,  or  wheliher  Chatham, 

Shall  nile  the  ronst,  we  must  bava-at^em : 

Galloons— Havannah— -Porto  Bello, — 

^n  king,  will  make  the  nation  meUow  :— 

Our  late  trite  themes  we  view  with  scom» 

Bellas  the  bold,  and  parson  Home : 

Nor  more,  throng^  many  a  tedious  winter. 

The  trinmpha  of  the  patriot  sqointer> 

The  ins  and  oats,  with  cant  eternal. 

Shall  crowd  eaoh  c<rfamn  of  onr  JonmaL— • 

After  a  dreary  season  pait. 

Our  tarn  to  live  is  come  at  bsl : 

Gen'rals,  and  admirals,  and  Jews, 

Contractoia,  printers,  men  of  news. 

All  thrive  by  war,  and  line  their  pockels^ 

And  leave  the  works  of  peace  to  Uockhaads. 

But  stay,  my  Mnae,  this  hasty  fitr— 
The  war  is  not  declar'd  as  yet : 
And  we,  though  now  so  blithe  we  sing. 
May  all  be  prasa'd  to  serve  tiie  King  ! 
llierefotn,  meantime,  oor  masters  dear. 
Produce  your  hospitabie  cheer : — 
While  we,  with  much  sincere  delight, 
(Whether  we  publish  news— or  fi^> 
Like  England's  nndegenerate  sods^ 
Will  drink-— confhskm  to  the  Dons  1 


FOR  THE  YEAR  1711. 
Dujtiovs  newi—«  war  with  Spain  1 
Hev  laplBte  fiici  onr  Christmas  rtfain. 
BctorH,  to  strike  eadi  Briton's  eyes» 


1  Keepeis  of  noted  cofiee-honsei  in  Oxford*    IT. 
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PIOPI   WINTOVUM. 

Ann  Catharina  jngi  qui  vertice  sommo^ 
Danorum  veteres  fosses,  immania  oastim, 
Et  circuDsdocti  servat  vestigia  valli; 
Wiccaqiicss  mos  est  pubi,  celebrare  patestrat 
Multiplices,  passimque  levi  contendere  lusn, 
Feste  dies  quoUes  rediit,  conoessaque  rite 
Otia,  purporeoque  mbentes  lumioe  soles, 
Invitant,  tetrice  cures  leaire  MinervsB, 
Ubrorumque  moras,  et  iuqua  remittere  penHu 

Ergo,  CecropisD  quales  ssstate  oohortes, 
Siquando  ceras,  nondumque  tenacia  linquunt 
Mella  vagae,  ludontqne  fovis  eiamina  missa, 
Moz  studio  majore  novos  obitora  labores; 
Egreditur  pullatum  agmen  j  camposque  patentsa 
Oocupat,  ingentisque  tenet  spatia  aidua  olivL 
Nee  mora ;  quisque  suos  mores,  animumque  foteri» 
Ingenhianque  sequi,  proprissque  aocingier  arti. 
Pan  aciem  instituunt,  et  justo  utrinqoe  phalanges 
Ordine,  et  adversse  positis  stent  sortibns  als. 
His  datur,  orbiculum  metis  prohibere  propinqnis, 
PrsBcipitiqae  levem  per  gramina  mittera  lapsn : 
Ast  aliis,  quorum  pedib«is  fiducia  major, 
Ezcotsas  a|itare  vagas,  cnrsnqne  oitato 
Sectarl,  et  jam  jam  salienti  insistere  prssda ) 
Usque  adeo  sttmolat  rapidus  globus  ire  wquaeei 
Ancipiti  de  ooUe,  piksque  volubilis  error. 
Impete  seu  valido  elatum,  et  sCd>lime  vo)antem 
Sospiciunt,  pronosque  inhiant  ez,aere  lapsus, 
Sorliti  fortunam  oculis ;  manibusqoe  paratis 
Ezpectant  propioran,  interdpinntqoe  caduoom* 

1  Thb  poem  was  lint  edited  m  1760,  after  Oray'ia 
Ods  on  EUnt  Coliege,  which  was  written  hi  1748. 
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At  pater  Ichviiif  viridaiilM»  TalUbiu  knii. 
Qui  leficit  salioes,  subdncttt  in  mai^ine  rifMB^ 
Pan  vegetos  nndant  artus,  et  flumiwi  Balta 
^lunms  petnnt :  jamque  altenus  placidaiii  iotibns 

equor 
Id  nQmenrm^  pediboBque  secant,  et  remige  plantA; 
Jamque  ipao  penitus  meiguntur  gargite,  prono 
Corpore,  spamantemque  lacom  snbvortioe  torquent. 
Protinus  emersit,  nova  gratia  criniiNB  odiB  . 
Kascitur,  atque  ocolis  8ubit6  nioatacribos  ignia 
Lstior,  impubesque  gensB  fbrmoniis  ardent 

Interea  Itdlos  eolles,  atque  otia  June, 
nii  indi^antes,  ripSB  uitenoris  amore, 
LoDginquofi  campos,  et  non  sua  rura  capeftqnt. 
Sive  illos  (qute  corda  tolet  mortalia  passim) 
In  vetitum  menB  prona  nefes,  et  iniqua  cnpido 
Sellicitet ;  nDVitasre  trahat  dutcedine  mtri 
Insuetoa  tentare  per  avia  pascua  calles : 
Sen  malint  leeam  obecaros  captare  recetSDi, 
Secreto  faciles  babituri  in  maigiae  Muns : 
Qoicqnid  erit,  euna^paTitanti,  oculisqoe  retortiiy 
Fit  fartiva  via,  et  sukpectis  passibus  itar. 
Nee  parvi  stetitordinibai  cesdaie,  iocunxitte 
Deaeruisse  datum,  et  lignis  abiiase  relictis. 

Qum  lusu  inoerto  cernai  gesttre  Minores ; 
Usque  adeo  imiUbiles  ammoe  nu\'a  gaudia  lactant ! 
Se  saltu  exercent  vario,  et  luctantur  in  berbft, 
InDOcnaive  edunt  pugnai,  aut  gramine  moUi 
Otia  agunt  fusi,  clivisque  sub  omnibus  berent. 
Act  aliquis  tereti  ductos  in  marmore  gyros 
Suspidens,  mirator  inextrieabile  teztnm ; 
Sive  illic  Lemurum  populus  sub  nocte  ehoreaa 
Plauserit  exiguas,  virideaqoe  attriverit  berbas; 
Sive  olim  pastor  fidos  descripserit'ignes, 
Verbaque  difficili  composta  reliquerit  orbe, 
Confusasque  notas,  impressaqut:  cespite  vota. 

At  Juvenis,  cui  suqt  meliores  peetote  sensus, 
Cui  cordi  rarom  species,  et  dasdalus  ordo, 
£t  tumultum  capit,  et  sublimi  vertice  solus, 
Qu»  latft  p^uere,  oculos  fert  singula  circum. 
Golle  ex  oppesito,  ilaventi  campus  anstft 
Aureus,  adversoque  refulgent  jugera  sole  : 
At  procul  obscuri  fluctos,  et  rura  remotis 
Indiciis,  et  disjunct^  jnga  caemta  Vects  : 
Sob  pedibfis,  perfiisa  uligine  pascua  duici, 
Et  tenues  rivi,  elf  sparsis  froiidentia  Tempe 
Arboribus,  aaxoque  rudi  venerabile  templum 
Apparet,  medift rignaeconvaUisin  uttibri. 
Turritum,  a  dextrft,  patulis  caput  exttilit  utmis 
Wiircamici  domus  alma  cbori,  notiasima  Mmis : 
Kec  procnl  ampla  sdes,  et  eodem  Ista  patrono, 
Ingens  delobrum,  ceutum  sublime  fencstris, 
Erigttnr,  magnique  micaift  fastigia  mole. 
Hinc  atque  bine  extat  vetus  Urbs,  olim  iiiclyta  bello, 
£t  muri  diijecti,  et  propognacnla  Ia|)sa  ; 
Infectique  lArcs,  Isvisqoe  palatia  ducta 
'  Auspiciis.     Nequeunt  expleri  corda  tuendo, 
£t  tacitam  pennolcet  imago  plurima  mentem« 

O  felix  Pnerorum  aetas,  lucesque  beaUs ! 
Vobis  dia  quies  animis,  et  tristia  vobis 
Noodnm  sollicitas  subierunt  tasdia  vit» ! 
En  !  vobis  roseo  ore  sal  us,  cunsque  fagaces, 
£t  laeryme,  siqoando,  breves;  dulcesque  cacbinni, 
Et  faciles,  ultrd  nati  de  pectore,  risns  ! 
O  fortunati  idmium  1  Si  talia  constent 
Oaudia  jam  poeris,  Ichinum  propter  amoennm, 
Ab  I  sc4es  ambire  novas  qus  tanta  cupido  est, 
nm^kwiqiHe  domumj  et  promiaias  India  undas  ^ 


Ipsos  ilia  licH  ftaoundo  floniiie  looai     ' 
Pieridum  foitunatoe,  et  opima  vireta, 
Irriget,  Iliaao  par,  aut  PermessidoB  amni, 
£t  centum  os^eodet  sinuoso  in  margine  tunas. 


SACELLUM  COLL.  SS.  TRIN.  OXON. 

INSTAtJRATUM, 

SVPPXTUS   PBJBSXRTIIC  COHPEXEKTa 

RAD.  BATHURST,  EJUSDEM  COLL.  PRJES.  FT 
ECCLESI£  WfiLLENSIS  D£CANO. 

Quo  cuitu  renovata  det  penetralia,  triiti 
Dudum  obducta  situ,  senioque  horreotia  loDigo, 
Sqnallorem  exuerint  veterem,  turpesque  teuebras  ; 
Utque  novam  fiiciem,  mutataque  moenta  txih 
Sampserit  instaurata  edes,  specieqoe  resui^gens 
Coeperit  insuet&  prl«cum  splendescere  fanum. 
Auspice  Bathursto  canimus :  Tu,  Diva,  secumdani 
Da  geniiim,  et  quales  ipsi  Koroana  canenti 
Carmina,  Nasonis  facilem  superantia  venam, 
Bathursto  anoueras,  Latios  concede  lepores. 

Quippe  ubi  jam  Graiis  moles  innixa  colomnia 
Erigitur  nitidas  normam  conlessa  Coriotbi, 
Vitruviumque  refisrt  justissima  fabrica  verum  ; 
Quaque,  Hospes,  vario  mirabere  cnlmina  fuco 
Vivida,  et  omatos  multo  molimine  muros, 
Olim  cemere  erat  breviori  limitc  clausum 
Obecurumque  adytnm ;  dubiam  cui  rare  fenestra 
Admisit  lucem,  rudibus  sufTusa  figuris ; 
Quale  pater  pietati  olim  sacr2irat  avitas 
Popius,  et  rite  antiqil&  decoraverat  arte : 
At  veteres  quondam  quicuoque  inslgniit  aras 
Tandem  extidctua  bonos :  rerum  fbrtuna  subinde 
Tot  iulerattrevoluta  vices,  et,  certior  hostis, 
Paulatim  quassata  fatiscere  fecerat  setas 
Tecta  mens;  ^use  nunc  et  Wrenni  dsedala  dextra, 
Et  pietas  Batb'ursti  aequat  puichcrrima  ccelo. 

Veriim  age,  nee  fiiciles,  Hospes,  piget  omnia 
circum 
Ferre  oculos.    Adsis ;  qualisque  ereptiis  ab  aiwlis 
iEneas,  Lybics  postquam  succcsiserat  urbi, 
CoHstitit  artlficumque  mantis,  openimque  laborem 
Miratus,  picioque  in  pariete  nota  per  orbem 
Bella,  sub  ingcnti  collustrans  singula  tempio ; 
Non  minilis  et  donis  opulcutum,  et  uumiue  plenuDa 
Suspicc  majori  templum,  nitidoque  receptus 
Vestij[>ulo,  quanti  pateant  spectacula  toriii 
Contemplator,  et  opposituiu  caelamine  Septum 
Raro  interfusum,  quali  perluccat  arte  ! 
Quels  inflcxa  modis,  quo  sit  perftisa  nitore 
Soulptilis,  et  nimiikm  conspectu  lubrica  ccdnu ! 
At  Cancellorum  nou  enarrabile  textum, 
Autumni  spoliis,  et  multd  messe  gravatum, 
Occupat  in  medio,  et  binas  demittit  in  alas 
Porticus,  et  plexl  prsefixis  fronde  columnii 
Utrinque  incubuit,  penetralique  ostia  fecit. 
Nee  sua  pro  foribus  desunt,  spirantia  sigua, 
Fida  satellitia,  atque  aditum  servantia  tantnoi ;. 
Nonne  vides  fixes  in  coslum  tollere  vultiiSk 
Ingentesque  Dei  monitus  baurire,'fideli 
Et  calamo  Christum  victoris  tiadere  cbaitii  }  . 
Halat  opus,  Lebanique  refcrt  fragrautis  odoven* 

Pergc  mod5,  utque  acies  amplectier  omnia  | 
Te  mediis  immitte  choris,  delubraqne  caipt 
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Interion  inbiast;  qnaeqae  obvia  suinere  ceroU 

Paulisper  fleso  veaerans  altaiia  vultu, 

Siste  gradum,  atqye  oculos  refer  ad  fastigia  summa. 

Illic  divioufi  vultus,  ardeotiaque  ora, 

Nvfbilis  expressit  calamus,  ccBltimqiie  reclusit 

In  roeditj,  domita  jam  morte,  et  victor,  lesiis 

.Stbcnum  moUtUi-  iter,  nebaltsque  coruscls 

Instfte&s,  repetit  patrem,  ioteriDissaqne  scefvtra. 

AfDosco  nidiis  flagrantia  tcmpora  densis, 

Yulneraque  ilia  (nefas  !)  quae  iis:iio  maxima  fixus 

Victima  sustulerat  fatali :  iiiDubilus  orther 

Itesuper,  et  pure  vis  deplait  Barea  lucis. 

At  rario,  per  inane,  dei  comitatus,  amictu 

OcIesBtes  fbrmiB,  fulgcntque  iaslgnibus  alis. 

Officio  Credafl  onine?  trepidare  iideli ; 

Pars  seqoitur  lung^,  veiieraturque  ora  volantis. 

Pars  aptare  humeros  Divo;  et  substemcre  nnbes 

Purpureas,  caroque  oneri  succedere  gaudent 

CtTtatiiDy  pariteiqiie  jovant  augentque  triumphum. 

Nee  toCum  in  tabul&  est  cuJmen :  quiL  ccerula 
clausit 
Extrema,  atque  ores  picture  xnuniit  aunimj 
Protious  hinc  sesa  speoies  nitidissima  reruni 
ITtnnqae  explionit,  csBOieiito  duota  seqoaci. 
Tall  opifex  &cileiii  onassam  disponere  tracta 
Ga]  laity  argillae  seoersens  uvida  fila 
Mobtlis,  Qt  nulias  «oa  tiat  indnta  figaras 
Is  qmscunqua  levis  digitus  diduoere  vellet. 
Nee  oonfusus  hones  operij  $ecretaque  rite 
Areolam  sculpture  •jam  ^bi  vindicat  omnis. 
Prima  ipsam  nireo,  pircuaiqiie  supnque,  tabe'ilam 
Prvtexit,  sinuans  aliema  voJumioa,  plaxu, 
Frtmdcaque  intortos  producit  fimbria  gyros.' 
Hmc  atqoe  hinc  patulae  pubescunt  vimina  pahme 
Mraees  effusa  comas,  mtextaque  pom  is 
TiiT|:idulis.  varioque  referta  umbracula  foetu, 
Coi  pleno  inTideat  stibnitens  Copia  oomu  : 
Hac  procuduntar  floro^,  pulcharrima  serta, 
Qnalia  vere  novo  peperit  cultissimus  bortus  ; 
Qneis  viz  viva  magis,  oaeliusi'e  effiD^ere  t^'tt,    ' 
Drxtera  acu  poUsns,  caietbisque  asnieta  Minervse, 
Omnes  ilia  lic^t,  qaet  parturit  Enna,  colores 
TesDperet,  cxpediou  variis  discrimina  fifo, 
Atqne  aoio  npsat  dives  snbtcmen  et  ostra 
At  ne  aciem  deflecte,  tnendi  coitus  amore. 
Afpicis,  ut  dianTaabes  Mwoare  coluoibam, 
Sappositis  fecitqne  opifeK  allabier  aris  ? 
Haoc  circum  et  Christi  iatom  referentia,  nbvsd 
Instnimenta  artis,  magi^ue  insigaia  Lethi, 
Addidit;  infamfls  contort^  cuspide  clavos, 
Saoguineas  capitis  spinas,  crepitantia  f1a«ra, 
Ipsam  etiam,  qus  membra  Dei  morieotis,  et  ora 
Uen  !  collapsa,  Cracero,  mundiqnc  piacula  gch>sit. 

At  qui.  marmorcis  gradibus  se  inystica  Uieus;^ 
SobH^it,  et  dives  diVitii  altare  cnioris, 
En,  <|09lia  mAnim  a  tergo  praecinxit  am*cttis, 
CBdnooBque  tnrt)es,  advei^iqtie  semitla  Scpti 
Matofiaa,  pariteri^iie  poteni;s  conscia  tomi. 
VensBft  fp^  evade  gradu.s,  nee  long'n!ks  al)<ite0, 
Hain  |iiopiwe  ocnto,  eup*diqne  indagine  visd<, 
Aagtiari  eaplmes  diTinum  opus  Alciinedontis : 
Ve  taqpRSlbraMe  ftiginnt,  et  gratia  Itgni 
reautque  tevts  vestigia  ferri 
J  wMnisqae  lepos  tatereidat  omnis. 
iMmi  dabit  in^las,  arcanaque  iila, 
lari  *  Retiaeiit  quae  vrqpula  texti)el>uxumi 
Bl  qfaaka  eeUbeat  suspend  toreumata  nodi ! 
BiBc  alqae  hiiic  eresoit  fbliomm  pensilis  umbra, 
Et  partjta  trahit  pronas  utrobiqne  eorollas, 
Matariaqae  riget  baccis,  et  germina  pandit: 

Vol-  XVUL 


Quales  e  tereti  dependent  undique  trunco 
Undantes  hederse,  et  densis  coma  foeta  coryxnbi/s. 
Inter  opus  penoatarum  paria  alma  cherubiim  * 
Ambrosios  Uiceat  criues,  impubiaque  ora. 
la  suoimo  veneranda  calix,  incisaque  messis 
in  spt9am  induitur,  turgentesque  uva  racemos 
RasUis  explicnit,  sacr»  libamina  o^enas. 
1  ale  decus  nunquam  impressit  candenti  elephanto, 
Non  Pario  lopidi,  non  6a?o  DsaUalus  auro, 
QuaUs  faber  buxo,  gracilique  in  stipite  lusit 

En  vcr6,  tumnlnm  ingentem  qu^  proxl ma  clausit 
Testudo,  prises  effigies,  et  bnsta  propinquis 
Non  indigna  aris  !  Salve,  sanctissime  Popi ! 
Nunc  i|ltro  ad  cineres  ipsius  et  ossa  parentis 
Adsumns:  O salve!  nequeenim, pater optime, credo, 
Elysias  inter  sedas,  divosque  repdstus, 
Et  cum  dileoto  duceas  dia  otia  Moro, 
Negiigis  ukeriora  pii  monumenta  laboris, 
Alterius  momimenta  man4s,  et  non  tua  dona« 
Alme  Parens,  salveto!  Tuum  est  vestigia  vulgi 
Quod  fugiam :  Tu  das  inopis  crudelia  vitae 
Taxlia  solari,  afflietis  spes  unlca  rebus, 
Et  sinis  Aooidum  viridantes  ire  per  hoitos. 
To,  pater,  et  fid4  tua  facta  reponere  mente, 
Et  memor  assiduas  tibi  rit^  resolvere  grates, 
Ora  puer  dubii  signans  intonsa  juventa, 
Oonsneram,  primis  et  tc  venerabar  ab  annis. 
Nee  vano  augurio  Sanctis  cnnabula  Musis 
H»c  posuisti  olim,  nee  spes  frnstrata  fefellit 
Magna  animo  meditantem,   et  prasmia   iarga  fa- 

rentem: 
Unde  tot  Aonii  stant  ordine  tempora  lauro 
Velati,  deooqne  scterne  frondis  Alumni. 
AUeni  ramm  reserans  abstrasa  senectus, 
Et  UMrqnere  sagax  rationis  lucida  tela 
Omnia  Chitvortbus,  patriosque  rechiaere  ritus 
Seldenus  solers,  et  magnificus  Sheldonus, 
Et  juga  Oenfaamius  monstrans  ignota  camenis : 
Tuque  etiam,  Bathiuste,  potens  et  meute  manuque 
Palladis  exercere  artes,  unique  tueri. 
Ergo  tibi  qnoties,  Popi,  solennia  vo^ 
l£t6  rependamus,  propriosqae  novemns  hanores, 
Tuque  etiam.socias,  Batburste,  merebere  landes, 
Dl visum  decus,  ct  lauro  cingere  secundd.— ■ 
Nee  t«  sola  Tnum,  lic^t  optima  cura,  facellum 
Occupat:  en!  propeplum  facis,necdisparesamptu. 
Atria  moltris  ritu  concinna  receati, 
SummisFas  propter  sedes ;  majoraqne  mandas 
Ipsius  incrementa  domus,  reficisque  Penates. 

Sic  ubi,  non  operosa  adco  primordia  fassns, 
Romulus  cxiguani  muro  concluscrat  urbem, 
Per  tenues  prinio  plaleas  arx  rara  micare, 
Ipsaqiifi  straminco  constabat  rcgia  culmo  ; 
At  pof:tqnam  Ant^nstus  rentm  successit  habenis. 
Continue  Parii  lapidiscandcntia  luce 
Tecta  refulnere  :  ct  CapitolJ  immobile  saxum 
Verticc  marmorco  stetit,  et  laquearibus  auieis. 


ly  OBITUM 

CELSISSIMI   £T  DhSIDERATISSIMI 

FREDERICI,  PRINCIPIS  WALLLE. 
(1751.) 

Sit,  Guliehne,  tuum  mediUri  Martia  facta, 
Turbatasqne  acies;  sit  fas  osteodene  la  urns, 
Anglia  qoas  servata  tibi,  quas  Gallia  reddit 
DevicU,  et  partos  hand  uno  ex  host^  triumphos; 
K 
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Nee  minor  interea  est  BmnsvicI  a  atemmaie  missii 
Gloria  Prmcipibus,  cognofcere  munera  pads 
Mitia,  Pallac)iaiqiie  domi  mirarier  artes, 
£t  quos  civil  is  docuit  sapientia  mores. 

Heu  talis,  Frederice,  fujsti !  et  Te  aaoqQe,dignie, 
Principe  pacifero,  velabunt  tempora  frondes ;  . 
£t  Te  magtia  manent,  quanquam  baud  operosa, 

tropaea: 
En  tibi  (regales  qui  non  insignior  alia 
Vestit  palma  comas)  ut  Isetos  pandat  honoiits. 
En  tibi  felicis  qas  copia  crescat  olivas  ! 

Ergo  utcnnque  Tibi  dispostas  cernere  tnrmas       ^ 
Kon,  Frederice,  fuit  cordi,  atque  in  murmura  Martis 
Hand  placuit  sublime  armis  fulgentibus  ire ; . 
<iutn  Te  divmi  correptnm  runs  amore 
In  juga  Clifdense  miilt&  frondentia  fago, 
Sen  Tharaeftin  propter,  dilecta  per  otia  Keve 
Contallem  in  riguam.  Muss,  tua  cuira,  solebant 
2J>ucere  Pierkles,  solisque  reconde  resylvis. 
Nee  tacitas  inter  reptasti  inglorins  umbras ; 
Qttin  patriae  placid!  medttans  in  mente  salutem, 
Quasrere  coosueras,  fuerit  qugs  regia  virtus, 
Qux  Mens,  quique  animiregem  decu^re  Britannuo^ 
Promisso  inTigilans  regno,  sceptrisque  fututis. 

Quaiis,  qui  Curibus  parris  et  paupere  terrd 
Missus  erat  Priuceps,  sanctos  sub  nocte  silenti 
Cesserat  in  locos ;  aderat  pia  Diva  ministrans 
Consilia  iEgeria ;  inciiltam  queis  legibus  UTbem, 
Effrenos  regeret  qui  ruUigione  Quirites, 
Qui.  doxtr&  imperii  rigidas  torqueret  habenas. 

Quid  referam,ut  studio  pollens  Fredericus  in  omni 
interea  digito  citharam  calleret  ebumam 
Artifici  pulsare,  ut  suaves  edere  cantus, 
Queis  lliamesis  mediis  stupefactus  consUtit  oDdis  ? 
Haud  fnistra  ^eroum  meliora  exempla  secutus. 
Quorum  fema  vetus  per  terras  diditnr  omnes : 
Kec  fuit  indignum  iEacida,  dum  mcenia  Trojas 
Insigiiis  quateret  clypeo,  et  cxiestibus  armis^ 
Tffidia  solliciti  secum  testudine  belli 
Solari  Aoni&,  et  duros  mulcere  labores. 
Nee  Tu,  Tbebcnue  gentis  fortissime  doctor, 
Dedignatus  eras  divini  munera  cantib ; 
Leuctrensi  quanquam  devinctus  tempora  taoitk 

Quid  memorem,Pb<ebi  fuerant  ut  semper  apudTe 
Munera,  Lauri  vis,  et  suave  rubens  hyacintbus  ? 
O  pater,  O  praesiens  numen,  Frtxlerice,  poetis  ; 
Ut  tibi  Calliope  Permessi  inspersa  liquore 
Monstravit  nemora,  et  formoss  jugera  Qrrhs : 
Ut  cupidum  Pindi  immisit  rorantibns  antris, 
Antlquas  felicem  et  laudis  et  artis  alumnum  ? 
Talibos  Auspiciis  et  tanto  Principe  freturo. 
Quid  miram  est  Tempestates  mutabilis  anni 
Thomsonum  tarn  jucundo  cecioisse  lepore, 
Horrida  quid  meditetur  Hyems^quoc  purpureumVer 
Gcnnina  progeneret,  quas  frondes  explicit  JEstas, 
£t  quantis  Autumni  exultet  pampinus  uvis  ? 

O  (quin  ftita  obstant! )  si  nunc  forct  ipse  superstesl 
MoniRci  desiderio  perculsus  Amici, 
-Quam  memori  officio  fudisset  nobile  carmen ; 
Quam  Tibi  Pierio  decor&<:set  fiincra  fletu, 
Triste  ministerium  baud  humili  molitus  honore ; 
Quam  bene  lecta  Tibi  studio,  Fredcrice,  fideli 
Ferret  in  exequias  variarum  donn  rosanim, 
Et  digna  augustis  inspergi  serta  sepulcbris  ! 

Interea  tenues  tumulo  qua»,  impare  MusA, 
Mittimus  inferias,  non  dnro  refcpice  vulto, 
Parce  pio  vati,  et  faveas  levi<)r>bus  ausis. 
Quin  mibi  snpremum  hs  sit  dixisse,  Valeto; 
O  longum,  Frederice,  valeto  ;  O  inclyte  Princepi 


O  valeas,  frustra  Angfiaci  diadematis  hasres  I 
Nee  san^  aooepit  gravius,  propiusye  meduHiib 
Per  festos  tot  retro,  infelix  Anglia  vulnus  ; 
Ex  quo,  Cressiaei  media  inter  festa  triumpbi, 
Atque  Equitum  antique  socialia  prandia  ritu, 
Ante  diem  Edvardus  cecidit,  fluHantia  latd 
Vexilla«  et  fuscis  quas  feceret  acer  in  armis, 
Vinsoriae  ostentant  sedes,  perque  Atria  looga 
RcgitieaB  exulunt  spoliis  vlctribus  aroes. 


EPIGRAMMATA. 


IS  HORTO  SCRIPTS 

Vos  O  qua  sociis  plicata  ramis 
Ulmi  bracbia  panditis  gemelte, 
Horti  deliciae,  decusque  parvi  I 
Dum  vicina  apium  cobors  per  herbaa 
Fnigtantes  medio  strepit  sub  ttstu, 
Fratemis  tueamini  magistrum 
Vos  sub  fitmdibus,  Attici  leporis 
Auctores  Latiive  lectitantem  ; 
Lustrantemve  oculo  lioentiort 
Colles  oppositos,  apnea  mira,   * 
Lat^  ondantibila  obsitos  ariitis, 
Tectoaque  aeriifl  tupeme  iagis* 


EPITjiPHIUMK 

CoNJUZ  cbam  vale  !  tibi  Marital 
Hoc  poDo  memori  manu  aepulcmm  ; 
At  quales  laerymas  tibi  repeDdam, 
Dum  tristi  reoolo,  Susanna,  corde, 
QvAm  oonstans,  animo  naqiie  impotente^ 
Tardi  sustoleras  acuta  lethi. 
Me  speotans  placidis  supremiilm  ooeUis  I 
Quod  si  pro  mentis  vel  ipse  flerem. 
Quo  fletu  tua  te  relicta  proles. 
Proles  parvula,  ritd  proKquetor, 
Custodem,  sociam,  dueem,  parentem  } 
At  quorsum  lacrymse  ?  Valeto  raras 
Exemplum  pietatis,  O  Susanna  I 

>  At  Wynslade,  tbe  residence  of  hit  brother. 

>  Tbe  sulject  of  this  elegant  and  tnily  claasical 
epigram  was  Susannah,  first  wife  uf  Peter  Serie,  esq^ 
of  Little  Testwood,  in  the  parish  of  Eling,  HaotL 
It  is  inscribed  with  some  variations,  in  the  parish- 
chuTch  of  Eling,  on  a  plain  marble  tablet ;  above 
which  on  a  pedestal  is  a' female  bust,  and  below  tbe 
arms  <£  Mr.  Serle  and  his  wife,  by  which  she  appean 
to  have  been  of  tbe  family  of  sir*  Stonbouse, 
bart  of  Berkshire,  llie  monmnent  bean  the  name 
of  Ml.  Rysbrack.  She  died  oo  the  15th  of  Novem- 
ber, 1753,  in  the  thirtieth  year  of  her  aga.  Mr. 
Wartonin  return  for  tfils  epitaph  raeeived  aa  ae- 
knowledgement  from  Mr.  Serle  of  50,  or  100 
guineas.  Maxt. 
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WINTONI£. 

Si  quAat  gntia  riYuli  perranis, 
Bipas  qui  propeiat  loquax  per  udas : 
S  quit  gramineo  oitor  \  ireto, 
Banrre  in  ipatiis  quid  est  amoeni ; 
Aoft  aoood,  fruticam  teDelluloram^ 
Bam  Mciculis  et  hinc  et  inde 
yirondcBtiim,  tenoes  brereique  sylvs, 
Faasank  pondere  dadali  colons ; 
Qain,  ti  floribos,  angulos  per  omnes. 
Quod  dole^inis  est  sine  arte  sparsis ; 
Otna  crebris  salaberrimis  et  berbis; 
HiUBC,  bospes,  lepidum  putabis  bortum. 
At  nee  deiicue,  licet  suiives. 
Tales  te  potent  diik  teDere« 
Quia  inirabere«  qam  micant  utrinqne 
Tecta  ingeotia,  maumumque  templum  >» 
AatiqoiiiiiqQe  larem  decus  eamenis  >. 
Hac  dam  prospicias,  jngi  sacrati  ' 
Sob  olivo  ancipiti,  domus  saperboB 
OlflB,  fragmina  vasta,  diratasque 
Aroea;  ah  iiienor»  hospes,  esto,  ut  ipse^ 
Quae  naac  egregio  Tides  decoras 
C&lCii,  et  magnifleas,  utrinqoe  moles, 
MoK  iiaiissii  qoeaot  parem  niinam, 
£t  misoo  jaoeant  sttuque  plenae ; 
QnaiBTia  utraque  Wiccamus  beatus 
Dici  feoerit  anzeritque  somtiH^ 
Tcy  Phcebi  domns  ahna ;  teqoe  templum, 
I  ftirgere  jumerit  coluomisa 


INSOMNUM*. 

Soum  Tcniyet  quaaqnam  certissima  mortis  imago  es, 
OoDMitem  cupio  te  tamea  esse  tori ! 

Hae  adfli,  hand  abiture  cito:  nam  sic  sine  vita 
VHcre,  quam  soate  est,  sic  sine  morte  mori. 


tUI  FIT,  MJECENAS,  tUc  <• 

Com  Javenis  nottras  sobiit  novus  advena  aedei, 

Ooatiauo  Fopi  prssmia  magna  petit : 
Dosade  potens  voti  quiddam  soblimius  ambity 

Et  socii  lepidum  mnnos  inire  capit  .* 
At  aociua  maTult  traosire  ad  mra  sacerdoa  ; 

Anidetqae  uxor  jam  propriique  lares : 
i^  ms  tiaaamisso,  vitam  instaurare  priiirem        ^ 

Aftqae  ilenim  Popi  tecta  subire  jovat 
O  peotos  mire  varium  et  mutabile !  cui  son 

Qomqne  petita  placet,  nulla  poiita  placet. 

1  The  Cethedra).  <  The  College. 

'8L  Cftles's  hill;  at  the  fi)ot  of  which  are  the 
UBiaim  of  Wohesey  Palace,  formerly  the  magoifi- 
ccssfc  lesMfnrr  of  the  bishops  of  Winchester. 

«  This  ioaciiption  is  said  to  haTebeen  intended  to 
be  placed  under  a  statue  of  Somnus,  hi  the  garden 
0#  the  late  James  Harris,  esq.  of  Salisbury.  It  has 
been  aaaibed  to  Mr.  Warton,  but  on  doubtful 
aolfaonty. 

*  These  are  the  original  verses  on  which  The  Pro- 
I  of  Diseootettt  was  founded. 


QUADAM 
LATINE  REDDITA. 

HOMER!  HYMNUS  AD  PANA.       ^ 

En  1  tibi,  Pan,  summi  oolles,  et  maxima  parent 
Culmina,  pnecipitesque  nivali  vertice  rupes. 
Tu  pater,  incedeos  virgiilta  per  avia,  mentem 
Oblectas  lapsu  fluviorum  \enh  cadeat(im. 
SIve  errare  velis  per  vasta  cacuiriiDa,  ouigni 
Unde  procul  patuSre  greges,  atque  otia  dia 
Pastorum ;  capreasve  agites  indagine  densA, 
Seu  redeas  sqaallens  variarum  caede  ferarom. 
At  simul  ex  alto  subluxit  vesper  Olympo, 
Tale  melos  suavi  diffundis  arundine,  quale 
Non,  Philomela,  focit,  quoties  frondentibus  umbrik 
Abdita,  vere  novo,  int^grat  miserabile  carmen. 
Gontinuo  properant  faciles  in  carmina  N3rmpbae, 
Instaurantqne  choros ;  saltantibus  adsooat  Ecba 
In  medio  Deus  ipse  inflexos  orbibus  orbes 
Insequitur,  quatiens  maculosae  tegmina  lyncis : 
Sub  pedibusque  crocicrescunt,dulcesque  hyacinthi, 
Floribus  et  variis  viridis  distioguitur  herba. 
Intereik  cecin£re  Deilm  primordia  prisca : 
At  primi^m  dixdre,  ut,  DtvAm  nuntius  Hermes 
Venorit  Arcadie  fines,  pecorisqae  feraces 
Formosi  campos,  et  prata  recentia  rivis. 
Qnk  nunc  illi  arse,  qa&  stant  Cyllenia  templa. 
niic,  divino  lic^t  ingens  esset  hoi\ore, 
Pavit  oves,  nam  jussit  amor ;  votisque  potitus 
Egregiam  Dryopen  in  vincia  jagalia  daxit. 
Nascitur  hinc  proles  visu  miranda,  bicomis 
Capripcs ;  ipsa  novo  nutrix  exterrita  foetu 
Rekitit,  hirsotiqae  inPantem  corporis  horrens. 
At  pater  fexultans  villosi  pelle  reviactum 
Bfuntani  leporis  puerum,  fiilgentibus  astris 
Intulit,  et  solium  Jovis  ad  sublime  locavit. 
Excipiunt  plausu  Super! ;  subrisit  laochus 
Purpureo  vultu,  et  puerum  Pan  nomine  dixit 


EX  POEMATE 

DE  VOLUPTATIBUS  FACULTATIS 

IMAGINATRICIS  >. 


-O  Progenies  pulcherrima  csbU 


Quo  tibi  succorum  tracta,  calamique  labore, 
pivinos  ducam  vultus,  csslestiaque  ora  ? 
Unde  legam  qui.  Diva,  tuis  certare  colores 
Purporei  possint,  discrimina  daedala  fiici  ? 
Ergo  age,  Musa,  vago  cursu  per  maxima  mundi 
I  spatia ;  et  quioquid  formosi  florida  tellus, 
Quicquid  habent  maria,  et  caeli  spirabile  lumen, 
Delibes  ;  quicquid  nitidum  nature  recondit 
Dives  opom  variarum,  in  amabiie,  Musa,  fideli 
Confer  opus  studio.    Seu  liberioribus  alis 
Vin',  comite  Autumno,  per  fortunata  volare 
Hesperidfim  nemora,  et  dias  Atlantidos  oras, 
Dom  quacunque  Pater  isecundo  pollice  lucum 
pelicem  contingit,  opacis  gratia  ramis 
pit  nova,  et  auricomo  fulslruot  vimina  foetu  : 

1  The  Pleasures  of  Imagination,  B.  i.  vcr.  280. 
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Quicunque  iocossit  per  ditia  nm,  rentdent 
Undique  maturo  subiti  livore  racemi ; 
Apricosque  recens  infectt  purpura  coUes, 
Quales  occiduo  nubes  qiue  sole  coniscant. 
Sive  errare  veils,  ri.srua  convalle,  per  umbras 
Daphnes  dilectas,  Pen^ot  gurgite  leni 
Quk  flnit,  ostentatque  refiexam  e  flumtne  Tempe 
Purpuream  ▼Itreo ; — ^Tetnpe  !  qu^*  iramina  sylvis 
Nota  olim,  Fauni  Nymphseque,  per  aurea  prisoi 
Specula  Saturni,  secreto  in  raarj^ine  ripac 
Frondiferae,  socio  ducebant  Pane  choreas 
MuUiplices.     At  saltantum  vestigia  propter, 
liorasque,  2^phyrosque  almoB,  udo  imbre,  videres 
Certatim  ambrosios  rores,  et  odorlfenim  thus, 
Depluere^  Elysioque  rubent  quicunque  colores. 


EX  POEMATE  VE 
BATIOSE  SALUTIS  CONSERVANDM  K 

Ergo  agite,  O  Nymphs,  integros  ostendite  fontes; 
Egelidasque  domos,  rigui  penetralia  rcgni. 
Naiades  aperite  \  per  avia  tesqua  vagari, 
Vobis  nota,  aveo :  vMeor  resonantia  saxis 
Flumina  prsruptift,  scatebrosque  audire  reclitsas. 
Sanctd.  perculsus  mentem  formidine,  rupes 
Prospicio,  quh  vorticibus  spumantibu5  amnes 
Insignes  micudoe,  antique  carmine  clari. 
Ante  omoes,  ingens,  scopulis  plangcntibris,  exit 
Nilus  ;  at  iratis  properat  violentior  undis 
Hinc  Padus ;  tude  jugis  Euphrates  Occano  par 
Volvitur  umbriferis,  Orientcmque  irrigat  omnem. 
At  secuni,  so^voquc  procul  rcsupiuus  in  antro, 
Squallentcm  Tanais  difludit  barbarus  urnam. 
Quantis  sub  tenebris,  quam  vastis  obruta  silyis 
Undique,  c4>ndQntur  fluviornm  exordia  prima 
Nobilium  !  Ergo  animum  permista  horrore  voluptas 
Percipit,  et  sacro  correpunt  ossa  pavorc  : 
£t  magis,  atque  magis,  dir&  formidme  circi^m 
Froodiferi  borrescant  luci,  ramisque  patescit 
Altius,  et  majori  atrum  nemus  accubat  umbr&. 
Dictt/e,  num  LemnrOm  regio  stat'finibus  istis 
Abdita  >  qmraam  hiec  ignoti  pomorria  nMndi  ? 
Qui  populi  ?  Quaeve  arva  viris  exercita  }  siqus 
Talia  trans  deserta  supereinC  arra  colenda. 
O  obi  camporum  tarn  nigris  faucibus  antrum 
Porrigitur  !  Tanto  specns  iile  immanis  hiatu 
Fertur  in  inforraem  Phlogcthonta,  an  amocna  virela 
Fortunatonmi  nemornm  !  per  opaca  locorum 
Ducite  Tos,  dubiosque  pedes  firmetis  eunti : 
Munera  restra  cano ;  nam  jussit  talia  Paeon, 
Talia,  diva  Salus  ;  ct  rersu  pandcre  conor, 
Quid  lymphi  liqnido  flerivc  potest  elemento : 
Quo  nihil  utiHos  mundi  fert  dtedala  moles. 
Mirus  quippe  latex  it  mobjlis  undique ;  gt^lnmis 
Lutnme  dat  radiare  vago ;  dat  qucrcubus  alti& 
Sa^vas  indignari  hyemes,  et  temncre  venlos; 
Dat  scintillanti  tenui»&iroa  <:picii!a  vino : 
Et  vehit  et  gencrat'speciei  alimenta  cuVque, 
Et  vitam,  sou  qua;  spirabilis  xtheris  aari 
Vescitur,  irriguisve  virescit  florida  canipis. 
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piNDAki  prmwmc.  i 

IIISRONI    JBTNMO    SYKACVSIO    CCRKO    VKT. 

Testudo  filis  apta  nitentibus, 
Quam  i-iti  servat  Pieridum  cborus» 
Tu  cantilenam,  tu  sequaces 
Ec:regi&  regis  arte  gressus  ! 
Perculsa  plectro  leniler  aureo 
Pronuni  corusci  fulminis  impetum 
Tu  sistis,  stemasque  flamms 
Prscipites  moderaris  ictus. 
Alis  relapsis,  fosa  Jovis  super 
Sceptro,  volucris  regia  stemitur 
Sopore  praedulci,  carcntque 
Rostra  minis,  oculique  flammis. 
Quin  Mars  reponens  nspcra  spicala. 
Post  pulverem  certamiuis  ardui, 
Oblectat,  O  Pha-bea  proles^ 
Corda  tuo  truculenta  cantu* 
At  quo.<i  hcnigiio  numine  Jupiter 
Non  vidit,  ilios,  carminis  audiaut 
Siqnando  divini  levamcn, 

Horror  agit  pavidusque  luctus.* 
Qualis  Typhceus,  sub  barathfx)  jaceus 
Imo,  supremis  iayiroba  ceuticeps 
Quod  bella  Divis  intulissct 
Hasmonio  genitus  sub  antro. 
Quern  nunc  ligatum  Cuma  cubat  super^ 
Pectusque  setis  comprimit  horridum 
Columoa  cscll,  que  perenoi 
Stat  glacie,  nivis  JBtna  nutrix : 
Et  nunc  proccllas  evomit  igneas, 
Fumosc^uc,  mistro  turbine,  bellua 
Vuicdni,  et  horrcndum  rubeseunt 
Nocte  procul  jaculata  saxa : 
Iramane  dictu  pro«4ghim  !  Mare 
Siquis  propinquum  transeat,  ut  l^hos- 
iEtriae  sub  antris  illigetur, 
Difiicilique  fremat  cubili ! 
Hoc  mc  sotatum  crimine  fac,  Pater, 
Cui  paret  JEtasd  frondeus  amblCus, 
Froiis  fertiiis  tulluris,  ingens 
Urbs  titulos  ti\)it  nnde  magnos ; 
Qtak  nuntiatum  est  quale  Hiero  ederet 
Certaroeii,  acres  victor  agens  aqflMSy 
Quantusque  succussis,  rotarum 
Atttler,  institerit  quadrigis  *• 


EURiPmiS  ANDRaMACHA, 

vsa.  102. 
AMiyiroiifAcne  Loctrrnuit. 

Cum  Paris,  O  Helena,  te  cclsa  in  Pergama  duxit^ 

Et  miser  iUicitos  jussit  adirc  toros. 
Hen  !  non  conjugii  hcti  florent'a  dona, 

Quin  socum  Alecl6,  Tisipbonem^ne,  iulit 
lUius  ob  Furias,  fidens  Mars  miile  cariins 

Te  circiim  ruttlis,  Troja,  dedit  facibua  1 
lllius  ob  Furias,  cecidisti,  care  marite. 

Hector  1  Achillets'rapte,  marite,  racist 
Ipsa  autem  e  thaiamis  agor  ad  caiva  littora  pooti^ 

Servitii  gravida  nube  adoperta  caput.  [que. 

Ah !  mihi  que  stillant  Imnynm !  Tcojamqucy  twruor- 

^  Ad  AnUstr.  U. 
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Fi  fixdo  (bsan  in  palrere  Irnquo  Tirum  ! 
Qi  :<i  JQtat  (iherius  celi  toavexa  tiieri  ? 

S\i:(fi  IfenBMtio  wHida  serva  feror : 
Et  'HKXilMcoaiplna  fMdei,  liqaefio,  pereonis 

Quaiis  piaeeipiti  qac  plait  iioda  jugu. 


MBLEJGRI  EPITAPHWM 
IN  l-XOREM. 

n  AVmOLOCIA,    LTB.    III.   CAP.  xH.    ZF.  22. 
BRVNCK.    A}!AL.    V.    I.    p.    30. 

Mrrro  tibi  lacryiiias^  O  Heliodora,  sub  Orcum, 

In  lerKbris  loDgfe  mitto  tibi  lacrymas. 
Aa  tristes  facrymas,  libata  in  flebiJe  bustum 

D  Hesiderii  dona,  et  ainoris  habe  ! 
Te  cirtro,  crebroqne,  raeamque  a  lumine  cassam 

IV0eo;  quae  Dtti  gratia  nalla  Deo  est. — 
0 '.bi  iocandas  mihi  fliisculus )  abstulit  Orcus. — 

Ftrtlarit  vegetum  pulvere  gcnnen  humus. 
Quirp,  terra  tuum  est  amplectier  ossa  repostx 

3IoliiUr,  k,  fido  salva  fovere  &inu. 


ASTlPjtTRt  TUESSALOyiC. 
IN  TEMPERANTIAM. 

Ex  AsTBOL.  I.  Ixxviii.  J.  Brdnck,  II.  121. 

Hb  aaiam  Amifenes  erabat  'VDcibtu  olim 
.f.fi  caai  ti^lMret  ila  BUprecoa  seoex : 

"  0  Vir/o  fonnoca,  O  dulcis  oata,  minister 
Vitx  impis  semper  sit  tibi  cora  colus. 

Mox  CUB  te  aociarit  Hymen,  tua  maxima  dos  sit, 
Te  ctMM  BMHtts  oaatris  babare  probes." 


CAKPHYUBJE. 

Es  AirraoL.  HI.  i.  6.  Brvkck,  II.  401. 

Mlui  pwtario—.  Viator,  ttmaai, 
N oa  «A  qaad  ImatymA  viges  sopultum ; 
>>'iii  ail  et  nibi  moituo  dolendiua  est 
Covjax  noa  mibt,  foitque  fida, 
Qni  cam  raannmi ;  tiadique  natos 
Ties  is  fnsdcia  lauate  wiptiamm ; 
£x  qiieis,  4«pe  «Mbi  in  siou  tepenti, 
^^vi  paens  poeUulai^ae : 
Qai  taadea\  iaferiia  Ohhi  rdafUf, 
Mtvrp  aaibroflios  patrem  sopores 
lAvmitiM,  Elysii  vireake  ripA. 


Bfia 


CALLIMACMi  iN  CBETHWA, 

Ei  AiTTHOL.  III.  xti.  53.  Brukcr,  I.  474. 

I)octa  est  dttloe  loqai,  puellulasque 
later  ladcse  docta  pervanust^ ; 
Tr,  Crethi,  Samise  tuso  reposcunt ; 
QJ3«  pmilitate  molIicelUL 
^•o«*  bnifiei  levare  caias« 
At  tn  toida  jaces ;  trahisque  samnos 
^>aaig  deaiqae,  Cretbi,  domeiidos  I 


INCKRTI 

IS   cmo. 

Ex  Antiiol.  Cepral.  No.  648. 

OUITTSD  BY   BKONCK. 

Eitr.o  te  nitida?  doous  palssiite, 
Tc  iastum  validas  labore  lucta* 
Et  perfusa  oleo  videre  membra. 
Nunc,  Protarche,  pater  te;;it  sepulchro, 
Coneestisque  rccoudit  ossa  saxis  ? 
Necdum  filiolas  modo  peremptas 
Cessit  cuia  recens,  novique  lactus 
Acer  funeris,  O  fidelis  uxor, 
Td  praerepti  etiam  parique  fato. 
At  postquam  ferus  Orcus  liausit,  et  spes 
F.t  solatia  vos  gravis  scnectse, 
Huoc  vobis  lapidem  memor  reponit. 


LEOSW/E. 

15:  Anthol.  VI.  xxiv.  2.     Bruncx,  I.  229. 

SuspENSAM  e  Platano  Teleson  tibi,  Capripes  O  Pan, 

Pellem  villof^se  dat,  pia  dona,  fera; ; 
Curvatamque  caput,  nodoso  e  stipite,  clavam, 

Quae  mod6  depulsi  foida  cruore  lupi  est; 
Conctetoquc  aptum  lacti  mulctrale,  et  odoros 

Queis  teuttit  dausos,  feirea  TincJa,  coues. 


TUMULVM  ARCHILOCHL 

Ex  Anthol.  III.  XXV.  20.  Brunck,  II.  167, 

H  ic  ebt  Archilochns  sitos.    Veneno 
Primus  novit  amara  Tiperino 
Qui  coDtingere  camioa ;  et  craore 
Permessi  liquidas  tiotavit  undas. 
Testis,  qui  tribas  orbas  est  puellis, 
Suspensis  laqueo  tmei,  Lycambes. 
Tu  cauto  pede  pneteri,  viator, 
Crabones  aliter  ciebis,  c^s 
Qui  busto  sibi  eondid^re  nidaoi. 


IN  CICADAM. 
£x  AiiTHOL.  I.  xxxlii.  22.    Brunck,  IIL  839, 

Cur  me  pastores  foliorum  abducitis  umbHl, 

Me,  quam  deiectant  roscida  nira  vagam  > 
Me,  quae  nympbarum  sum  Musa,  atque  asthere  sndo^ 

llinc  recino  umbrosis  saltubus,  iode  jugis  ? 
£n  !  turdum  et  merulam,  si  prosde  tanta  cupido  est, 

Quss  late  sulcos  diripuere  satos. 
Qua)  I'astaot  fruges,  captare  et  fisllere  fas  est; 

BiAcida  non  adidis  sofficit  berba  mihi. 
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WARTON'S  POEMS. 


ANTIPATRI  THESSALONICENSIS. 

Ex  AsrruoL.  Csphal.  No.  749.     Erumck,  II.  115. 

Tx,  verso  pn^rmntem  hostili  es  agmine  tergo, 

Trajedt  ferro  vindice  mater  atrox ; 
Te  tua,  quie  peperit,  mater :  gladiumque  recent! 

Spumantem  pueri  sanguine  crebra  rotans, 
Bentibus  et  graviter  stridens,  qualiique  Lacaena, 

Igne  retr6  torquens  lumina  glaoca  fero,  [Orcum 
**  Linqne,  ait,  Eurotam :  et  n  mors  eat  dura,  sub 

Effttge:  noD menses;  non  Lacedamonius.*' 


CALLIMACUI  IN  HERACLITUM. 

£x  Amthol.  IIL  xxxiiL  37.    Brunck,  L  472. 

Te  tristi  mihi  noper,  Heraclite, 
Fato  succubuisse  nunciatum  est ; 
Quo  runiorc  misellus  impotentes 
Fui  in  iacrimubs  statim  coactus : 
Rccordabar  enim,  loquel&  ut  olim 
Biiici  consueramus  ambo  lonf^os 
Suics  follere,  fabultsque  crebris. 
Verum  Tu,  vctus  hospes,  O  ubinam— 
Ah  dudum — in  cineres  redacte  dudum  ! 
Nunc  jaces,  retus  hospes,  urbe  Carilim  \ 
Tuae  Luscinis  tamen  supersunt  j 
lUis,  omnia  qui  nbi  arrogarit, 
Haud  Pluto  iojiciet  manus  rapaccs. 


ADDITIONS  TO  WARTON'S  POEMS. 


A  SONG. 

IMITATZD  nOM   Tna  MIDSVMMBR  KIOBT*S  DBBAM  OF 
6HAKSPBARB,    ACT   II.    SCEHB   ▼. 

(From  the  Museum  1746.) 

Lo  here,  beneath  this  hallow'd  shade 

Within  a  cowslip's  blossom  deep. 
The  lovely  queen  of  Elves  is  laid, 

May  nougbt  disturb  her  balmy  sleep. 
Let  not  the  snake  or  baleful  toad 

Approach  the  silent  mansion  near. 
Or  newt  profiine  the  sweet  abode. 

Or  owl  repeat  her  orgies  here  !  , 

No  snail  or  worm  shall  hither  come 

With  noxious  filth  her  bow'r  to  stain  : 
Hence  be  the  beetle^s  sull«n  hum. 

And  spider's  disembowel  *d  train. 
The  love-lorn  nightingale  alunc 

Shall  thro'  Zitania'fi  arbour  stray, 

To  sooth  her  sleep  with  melting  moan, 

^And  lull  her  with  his  sweetest  lay. 


VERSES  ON  MISS  COTES  ». 

PIRST  ^FUSLISHsn   AMONTMOUSLV    111  1749. 

To  trivial  nymphs  while  Oxford's  tasteless  swains. 
With  fond  consent,  address  their  trivial  strains, 

•  1  Miss  Cotes  was  the  eldest  daughter  of  Digby 
Cotes,  publie  orator,  and  principal  ef  Magdalen 
Hall;  and  Miss  Wilmot  the  beautifiil  daughter  to 
Wilmot  the  bookseller,  now  a  widow. 


That  toasted  still  by  ev*ry  dghmg  unait, 
Have  claim'd  undoubted  rule  o'er  cv'ry  heait| 
Still  usher'd  by  a  train  of  powder'd  apaifcs. 
Queens  of  the  Mall,  and  hackney*d  in  the  p«te  i 
^s  ours  to  disR^^ard  the  public  voioe. 
Where  fiahion  gives  the  sanction  to  the  choice  r  ' 
'TIS  ours  thy  beauties,  lovely  Cotes,  to  boast. 
Where  matchless  merit  justifies  the  toast 
Let  Wilmot's  cheek  be  dack'd  with  brif^itar  dyes. 
And  keener  glances  beam  from  Boacber*s  eyes  ^ 
Let  Wilmot  boast  the  just  harmonious  grace. 
And  all  the  feultless  symmetry  of  fboe  ; 
In  these  alone  'tis  some  distinguish'd  part. 
Some  favorite  feature,  that  can  charm  the  beaxt. 
'Tis  not  thy  shape  alone  that  strikes  the  sight. 
Nor  melting  eyes,  with  mildest  azure  bright ; 
'Tis  not  thy  bosom,  white  as  falling  snows. 
Nor  hair,  that  loose  in  golden  ringlets  flows 
(Though  each  onr  am'rous  hearts  a  beauty  call). 
But  the  joint  force  and  full  result  of  all  ; 
And  thy  fiiir  form  our  raptur'd  bosoms  warma 
With  all  the  graceful  negligence  of  charms. 
Add,  that  'tis  thine  in  ev'ry  step  to  please. 
Where  dignity  conspires  with  winning  ease. 
With  double  arts  you  lure  us  into  love. 
You  shine  like  Veous — and  like  Venus  move. 
Add,  that  the  Graces  give  the  taste  refin'd. 
And  deck  with  sweetest  sentiments  thy  mind : 
Nor  more  thine  hours  the  toilette's  cares  engag^e 
Than  the  soft  raptures  of  the  polish'd  page. 

Blest  are  the  sons  of  Maudlin's  leanwd  dome. 
Fast  by  whose  seats  the  fair  has  fix'd  her  home  ; 
On  whom  thine  eyes  their  strongest  inflnenoe  beam. 
Thou  lovely  queen  of  Cberwell's  silVer  stream  ! 
Yet,  ah !  nnUest  the  sons  of  Maudlin's  dome. 
Fast  by  whose  seats  the  fsir  has  fix'd  her  home  $ 
They  fall  a  viettm  to  the  neighboring  dame. 
Nor  Cberwell's  streams  can  cool  the  raging  ftaaie  ; 
From  thy  bright  eyes  the  stroke  of  fista  receive. 
And  for  the  beauteous  Q)tes  their  Pallas  leave. 

Meantime,wbileus  the  Fates  have  doom'd  to  pane. 
Remote,  and  absent  from  thy  form  divine. 
Thy  charms  transfix  our  bleeding  hearts  aUke, 
Reach  though  remote,  and  at  a  distance  strike. 
In  vain  firom  beauty's  influence  we  retire. 
Thine  eyes  overtake  us  like  the  ligbtnrag*a  fire. 

What  though  nor  we  the  brisk  chao^gne  can 
boast. 
When,  lovely  Cotes,  thy  fav'rite  name  we  toast  ; 
Tliy  fov'rite  name,  like  Phcebus'  rays  divine. 
Imparts  new  flavour,  and  improves  the  wine. 
That,  when  thy  beauties  consecrate  the  glaaa. 
Our  humble  port  for  brisk  champaigne  may  paaa. 

Meantime  forgive  the  poet  of  thy  praise. 
That  fondly  still  prolongs  his  humble  lays. 
Yet  think  not,  fair-one,  that  ray  lays  detain 
(Though  void  of  art)  thoae  killing  eyes  in  vain  ; 
Those  killing  eyes  are  here  leas  fotal  found. 
For,  while  my  lays  they  read,  they  ceaae  to  i 


VERSES  ON  MISS  WILMOT. 

O'er  Isis'  bloommg  banks,  with  busy  care, 
I  sought  to  find  the  most  distinguish'd  fair. 
To  crop  the  softest  flow'r,  with  eager  fset 
I  trac  d  each  vale,  and  rovM  o'erev^  fweet. 
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While  all  anwnd  wmamberM  charms  disclose. 
Pride  of  the  bank,  the  beauteous  Wilinot  rose. 

Nut  by  vain  ehanns,  which  vulgar  beaudes  boast, 
Wilinot  asserts  her  title  to  the  toast. 
The  fight  coquette  attempts  with  little  arts. 
Whene'er  the  Mall  she  treads,  to  gain  our  hearts ; 
Shefnmes  a  various  train  of  winning  wiles, 
Ciottrm  each  glance  and  disciplines  her  smiles ; 
Each  dnteous  curt'sy  drops  with  studied  care. 
Aid  lifts  her  hoop  with  most  inviting  air ; 
Sbe  learns  to  breathe  the  gentle  am'rous  sigh. 
And  all  the  conduct  of  the  rolling  eye  ; 
Nov  kindly  leers  upon  the  parsing  swain, 
\ow  the  coy  look  affects  of  cold  disdain ; 
She  learns  th'  alluring  lisp,  the  graceful  start. 
Each  step,  design,  and  ev*ry  motion,  art: 
Bat,  ah !  how  vain  the  soft  deceit  is  found ! 
She  gives  no  wounds,  because  she  means  to  wound. 

lUit,  When  bright  Wilmot*s  faultless  form  is 
Moving  in  all  the  majesty  of  mien. 
How  soon  cclipe^d  retires  each  light  coquette  ! 
How  soon  before  her  sun  each  star  is  set  i 

Whatever  inspir'd  immortal  Raphael's  mind. 
In  summer  eve,  on  balmy  banks  reclin'd ; 
When  g1ow*d  his  mind  with  images  of  grace, 
Stndioas  a  sea-bom  Venus*  form  to  trace; 
When  all  the  goddess  rush*d  upon  bis  view, 
Frash  frum  the  wave,  and  wet  with  ocean's  dew ; 
Id  Wilmot*s  form  with  mingling  charitas  unite. 
And  all  that*s  beauteous  pours  upon  the  sight 
Fresh  as  the  primrose  mead,  or  blushing  rose, 
With  native  charms  each  gentle  feature  glows. 
But  though  the  budding  rose  her  cheeks  adorn, 
Like  that  they  wottnd--and  bear  a  fiiital  thorn. 
Her  bee  a  miracle  of  beauty  fills. 
Softness  that  wounds,  and  innocence  that  kills. 
If  fiz'd  OD  earth  her  bashful  eyes  are  found, 
Lo,  Phoebus'  rays  descending  strike  the  ground  ! 

Hither,  bright  maid,  a  youthful  breast  to  warm, 
With  aspect  mild  incline  thy  lovely  form  ! 
Oh !  let  me  view  those  lips  profuse  of  sweets, 
W'here  softest  beauty  with  persuasion  sits ! 
Haste,  let  me  weave  a  fragrant  flow'ry  crown. 
To  bind  thy  flowing  locks  of  glossy  brown : 
Still  let  me  gaze  upon  that  breast  divine. 
Where,  in  sweet  union,  all  the  graces  join; 
Where  each  delight  that  foncy  forms  is  seen. 
Without,  all  beauty,  and  all  truth  within  ! 

While  Witmot's  charms  my  glowing  thoughts 
engage. 
Adieu  the  midnight  tamp,  the  painful  page. 
Her  charms  each  useful  sentiment  imj>art. 
And  still  refine  as  they  improve  the  heart : 
For,  more  instructive  are  her  beauteous  looks. 
Than  all  the  learned  indolence  of  books. 
Tts  her's  alooe,  with  sweet  prevailing  ease, 
At  once  to  teach  and  charm,  in<«tru<*t  and  please. 

While  thus  thy  poet,  in  unpolish'd  vei-se. 
Dam  all  thy  tempting  graces  to  rehearse ; 
While  in  my  strains  thy  blooming  beauty  lives. 
And,  what  the  Muse  denies,  a  Venus  gives  ; 
Queen  of  my  song,  O  deign  a  kind  regard. 
And  crown  with  laurel-wreath  thy  humble  bard  ! 
Long  have  thy  charms  my  captive  heart  detain'd. 
And  long  my  soul  in  love's  soft  fetters  chaio'd  : 
Reward  in  kind  letum  these  duteous  lays. 
Or  gife  aie  back  my  heart — or  give  the  bays. 


THE  MAIDEN*S  BLOODY  GARLAND. 

oa 

HIGH-STREET  TRAGEDY. 

Showing  how  Sarah  Holly,  a  poor  unfortunate  ser- 
ving-maid of  the  city  of  Oxford,  being  wronged 
by  her  sweet-heart,  cut  her  thnjot  from  ear  to 
ear,  was  next  morning  found  dead,  in  her  bed, 
and  afterwards  buried  in  the  king's  high-way. 

[From  Brydges'  Censura  Literaria,  vol.  ii. — Sarah 
Holly  was  maid  servant  to  Goiddard,  a  hatter 
and  hosier  at  the  sign  of  the  Golden  Leg  in 
the  High -street  Oxford.  She  actually  destroyed 
herself  as  is  here  recited,  in  consequence  of 
her  lover's  perfidy,  and  was  buried  in  the 
high-way  in  All  Saints  Lane,  with  a  stake  driv- 
en through  her  body,  which  remained  for  a 
day  or  two. — Dr.  Warton  thought  that  a  Mr. 
Thorp  took  ptfrt  with  his  brother  in  this  inge- 
nious imitation  of  the  Newgate  ditties.] 

TUHt — There  were  three  pilgrimt^ 

A  MOURNFUL  ditty  I  will  tell, 
Ye  knew  poor  Sarah  Holly  well. 
Who  at  the  Golden  Leg  did  dwell. 

Heigh-ho,  Heigh-ho ! 

She  was  in  love,  as  some  do  say. 
Her  sweet-heart  made  her  go  astray, 
And  at  the  last  did  her  betray. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 

The  babe  within  her  womb  did  cry  : 
Unto  her  sweet-heart  she  did  hie, 
And  tears  like  rain  fell  from  her  eye. 

Heigh-ho,  &a 
But  oh  !  the  wretch's  heart  was  hard. 
He  to  her  cries  gave  no  regard, 
*•  Is  this,"  says  she,  "  my  love's  reward  ?"    * 
Heigh-ho,  &c. 

"  Oh  !  woe  is  me  !  I  am  betray'd ! 
Oh  had  I  liv'd  a  spotless  maid, 
I  ne'er  with  sobs  and  sighs  !(ad  said 

Heigh  ho,  &c. 

"  But  now  Pm  press'd  with  grief  and  woe, 

And  quiet  ne'er  again  can  know, 

God  grant  my  soul  to  Heaveu  may  go, 

Heigh-ho,  &e. 
'*  For  I  my  wretched  <tays  must  end, 
Yet  e*en  for  thee  my  pray'rs  I'll  send, 
I  die  to  all  the  world  a  friend." 

Heigh-ho,  &o. 
Tlien  to  her  friends  she  bid  adieu. 
And  gave  to  each  some  tok(>n  true, 
With,  "  Think  on  me  when  this  you  view." 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 

Unto  the  ostler  at  the  Bear, 

She  gave  a  ringlet  of  her  liair, 

And  said,  "  Farewell,  my  dearest  dear." 

Hcigh-ho,  &c. 
O  then  to  madam  Luff  she  said — 
*•  To  morrow  mom  come  to  my  bed. 
And  there  you'll  find  mc  quite  stoni?  dead." 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
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Too  true  she  spoke,  it  did  appear, 

Next  moro  they  calPd,  she  could  not  hear : 

Her  throat  was  cut  from  ear  to  ear. 

Heigh-ho,  &C. 

No  spark  of  life  was  in  her  shown, 

No  brcaih  they  saw,  nor  heard  a  groan, 

Her  precious  soul  was  from  her  flown. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 

She  was  not  as  I  once  have  seen 
Her  trip  in  Martin -Gardens  green. 
With  apron  starch'd  and  ruffles  clean. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 

With  bonnet  trim'd,  and  flounced  and  all, 

Which  they  a  dulcimer  do  call. 

And  stockings  white  as  snows  that  fall. 

Heigh-ho,  kc 

Sut  dull  was  that  black  laughing  eye. 
And  pale  those  lips  of  cherry-dye. 
And  set  those  teeth  of  ivory. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 

Those  limbs  which  well  the  dance  have  led. 
When  Simmons  fiutter'd  Pease  hath  play'd. 
Were  bloody,  lifeless,  cold  and  dead. 

'  Heigh-ho,  &c. 
The  crowner  and  the  jury  came, 
To  give  their  verdict  on  the  same : 
They  doomM  her  hapless  corpse  to  shame. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
At  midnight,  to  the  law  doth  say. 
They  did  her  mangled  limbs  convey 
And  bury  in  the  king*8  highway. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
No  priest  in  white  did  there  attend. 
His  kind  assistance  for  to  lend,  . 
Her  soul  to  Paradise  to  send. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
No  shroud  her  ghastly  face  did  hide, 
No  winding-sheet  was  round  her  ty^d;  ' 
Dkc  dogs,  she  to  her  ^Tive  was  hied. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
And  then,  your  pity  let  it  move. 
Oh  pity  her  who  died  for  love  ! 
A  stake  they  through  her  body  drove. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 

It  would  have  melted  stones  to  see 
Such  savageness  arid  cruelty 
Us'd  to  a  maid  of  twenty-three. 

Heigh-ho,  &c. 
Ye  maidens,  an  example  take. 
For  Sarah  Holly's  wi«tched  sake 
O  never  virtue's  ways  forsakr. 

Heigh-ho,  Sic. 
Ye  maidens  all  of  Oxford  town, 
O  never  yield  \*nir  chaste  renown 
To  velvet  cap  or  tufled  gown. 

Heii;!»-ho,  5tc. 
And  when  that  they  do  love  prctcud. 
No  car  imto  their  fables  lend, 
But  think  on  SaDy's  di^smal  end. 

Hcr^^fiho^  Iloi^^h-ho! 


I  '  FIVE  PASTORAL 

ECLOGUES: 

i  TBR  8C£NSS  OP  WHICH  ARE  SUPPOSED   TO    LIB    AMOXC 
THfi   SHSPHEKOS,   OPPRESSED   BV  THE  WAR    IN     C£l^- 
!        MAKT. 


Impius  hsc  tam  culta  novalia  Miles  habebit  > 
Barbaras  has  segetes  }  £n  quo  discordia  cives 
Perduxit  miieros  !  en  queis  coDSevimus  agros  ! 


PtEPACX. 

It  is  generally  thought,  that  as  Pastorals  are  a 
kind  of  poetry,  which  has  been  tottc|^M  upon 
by  sQCh  a  number  of  poets,  that  they  are  easily 
composed,  and  that  their  thoughts  and  sentitnents 
most  be  trite  and  Tulgar.  However  this  opinion 
may  be  true  in  reason,  I  hope  the  fbtlowins^ 
pieces  will  be  exempt  from  h*3  censure,  as  they 
are  formed  on  a  plan  entirely  new,  and  as  their 
design  is  essentially  distinguished  from  any  pro- 
ductions of  tlieir  kind,  either  ancient  or  modem  : 
unless  it  be  that  the  first  and  ninth  Bucolic  of 
Virgil  are  in  the  same  nature.  How  Xhh  ideas 
of  fields  and  woods,  and  a  poetry  whose  rery  es- 
sence is  a  rural  life,  will  agree  with  the  polite 
taste  of  the  town,  and  of  gentlemen  who  are 
more  conversant  in  the  fashionable  ornaments  of 
IHe,  is  a  question  :  but  I  hope  as  they  relate  to 
that  war,  which  is  at  present  the*  most  general 
topic  of  conversation,  this  unpoliteness  ^ill  in 
some  measure  be  excused. 

The  learued  reader  will  observe,  that  the  author 
has  endeavoured  to  imitate  the  simplicity  of  the 
ancients  in  these  pieces,  as  thinking  it  not  only 
more  particularly  adapted  to  pastoral,  but  the 
true  ornament  of  all  hinds  of  poetry  in  genera.!. 
As  to  the  design  of  this  work,  I  hope  it  will  not  be 
thought  odd,  or  ill-chosen.  The  opposing-  iri« 
tercsts  of  a  peaceful  and  rural  life,  and  the  ta- 
multuous  scenes  of  war,  together  with  the  vari- 
ous struggles  and  passions  arising  from  thence, 
seem  by  no  means  an  improper  field  for  the 
most  elegant  writer  to  exercise  his  genius  in. 
How  far  the  author  of  these  pieces  has  succeeciea 
in  tlie  performance  of  this,  is  humbly  submitted 
to  the  censure  and  judgment  of  the  public 


ECLOGUE  L 


LYCAS   AND   ALPHON. 


Arise,  my  Lycas :  in  yon'  woody  wilds 
:  From  a  rough  rock  in  deep  enclosure  hid 
!  Of  thickest  oaks,  a  gushing  fbuntain  falls, 

And  pours  it's  airy  stream  with  torrent  pure  : 
\  Which  late  returning  firom  the  field  at  eve 

I  found,  invited  by  it's  dashing  sound. 

As  thro'  the  gloom  it  struck  my  passing  ear. 

Thither  I  mean  to  drive  our  languid  fiocte  ; 

Fit  place  to  cool  thehr  thirst  in  mid-<day  hour. 

Due  west  it  rises'from  that  blasted  beech  ; 

The  way  but  short :— come,  Lycas,  rouse  tby  dog-  - 

Let  us  be  gone.  «  * 
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LYCAf. 


Alas,  my  friend,  of  flock. 
Of  <pnn;,  or  sbrpherd's  lore,  to  me  is  vam 
T) tH! :  my  far'rite  lamb,  the  solace  dear 
(i'JKse  prey  locks,  my  sweet  and  sole  deligtit, 
I  ^catch'd  by  cruel  fete  !  an  armed  band 
On  MJ?hing  steeds  elate,  in  wide  array 
Traoipied  the  youngling,  as  the  vale  along 
M  eve  tbey  passed,  beneath.their  whelming  march. 

ALPBOW. 

5o*h  thmng  I  heard,  as  in  the  neighb*ring  wtX)d 
\  noder'd  to  rednce  a  straggling  ewe 
Lrap'd  the  fold  :  what  time  the  griesly  owl 
H.T  shrieks  began,  and  at  the  wonted  ehn 
Tbe  GOVS  awaiting  stood  Lucilla's  hand. 
When  straight  with  sudden  fear  alarm'd  I  start, 
MA  iist*iiiDg  to  the  distant-echoing  steps 
Of  Bneen  horsemen  with  attentive  ear, 
I  «taiid  aloof.    But  why  this  deep-felt  grief? 
Yata  neh  loe  these  tears  and  black  despair  ? 


ilpboD,  no  more  to  Lycas  now  remains, 

Sisce  he  my  last  and  latest  care  is  lost ! 

TVn  liiuw*8t  my  little  flock ;  three  tender  ewes 

WiTe  all  my  mean  ambition  wish'd  or  songhL 

h  D  DOW  nine  days,  and  nine  revolving  nights 

Ax  past,  since  these  the  Moldaw's  raging  flood 

^epi  with  their  wattled  cotes,  as  o'er  its  banks 

k  rcHe  redondant,  swoln  with  beating  rains, 

M  deq>  immersM  beneath  its  whirling  wave. 

I  nk'd  at  early  dawn,  and  to  the  field 

■  '-iid  to  pursue  my  wonted  toil, 

Wten  k) !  nor  flocks,  nor  wattled  cotes  I  saw ; 

^  .1  all  that  met  my  won^'ring  eyes  around, 

"  »  desolation  sad.     Here  stateliest  oaks 

7  CO  from  their  roots,  with  broken  branches  lay 

•  1  LideoQS  ruin  :  there  the  fields,  that  laugh'd 
"^rh.  np'iiing  com,  of  all  their  charms  despoiPd, 
With  oozy  £ragmeats  scattered  waste  and  wild 
Weir  seen.     I  curst  the  wicked  spirit  drear, 

rbt  in  the  ruined  abbey's  darkest  cell| 

TMt  stands  immur'd  amid  yon'  lonesome  pines) 

I  b.uod  iiith  triple  chains  :  his  magic  pow'r 

iift'tia)es  with  howling  storms,  and  thunder  load 

IkMua  the  night,  and  blackens  nature^s  face. 

H*  trmpests  sveird  the  Moldaw's  rising  streams, 

.'.£  1  *has  overwhelmed  my  flock. — But  this  wy  heart 

Hid  teaiu'd  to  bear,  at  length  to  oomfort^s  voice 

!*  ni  obey'd,  and  all  its  woes  forgot  ^ 

V.'  .to  ah  !  too  soon  returning  woes  invade 

V  iiftast,  just  lisiug  from  its  formor  stroke- 

''  -"i  this,  the  sole  survivor,  of  my  flock, 

'  *  •'««  his  lost  companions ;  while  a  wretch 

■ '  rr  remain,  deserted  and  forlorn  ! 

i.etoo  had  dyM  beneath  the  whelminp;  surge, 

•'vi  n<  the  shelter  of  my  low-roofl  cot 

r^at  £i<al  night  preserved  him  ;  where  at  eve 

i  ^'iy  plac'd  him  with  providing  care, 

'^<  ilic  fell  storm,  which  yet  from  southern  clouds 

^  realea'd  de^ruction,  and  to  low'r  began^ 

*'  a^t  vioiale  his  tender-blooming  age.  / 

ALPIIOlf. 

^'\  piteoos  eye,  and  sympathizing  heart, 

~3?  tcare  I  view. — ^Tbese  scenes  of  war  aad  blood, 

•  "  ^alm  repose  of  ev*ry  field  invade  ! 
Vj^If  had  M*n  a  victim  to  their  rage, 


As  in  deep  dead  of  night  my  cave  beneath 
1  lay  dissolvM  hi  sleep,  with  warning  voice 
Had  not  my  dog  alarm'd  with  wood'ring  ear. 
When  straight  approachM  the  cave  a  savage  throng 
With  barb'rons  arms,  and  habit  fleroe  and  wild. 
With  stem  demeanour  and  defring  look 
Terriffic ;  which  the  Moon's  paie-glimm'ring  rays 
Presented  to  my  sight,  as  in  the  boughs. 
Close  shrouded,  of  a  neighb*ring  pine  I  sal 
(Where  sadden  fear  had  driv'n  me  to  evade 
Impending  fate,  unconscious  and  amaz'd) 
Secure,  but  trembling,  and  in  chilly  damps 
My  limbs  bedew*d. — ^Tbe  monsters  as  they  post. 
With  dire  eonfasKNi  all  the  cavern  fitf'd ; 
Huii*d  to  the  groand  my  scrip,  and  beechen  cop, 
Dispers'd  the  shaggy  skins  that  form  my  bed. 
And  o'er  the  trampled  floor  had  scatter'd  wide 
A  hdird  of  choicest  chesnuts,  which  I  cull'd 
With  nice-discerning  care,  and  had  design'd 
A  present  to  my  beauteous  Rosaltnde. 
Alas !  with  them  her  love  had  been  obtain'dy 
And  me  to  Myron  she  had  then  prefenr*d  \ 


Shepherd,  on  thee  has  Fortune  kindly  smil'd ; 
'Tis  mine  to  feel  her  grief-inflioting  hand ! 
Alas  I  each  olgect  that  I  view  around 
Recalls  my  perish'd  darling  to  my  sight. 
And  mocks  me  with  his  loss !  see  there  the  spring 
Where  oft  he  wont  to  shike  his  eager  thiist ! 
And  there  the  beech,  beneath  whose  breecy  shade 
He  lov'd  to  lie,  ckMe  covert  from  the  Son  \ 
See  yet  the  bark  smooth-wom  and  bareiemainfy 
Where  oft  the  youngling  rubb'd  his  tender  side ! 
Ah !  what  availed  my  care,  and  foresight  vain  \ 
That  day  he  fell  oppressed  by  whelming  steeds. 
Thi^  hand  had  built  a  bow'r  of  thickest  bonghs 
Compos'd,  and  wove  with  intermingling  leaves^ 
Impervious  to  the  Sun  ;  and  strew'd  the  floor 
With  choicest  hay,  that  in  the  secret  shade 
He  might  repose,  nor  feel  the  dog-star's  beam  I 
But  why  this  sad,  repeated  track  of  woe 
I  still  pursue  ?  Farewell,  my  Alphon  dear. 
To  distant  fields,  and  pastures  will  I  go. 
Where  impious  war,  and  discord,  nnrse  of  bloody 
Shall  ne'er  profane  the  silence  of  the  groves. 


ECLOGUE  ir. 

ACIS    AHD    ALCYOH. 

ACIS. 

Wbilb  m  the  bosom  of  tliis  deep  recess, 
The  voice  of  war  has  lost  its  madding  sboifts^ 
I^et  us  improve  the  transient  hour  of  peace. 
And  calm  our  troubled  minds  with  mutual  songs  ; 
While  this  recess  conspiring  with  the  Muse 
Invites  to  peaceful  tlioughts;  this  cavern  deep. 
And  these  tall  pines  that  nodding  from  the  rock 
Wave  o'er  its  mouth  their  umbrage  black,  and  csA 
A  venerable  gloom,  with  this  clear  fount 
That  cleaves  the  riven  stone  and  fills  the  cave 
With  hollow-tinkling  sounds.    Rqieat  the  song 
Which  late,  Alcyon,  from  thy  mouth  i  heanl. 
As  to  the  sprmg  we  drove  our  thirsting  flocks  j 
It  tells  the  charms  of  grateful  evening  mild : 
Begin,  Alcyon :  Acis  in  return 
Shall  sing  the  praises  of  the  dawnmg  mom. 
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ALCYOV. 

fiehind  the  bilk  whmi  sinks  the  veitern  lan. 
And  imlling  dewi  breathe  fragimoce  thro*  the  air, 
Eefiresbing  ev'ry  field  with  coolness  mild ; 
Then  let  me  walk  the  twilight  meadows  green. 
Or  breezy  up-laads,  near  thick-branching  elms, 
While  the  still  landscape  sooths  my  soul  to  rest. 
And  er^ry  care  subsides  to  calmest  peace : 
The  mists  slow-rising  from  the  rivers  dank. 
The  W9ods  scarce  stirring  at  the  whispering  wind, 
The  streaky  clouds,  that  tinge  their  darkenM  tops 
With  russet  hues,  and  fainter  gleams  of  light, 
The  solitude  that  all  around  becalms 
The  peaceful  #ir,  conspire  to  wnp  my  soul 
In  musings  mild,  and  nought  the  solemn  scene 
And  the  still  silcHice  breaks,  but  distant  sounds 
Of  bleating  flocks,  that  to  their  destined  fold 
The  shepherd  drives :  mean-time  the  shriU-tan*d  bell 
Of  some  lone  ewe  that  wanders  from  the  rest, 
Tlnckles  far-off,  with  solitary  sound  j 
The  lowing  cows  that  wait  the  milker's  hand. 
The  oottaga  mastiffs  bark,  the  joyous  shouto 
Of  swains  that  meet  to  wrestle  on  the  green. 
Are  beard  around.    But  ah  I  since  rutbless  war 
Has  ravaged  in  these  fields,  so  tranquil  once. 
Too  oft'  alas  the  din  of  clashing  arms 
And  discord  fell  disturbs  the  softer  scene ! 
Thy  sweet  approach  delights  the  wearied  ox. 
While  in  loose  traces  from  the  furrow'd  iieki 
He  comes ;  thy  dawn  .the  weary  reaper  loves. 
Who  long  had  fiunted  in  the  mid-day  sun, 
Pleas*d  with  the  cooler  hour,  along  the  vde 
Whistling  he  home  returns  to  kiss  his  babes, 
With  joyful  heart,  his  labour's  sweet  reward  I 
But  ah  1  what  sudden  fears  amaze  his  soul 
When,  near  approaching,  all  before  he  sees 
His  lowly  cottage  and  the  village  'rotnd 
Swept  into  ruin  by  the  hand  of  war, 
Dispersed  his  children,  and  his  much-lov'd  wife. 
No  more  to  glad  bis  breast  with  home-felt  joys ! 
I  too,  when  in  my  wattled  cotes  are  laid 
My  supping  flock,  rejoice  to  meet  my  dear. 
My  &ir  Lauretta,  at  the  wonted  oak ; 
Or  haply  as  her  milking-pail  she  bears 
Returning  from  the  field,  to  ease  her  arm, 
(Sweet  o&ce  ! )  and  impart  my  aiding  hsnd  ! 
Thy  charms  (O  beauteous  Evening; !)  shall  be  sung. 
As  long  as  these  tall  pines  shall  wave  tlieir  heads. 
Or  this  clear  fountain  cleave  the  riven  stone  ! 

ACTS. 

Sweet  are  the  dews  of  eve ;  her  fragrance  sweet ; 
Sweet  are  the  pine-topt  hills  at  sultry  noon ; 
Sweet  is  the  shelter  of  the  friendly  grot 
To  sheep,  and  shepherd,  at  impending  storms ; 
But  ah  ?  less  sweet  the  fragrant  dews  of  eve  ; 
Less  sweet  the  pine-topt  hills  at  sultry  noon ; 
Less  sweet  the  shelter  of  the  friendly  grot. 
Than  when  the  rising  Sun  with  rosy  beam 
Peeps  o'er  the  village-top,  and  o*er  the  fields. 
The  woods,  the  hills,  the  streams,  and  level  meads, 
Scatters  bright  splendours  and  difiusive  joy ! 
As  to  his  flock  the  shepherd  issues  forth. 
Printing  new  footsteps  m  the  dewy  vale. 
Each  object  of  the  joyous  scene  around 
Vernal  delight  tnqiires,  and  glads  his  heart 
Unknowmg  of  the  cause,  with  new-felt  glee  ! 
The  chant  of  early  birds  on  every  bnsh. 
The  steaming  odbuiv  of  the  fresh-blown  flow'rs— 


Cease,  Acis,  cease  thy  song  : — from  yonder  hid, 
Whose  lofty  sides  enclose  this  secret  seat. 
Our  flocks,  that  graze  along  ju  verd'rous  broir, 
Tumultuous  rush,  as  stnu^k  with  sudden  fright : 
And  hark,  methinks  I  hear  the  deathfiil  soundi 
Of  war  approaching,  and  its  thunden*  roar ! 


Kind  Heav'n  preserve Uy  wife  and  children  dear, 
Alas  !  I  fear  the  sound,  that  louder  now 
Swells  in  the  wind,  and  comes  with  fuller  din, 
Is  near  my  cottage;  which,  thou  know'st,  my  friend, 
Stands  at  tbfi  spring,  that  issues  from  beneath 
That  rising  hill,  fiut  by  the  branching  elm  I 


See,  see,  my  friend,  what  dari(Some  spires  arise 
Of  wreathing  smoke,  and  blacken  all  the  sky  !— 
Nearer  and  nearer  comes  the  threatening  voice. 
And  more  distinguish'd  strikes  our  trsmbliog  ear ! 
But  lo  !  the  foes  advance  above  the  hill ; 
I  see  their  glitt'riog  arms  begin  to  gleam  ! 
Come,  let  uh  fly,  nod  in  the  deepest  nook. 
The  homost  cavern  of  this  winding  grot. 
Close  shroud  ounelves,  lest  in  the  gen'nl  stream 
Of  thoosauds  thronging  down,  we  &11  oppresL 


ECLOGUE    III. 

Wrbv  sable  midnight  on  the  fields  and  woods 
Had  spread  her  mantle  dark,  then  wander'd  forth 
The  penaive  Alcon,  aud  the  bosom  deep 
Of  a  wild  wood  with  solitary  steps, 
There  to  lament  his  wretched  fate,  he  sought. 
Him,  late  as  o'er  the  vale  at  coming  eve 
Jdyfdl  he  walk'd  with  his  Lucille  dear, 
A  soldier,  stem-advancing  on  his  steed, 
Robb'd  of  his  love,  and  tore  the  beauteous  maid 
With  brutal  hand  from  his  contending  arms, 
Weeping  in  vain,  and  shrieking  for  his  aid. 
And  frowning  bore  the  precious  prize  away. 
The  wood,  whose  shades  the  plaintive  shepherd 

sought. 
Was  dark  and  pathless,  and  by  neij^hb'ring  feet 
Long  time  untrod  :  for  there  in  ancient  days. 
Two  knights  of  bold  emprise,  and  high  reno«n. 
Met  in  fierce  combat,  to  dispute  the  prize 
Of  beauty  bright,  whose  valiant  arm  shou'd  win 
A  virgin  fair,  whose  far-cmblazon'd  charms 
With  equal  lot^e  had  smote  their  rival  brea^^ts. 
The  knight  who  fell  Iieneath  the  victor's  sword, 
Unhcars*d  and  restless,  from  that  fatal  day 
Wanders  the  hated  shades,  a  spectre  pale ; 
And  each  revolving  night,  are  heard  to  sound, 
Far  from  the  inmost  bow'r  of  the  deep  wood. 
Loud  shrieks,  and  hollow  groans,  and  rattling:  chains 
When  the  dark  secrets  of  the  grove  he  gained. 
Beneath  an  ancient  oak  his  weary  limbs 
He  laid  adown,  and  thus  to  plain  began. 

*'  This  midnight  deep  to  plaintive  love  accords ; 
This  lonesome  silence,  and  these  hideous  shades. 
That  in  this  darksome  hour  I  dare  to  tread. 
And  all  the  horrours  of  this  fearful  place. 
Will  suit  a  wretch  abandoned  to  despair  ! 
But  bah!—  what  means  this  sudden  feai 

that  creeps 
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IndiQly  twesti,  nfet  all  my  treBUiftg  limU  ?— 

What  bollow-wbii|>*riiig  sounds  are  ihoie  I  bear, 

FroJD  yonder  glade  ?        do  not  l.bear  his  voice  ? 

Doa  Bot  Uie  kni^t,  that  ia  these  shades  was  slaio. 

Call  Die  to  come,  and  heckoo  with  bis  hand  ? 

Do  imt  1  see  his  visionary  sword 

Wsv'd  10  bright  circles  thro*  the  muiky  air  ?— « 

Does  not  he  point  his  wounds  ?— he  still  my  fears : 

Tn  vain  illusion  all,  and  pbantasie. 

Tboe  fean  my  JoTe-distempeHd  brain  suggests  ; 

Alas,  they  will  nut  bring  me  back  my  love  I — 

Who  DOW,  perhaps,  amid  the  thronged  camp 

Od  earth's  cold  breast  reclines  her  weary  head, 

A  helpless  viigin,  subject  to  the  will 

Of  each  rude  rmvisher,  and  distant  hr 

From  her  dear  Atcoo,  and  her  native  field*— 

III  will  the  hardships  of  inclement  skies 

Suit  with  her  tender  limbs ;  the  various  toils 

Of  painful  marches ;  her  unwonted  ean, 

How  bear  the  trumpet,  and  the  sounds  of  war  ! 

This  task  is  hard  indeed — but  soon,  alas ! 

At  will  her  savage  lord  may  cast  her  off. 

And  leave  her  to  succeeding  scenes  of  woe ; 

1  lee  my  dear  Lucilla,  once  my  own, 

Naked  and  hungr)>]^tread  the  pensive  steps 

Of  desolation,  doom'd  to  wander  o^er. 

Helpless  and  vagabond,  the  friendless  Earth ! 

I  hear  her  sigh  fur  Aloon  and  her  home ; 

And  ask  ^  bread  at  some  proud  palace  gate 

With  unavailing  voice !  This  toilsome  scene, 

Alas,  bow  different  from  the  smoother  paths 

Of  rural  life,  my  dear  was  wont  to  tread  ! 

Forth  to  the  field  to  bear  the  milking-pail 

Was  all  her  wont ;  to  tread  the  tedded  grass. 

To  tend  her  father*s  flock :  beneath  the  oak 

To  snatch  her  dinner  sweet,  and  on  the  green 

With  the  companions  of  her  age  to  sport ! 

Ia  vain  I  now  expect  the  coming  on 

Of  d4!w4iath'd  eve,  to  meet  my  wonted  love ; 

Ko  more  I  hear  the  wood-girt  vallies  ring 

With  her  blytbe  voice,  that  oft  has  blest  mine  ear, 

As  in  the  distant  shade  I  sate  unseen ; 

Ko  more  I  meet  her  at  the  wonted  spring. 

Where  each  revolving  noon  she  daily  went 

To  fin  her  pitcher  with  the  crystal  flood  !— 

If  in  her  native  fields  the  band  of  death 

Had  snatch'd  her  from  my  arms,  I  cou'd  have  borne 

The  fetal  shock  with  Icss-rcpining  heart ; 

For  then  I  could  have  had  one  parting  kiss ; 

I  cou'd  have  strewn  her  hearse  vrith  fairest  flow'rs, 

And  paid  the  last  sad  office  to  my  dear  ! — 

Return,  my  sweet  Lucilla,  to  my  arms ; 

At  thy  rctam,  all  nature  will  rejoice. 

Totcether  will  we  walk  the  verdant  vales. 

And  mingle  sweet  discoune  with  kisses  sweet 

Come,  I  will  climb  for  thee  the  knotted  oak. 

To  rob  the  sloek-dove  of  his  feathery  young ; 

ni  show  thee  where  the  softest  cowslips  spring. 

And  dust'ring  nuts  their  laden  branches  bend ; 

Together  will  we  taste  the  dews  of  mom ; 

Together  aeek  the  grotts  at  sultry  noon  ; 

T'jfiether  from  the  field  at  eve  return — 

What  have  I  saki  ?  what  painted  scenes  of  bliss 

My  vara  imagination  has  display'd ! 

Alas,  she*s  gone,  ah,  never  to  return ! 

Farewell  my  past'ral  pipe,  and  my  dear  flock; 

Farewell  my  faithful  dog ;  my  bnce-lov'd  haunts 

Farewell,  or  cave,  or  fbuntam,  or  fresh  shade. 

Farewell;  and tbooy my low-noft cot^ farewell !— 


Here  will  I  lie,  and  fsllest  wolves,  that  ro«m 
This  savage  forest,  shall  devour  my  Innbs, 
Unwept,  unburied,  in  a  place  unknown !'' 


ECLOGUE  IF. 

MTCOM  Ann  PBILAKTB£S. 


Welcomi,  Pfaianthes,  to  thy  native  fields ; 
Thrice  three  revolving  moons  are  gone  and  past, 
Smoe  first  yon  parted  from  your  father's  cot. 
To  drive  to  pastures  Ihr  remote  youV  flock. 
Since  that,  alas,  how  oft  has  savage  war 
Disturbed  our  dwellings,  and  defac'd  our  fields  ! 

raiLAjrrBss. 
Mycon,  each  olject  that  I  view  around. 
Speaks  ruin  and  destruction.    See,  my  firiend. 
The  ancient  wood,  whose  venerable  shades 
So  oft  have  sheltered  us  from  noon-day  suns  ; 
So  oft  have  echo'd  to  the  lowing  herds 
That  fed  wide-wandering  io  the  neighboring  vales. 
The  soldier's  ax  has  leveled  with  the  ground. 
And  to  the  Sun  exposed  its  darksome  bow'rs : 
The  distant  villages,  and  blue-topt  bills,        [eyes. 
The  far-stretch'd  meads  appear,  and  meet  mina 
That  ent  were  intercepted  by  the  grove. 

MTCOK. 

How  is  the  wonted  fsce  of  all  things  chaagM ! 

Those  trees,  by  whose  aspiring  tops  we  knew 

The  Sun's  ascent  at  noon,  unerring  mark. 

No  more  are  seen  to  tell  the  comifkg  hour. 

How  naked  does  the  winding  rill  appear, 

Whose  banks  its  pendant  umbrage  deep  imbrown'd* 

And  fiir  invested  with  its  arborous  roof. 

As  by  its  sides  it  roU'd  its  secret  streams ; 

How  oft,  alas !  those  shadowy  banks  aUmg 

(Close  solitude !)  my  Rosalind  and  I 

Have  walk*d  in  converse  sweet,  and  link*d  in  lo^ ! 

But  tell  me,  dear  Philanthes,  are  (he  fields. 

Which  late  you  left,  like  ours  by  war  opprest. 

Alike  in  tumult  and  confusion  wrapt  ? 

PBiLAirniBS. 
Mycon,  Til  tell  thee  wonders  past  belieC 
It  hap^d  one  mom,  when  first  the  dawning  Sun 
Began  to  chear  the  light-enliven*d  Rarth, 
Caught  with  so  bright  a  scene,  I  sought  the  fielda 
Before  my  wonted  hour,  and  roving  wide 
Among  the  vales,  the  villages  and  woods. 
Where'er  my  fency  led,  or  pleasures  call'd, 
I  chanc'd  upon  a  neighb'ring  hill  to  stray. 
To  view  the  glitf  ring  prospect  fiXMn  its  top 
Of  the  broad  Rhine,  that  roU'd  his  waves  beneath. 
Amid  the  level  of  extended  meads ; 
When  ^  lo  !  ere  yet  I  gain'd  its  Wfty  brow. 
The  sound  of  dashing  floods,  and  dashing  arms, 
Ai}d  neighing  steeds,  confusive  struck  mine  ear. 
Studious  to  know  what  tumult  was  at  hand. 
With  step  adven*trou8  I  advanc'd,  and  gain'd 

1  It  may  be  suppeaed  that  in  these  lines  the 
shepherd  is  giving  an  aoeomit  of  Prince  Charlet't 
passing  the  Rhint* 
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With  tim'fom  care  and  oaotMUi  hta  its  top. 
Sodden  a  bant  Of  brigfatneiB  imote  my  tight, 
From  arms,  and  all  th'  inhlaaoniy  of  war 
Reflected  far,  while  steeds,  and  men,  and  arms 
8eem*d  floating  wide,  and  stretch'd  in  vast  array 
O'er  the  broad  bosom  of  the  big-swoln  flood, 
That  dashing  rolPd  its  beamy  waves  between. 
The  banks  promiscuous  swarmM  with  thronging 

.   troops. 
These  on  the  flood  embarking,  those  appeared 
Crowding  the  adverse  shore,  already  past. 
AH  was  confusion,  all  tomnltuous  din. 
I  trembled  as  1  look'd,  tho'  iar  abo«, 
And  in  one  blaze  ^eir  aunt  were  blended  bright 
With  the  broad  stream,  while  aU  the  gUit'riiig  soeoe 
The  more  illum'd,  and  in  one  splendour  clad. 
Struck  at  the  tight,  1  left  with  headlong  baste 
The  steep  browM  hill,  and  o^  th'  extonded  vales. 
The  wood-girt  lawns  I  ran,  nor  slacked  my  pace. 
Till  at  my  flock  thick-pantmg  I  arriv'd. 
And  drove  far  off,  benearth  a  deep-aich'd  cave. 
But  come,  my  fnend,  inform  me  in  return, 
Since  this  my  abtence  what  has  here  lell  out 

MTcoy. 
Dost  thou  remember  at  the  river's  side 
That  solitary  convent,  all  behind 
Hid  by  the  covert  of  a  mantling  wood  ? — 
One  night,  when  all  was  wrapt  in  darkness  deep. 
An  armed  troop  on  rage  and  rapine  bent, 
IPour'd  o'er  the  fields  and  ravag'd  all  they  met; 
Nor  did  that  sacred  pile  escape  their  arms, 
Whose  walls  the  murderous  band  to  ruin  swept. 
And  fiU'd  its  caverns  deep  with  armed  throngs 
Greedy  of  spoil,  and  soatch'd  their  treasures  old 
From  their  dark  seats :  the  shrieking  sisters  fled 
IMspers'd  and  naked  thro'  the  fields  and  woods. 
While  sable  night  conceal'd  their  wand'ring  steps. 
Partin  my  moss-grown  cottage  shelter  sought. 
Which  haply  scap'd  their  rage,  in  secret  glade 
Immersed  deep. — I  rose  at  early  morn. 
With  JTcarfu]  heart  to  view  the  ruin'd  dome. 
Where  aTl  was  desolation,  all  appeared 
The  seat  of  borrour,  and  devouring  war. 
The  deq>  recesses,  aind  the  gloomy  nooks. 
The  vaulted  isles,,  and  shrines  of  imag'd  saiut^ 
The  caverns  worn  by  holy  knees  appeared. 
And  to  the  Sun  were  op'd. — In  musing  thought 
I  said,  as  on  the  pile  I  bent  my  brow — 
'<  This  seat  to  future  ages  mlW  appear. 
Like  that  which  stands  hat  by  the  piny  rock; 
These  silent  walls  with  ivy  shall  be  hung. 
And  distant  times  thall  view  the  sacred  pile. 
Unknowing  how  it  fell,  with  pious  awe ! 
The  pilgrim  here  shall  visit,  and  tlie  sa'ain. 
Returning  from  the  field  at  twilight  grey. 
Shall  shun  to  pass  this  way,  subdued  by  fear. 
And  slant  his  coune  across  the  adverse  vale !" 

PBfLAMtVBS. 

Mycon,  thou  see'st  that  cow,  which  stands  hi  cod 
Amid  yon  msfay  lake,  beneath  the  shade 
Of  vritlow  green,  and  rmnmates  at  ease 
The  watry  herbage  that  around  her  floats. 
That  way  my  business  leads.    I  go  to  greet    * 
My  fhflier^  and  my  -wonted  cottage  dear. 


MTOMI. 

OoMM^  let  vf  gt :  my^iathisUiaBtwaytDOb 
Come,  my  Philanthes^  and  mayfifesauJiatf^ 


Indulge  flMre  happy  days,  Ind  calm  our  griefs  ! 
Alas  !  1  thought  some  trouble  was  at  band. 
And  long  before  pretag'd  the  oomina  storm, 
Bv'n  when  the  lightning  one  disastrous  uight 
Blasted  the  boary  oak,  whose  ample  boughs 
ImbowV  my  cottage ;  and  as  on  the  grass 
At  noon  1  slept,  a  serpent's  sadden  hiss 
Broke  my  sweet  rest !— -Bat  oome,  let  as  be  gosc, 
The  Sun  begins  to  welk  in  ruddy  ^ 


ECLOGUE    V. 

CORIN  AMD  CALISTAN. 


CORIN. 

Which  way,  Calistan,  whither  dost  thou  lead 
That  iamb,  whom  yet  his  mother  scaroe  has  wean'd  ? 


His  mother.  Conn,  as  site  wandering  fed. 
With  this  her  tender  youqgliog  by  her  side. 
Fell  by  a  shot  which  from  the  l^^c  caaie. 
That  in  the  neighb'riug  fields  so  Utely  rag'il. 


Alas !  what  woes  that  iatal  day  involved 
Our  suff'ring  village,  and  the  fields  around  I 
But  come,  Calistan,  on  this  rising  bank, 
Come,  let  us  sit,  atid  on  the  danger  past 
Converse  secure,  and  uumber  all  our  griefs. 
See  how  the  flaunting  woodbine  shades  the  ~ 
And  weaves  a  mantling  canopy  above  ! 


Corin,  that  day  I  chanc'd  at  earlier  hour 
To  rise,  and  drove  iar-ofi'my  flock  impent. 
To  wash  them  in  a  spring  that  late  I  mark'd.. 
There  the  first  motions  of  the  deatbful  day 
1  heard,  as  listening  to  the  trickling  wave 
I  stood  attentive :  when  like  rising  storms. 
Hoarse,  hollow  murmurs  from  siar  1  heard. 
And  uodistinguish'd  sounds  of  distant  din. 
Alarm'd  I  stood,  unknowing  whence  it  came  ; 
And  frova  the  fount  my  flock  unwash'd  I  drove 
Suspecting  danger :  when  as  nearer  yet, 
I  came  advancing,  all  was  tumult  loud. 
AU  was  tempestuous  din  on  ev'ry  side. 
And  all  around  the  roar  of  war  was  up. 
From  rock  to  rock  retost,  from  wood  to  wood. 
Not  half  so  loud  the  tumbling  cataract 
Is  heard  to  roar,  that  from  the  pine>clad  cliflf 
Precipitates  its  waves;  whose  distant  sounds 
I  oil  have'  listen'd,  as  at  twUight-grey 
I  pent  my  flocks  vlthia  tbdr  wattled  cotes. 


For  three  revolving  dagrs,  nor  voice  of  bird 
Melodious  chaating,  «r  the  hleat  of  sheep; 
Or  lowing  oxen,  •near  the  fatal  place 
Were  heard  to  sound  j  but  all  was  silence  sad  ! 
The  ancient  grove  of  ebns  deserted  stood. 
Where  long  bad  dwelt  an  aged  race  of  rooks. 
That  with  their  nests  had  crowded  every  branch. 
We  oft'  liare  heasd  them  at  the  dusk  of  eve 
In  troops  retoraing  to  their  weU-known  honao, 
in  mingled  olamom  sounding  from  on  high ! 
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CALISTAV. 

r«i,Q,  tiloo  knov'st  tlic  fir-mvested  cave, 
W^re  UXe  we  sheltered  from  a  gathering  storm, 
I  or  &9cb  together  drrv'n:  beneath  its  sbade 
1 23d  appointed  at  sweet  even-tide 
To  meet  my  Delia  homeward  as  she  pass'd^ 
^^friQt:  her  milking-pail.    Alas  !  the  thoughts 
(iftiutsvcet  congress,  the  preceding  night 
>,tten'd  my  dreams,  and  all  my  senses  luU'd, 
iod  with  more  joyful  heart  at  mom  I  rose. 
Ebt  all !  that  tumult  cropt  my  blooming  hopes, 
izxi  m  confusion  wrapt  my-love  and  me. 

coaiN. 
That  day,  oor  in  the  fold  my  flock  I  pent. 
Or  valk'd  at  eve  the  vales,  or  on  the  turf 
Ihxath  the  wonted  oak  my  dinner  took, 
<>ryeptstnoon  amid  my  languid  sheep, 
h^'d  at  ease  on  the  green  meadow's  bed« 
V*Sen  sibie  night  came  on,  for  not  ev'n  yet 
for  tamult  had  subsided  into  peace, 
K-'o  then  low  sounds,  and  interrupted  bursts 
i>f  «ar  «e  heard,  and  cries  of  dying  men. 
Aid  a  confiisM  hum  of  the  ceasing  storm. 
A*l  ni|:bt  dose-ihrouded  in  a  forest  thick, 
Wakfiiil  I  sate,  my  flock  around  me  laid  ; 
Aod  of  neglected  boughs  I  kindled  up 
A  scanty  flame,  whose  darkly-gleaming  bl^ze 
iJ»B^  tfa'  enlighten'd  trees  formed  hideous  shapes, 
Aod  spectres  pale,  to  my  distemper'd  mind. 
I!cv  oft  1  look'd  behind  with  cautious  fear, 
iad  trembled  at  each  motion  of  the  wind  ! — 
lA  where  did  yon,  Colistan,  shelter  seek  ? 
Tbatdaik  retreat  concealed  your  wand 'ring  steps  ? 

CALISTAK. 

c^nn,  tboa  know'st  the  fur-clad  hermit's  cell 
r^p-«ch*d  beneath  a  rock  among  the  wilds: 
Tbither  I  bent  my  flight,  a  welcome  guest, 
Aid  not  unknown ;  for  when  my  flock  I  fed  * 
*r.  late  beneath  the  neighboring  pastures  green, 
I  'jft  was  wont,  invited  at  his  call. 
At  noun  beneatli  his  cavern  to  retire 
Fran  the  Son's  heat,  where  all  the  passing  h^un 


The  good  old-man  improved  with  converse  high. 
And  in  my  breast  enkindled  virtue's  love; 
Nor  seldom  would  his  hospitable  hand  ' 
Aflbrd  a  short  repast  of  berries  cool. 
Which  o'er  the  wilds  (his  scanty  food)  he  pluck'd : 
Here  was  my  refuge. — All  the  live-long  night 
Pensive  by  one,  pale,  lonesome  lamp  we  sate. 
And  listen'd  to  the  bleak  winds  whistling  loud. 
And  the  shrill  crash  of  forests  from  without. 
Soon  as  the  morning  dawned,  the  craggy  height 
Of  the  steep  rock  I  climb'd,  on  whose  wild  top 
His  rustic  temple  stood,  and  moss-grown  frosf 
(The  sacred  object  of  bis  pious  pray'rs) 
Form'd  of  a  tali  fir's  thunder-blasted  trunk : 
Where  all  beneath  th'  expansive  plains  I  saw 
With  white  pavilions  hid,  in  deep  array. 
There  too  my  little  fold,  which  late  I  left 
Standing  at  eve,  amid  the  warlike  scene 
With  tearful  eyes  affrighted,  I  beheld. 
Alas,  how  chang'd  the  scene !  when  there  I  pitch'd 
Those  hurdled  cotes,  the  night  was  calm  and  mild. 
And  all  was  peaceful.     I  remember  well. 
While  there  within  that  fold  my  flock  I  pent. 
How  biythe  I  heard^ny  beauteous  Delia  sing ! 
Her  distant-echoing  voice  how  sweetly  rung. 
And  all  my  ravish'd  senses  wrapt  in  bliss !     % 


Hast  thou  not  seen  the  fatal  plain  of  death 
Where  rag'd  the  couflict  ?  there,  they  say,  at  eve 
Grim  ghosts  are  seen  of  men  that  there  were  slain. 
Pointing  their  wounds  and  shrieking  to  their  mates. 
Still  doom'd  to  haunt  the  fields  on  which  they  fell. 


Corio,  no  more.    This  Iamb  demandt  my  speed. 
See  how  the  youngling  hangs  his  sickly  head. 
Tender,  and  faint?hg  for  his  wonted  food ! 
I  haste  to  place  him  in  my  shelt'ring  cott. 
Fed  from  my  hand,  and  cherish'd  by  my  care.— 
And  see,  my  friend,  far  off  in  darken'd  west 
A  cloud  comes  on,  and  threatens  sudden  rains. 
Conn,  farewell,  the  storm  begins  to  low'r. 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  DR.  JOSEPH  WARTON, 

BY  MR.  t'HALMERS. 


Dr.  JOSEPH  WARTON  was  born  at  tlie  house  of  his  maternal  grandfather,  tlie 
iw.  Joseph  Richardson^  rector  of  Dunsford,  in  the  year  17^2*  Except  for  a  very 
ibort  tune  that  be  was  at  New  College  school,  he  was  educated  by  his  father  until  he 
arrifed  at  his  fourteenth  year.  He  was  then  admitted  on  the  foundation  of  Win- 
chester College,  under  the  care  of  the  present  Tenerable  Dr.  Sandby,  at  tliat  time  the 
hesd  of  the  school,  and  now  chancellor  of  Norwich. 

He  had  not  been  long  at  this  excellent  seminary  before  he  exhibited  considerable 
intellectttal  powers,  and  a  laudable  ambition  to  outstrip  the  common  process  qf  educa- 
tion. Collins,  the  poet,  was  one  of  his  school-fellows,  and  in  conjunction  with  him  and 
another  boy,  yoong  Warton  sent  three  poetical  pieces  to  the  Gentleman's  Magazine,  of 
SQcfa  merit  as  to  be  highly  praised  in  that  miscellany,  but  not,  as  hu  biographer  supposes, 
by  Dr.  Johnson.  A  letter  also  to  his  sister,  which  Mr.WooU  has  printed,  exhibits  Tery 
tttraoidiuary  proofs'  of  fancy  and  observation  in  one  so  young. 

In  Septeml>er  1740,  being  superannuated  according  to  the  laws  of  the  school,  he  was 
itDoved  from  Winchester,  and  havuig  no  opportunity  of  a  vacancy  at  New  College, 
k  vent  to  Oriel.  Here  he  applied  to  his  studies,  not  only  with  diligence,  but  with 
tbat  true  taste  for  what  is  valuable,  which  rendered  the  finer  discriminations  of  criti- 
cian  habitual  to  bis  mind.  During  his  leisure  hours  he  completed  several  of  his 
poenu^  among  which  hb  biographer  enumerates  the  Enthusiast,  or  the  Lover  of 
Nature,  the  Dying  Indian,  and  a  prose  satire  entitled  Ranelagh  House.  He  appears 
likewise  to  have  sketdied  an  allegorical  work  of  a  more  elaborate  kind,  whicii  he  did  not 
find  time  or  inclination  to  complete.  On  takmg  his  bachelor's  degree  in  1 744,  he  was 
oidnaed  to  his  fathers  curacy  at  Basingstoke,  and  officiated  in  that  church  till  February 
1746:  he  next  removed  to  the  duty  of  Chelsea,  whence,  in  order  to  complete  his  recovery 
from  the  small  pox,  he  went  to  Chobham. 

About  this  time  he  had  became  a  correspondent  in  Dods1ey*s  Museum,  to  which  he 
contributed,  as  appears  by  his  copy  of  that  work  now  before  me.  Superstition,  an  ode, 
<bted  Chelsea,  April  1746,  and  Stanzas  written  on  taking  the  air  after  a,  long  illness. 
Id  the  preceding  yeav,  as  noticed  in  his  brother's  life»  he  publis&cd  by  subscription,  a 

Vol.  XVUL  L 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


I4t  LIFE  OF  DR.  WARTON. 

volume  of  his  fetber'»  poems,  partly  to  do  honour  to  his  memory,  but  priiiGip«Uy  witk 
the  laudable  purpose  of  payiug  what  debts  he  left  behind  him,  and  of  laisiDg  a  little 
fimd  for  himself  and  family.  Whether  this  scheme  answered  his  full  expectations  is 
uncertain,  but  he  appears  to  have  been  encouraged  by  some  of  his  Cither's  opulent  { 
friendS)  and  probably  wa»  no  loser.  The  correspondence  Mr.  WooU  has  published,  { 
shows  with  what  prudence  the  two  brothers  husbanded  their  scanty  provision,  and  I 
with*what  affection  they  endeavoured  to  suppott  and  cheer  each  ether  while  at^chool  | 
and  college*  I 

Owing  to  some  disagreement  with  the  parishioners  of  dielsea.  which  had  taken  place    i 
before  h(  left  that  curacy,  he  accepted  the  duty  of  Chawton  and  Droxford,  but  after  a    i 
few  months  returned  to  Basingstoke*    In  1747-8  he  was  presented  by  the  duke  of  Bol- 
ton to  the  rectory  of  Winsbde,  and  as  this,  although  a  l^ing  of  small  produce,  was 
probably  considered  by  him  as  the  earnest  of  more  valuable  preferment,  he  immediately 
married  Miss  Daman^  of  that  neigUMKirhottd,  to  whom,  his  biographer  wforms  us,  he 
had  been  some  time  enthusiastically  attached.   In  1747^  according  to  Mr.  WooU's  account, 
he  had  published  a  volume  of  odes»  in  conjunction  with  Collins,  but  on  consulting 
the  literary  registers  of  the  time,  it  appears  that  each  published  a  vdome  oi  poems 
in  174$,  and  in  the  same  month*    It  cannot  now  be  ascertained  what  degree  of  fane 
accrued  to  our  author  from  this  volume^  but  in  the  preface  we  find  hin  avowing  thosa 
scBtiiBeuts  OR  the  nature  of  genuine  poetry  wbicb  he  expanded  more  at  fau^  after- 
wards, and  which  were  the  foundation  of  what  haa  since  been  leimed  '*  the  school  of 
the  WartonsC 

'^  The  public,"  he  says,  **  has  been  so  much  accustomed  of  late  to  didactic  po^ 
alone,  and  ess^s  on  moral  subjects,,  that  any  woA,  where  the  imagination  is  much 
indulged,  will  perhaps  not  be  relished  or  regarded*  The  author  therefore  of  that 
pieces  is  in  some  pam,  lest  certain  austere  critica  should  think  them  too  (wadM  or 
descriptive.  But  as  he  is  convmoed  that  the  fiiflhioe  of  moralisiag  in  veise  has  been 
carried  too  £ur,  and  as  he  looks  upon  invention  and  imagination  to  be  theehief  fhcalties 
of  a  poet,  so  he  will  be  happy  if  the  following  Odes  may  be  looked  upon  as  aa 
aUempt  to  bring  back  poetry  into  its  right  chaaneL''«*-In  1749  ke  pnblishad  hk  ode  to 
Mr.  West. 

In  1751,  his  patron  the  duke  of  Bolton  invited  Um  to  be  his  eompaaian  in  n  tour 
to  the  south  of  France  K  For  this,  Mr.  WooU  informs  us^  he  had  two  motivest  «<  the 
society  of  a  man  of  learning  and  taste,  and  the  acammmbitiim  of  a  protestani  deigyman, 
who,  immediately  on  the  death  of  his  dulchess»  then  in  a  confirmed  droptjF,  oonM 
marry  him  to  the  kidy  with  whom  he  livedo  and  wha  was  uasversally  knowa  and  clistin- 
guished  by  the  nauic  of  Polly  Peachum." 

Whichever  of  those  motives  predominated  in  the  duke's  mind,  it  is  mach  to  be  re- 
gretted that  our  author  so  far  forgot  what  was  due  to  his  character  and  profeaaioitt  as  ta 
accept  the  offer.    But  if  any  circumstance  besidea  the  conseiousnass  of  daing  wrongs 

1  <<  On  tbis  oocanoD  bis  brother  mrote  that  beantiAil  Ode  sent  to  a  FvJead  on  leariogi  a  ^voucite 
Village  in  Hampshire  ;  which  alone,  in  my  opinion,  would  place  him  in  the  higher  order  of  poets :  and 
which  is  one  of  the  most  exquisite  descriptive  pieces  in  the  whole  body  of  English  poetry.    Every  line 
paints,  with  the  nicest  and  most  discrimioathrd  touskcs,  Ifae  scenery  idKMit  Wyosbde  and  Hackwood.* 
fiiydge&'  CcBsnta  Uteraria,  rol.  5.  178.    C 
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I  cirfbitter  the  remembrance  of  this  solitary  blemish  in  his  public  life,  it  was,  that» 
r  ail»  die  oaly  hopes  which  could  justify  his  comj^iaiice  were  Tery  ungraciously  dis- 
For  some  reason  or  other,  be  was  obliged  to  leave  his  patron^  and  come  to 
ED^and  before  the  dutcbess  died,  and  when  that  erent  took  place,  and  he  solicited 
fttnmmm  to  return  to  tlie  duke,  he  had  the  mortification  to  learn  that  the  ceremony 
had  been  performed  by  Mr.  Devisme,  chaplain  to  the  embassy  at  Turin. 

Soon  after  his  return  to  England,  he  published  his  edition  of  Virgil  in  English  and 
Latin,  the  Mnad  translated  by  Pitt,  and  the  Eclogues  and  Georgics  by  hmiself,  wlio 
abo  contributed  the  notes  on  the  whole.  Into  this  publicatioo,  he  introduced  Warbnr- 
tan's  Dissertation  on  the  sixth  £neid:  a.  commenlary  on  the  character  of  lapis  by 
Atterbnry,  and  on  the  shield  of  £neas  by  Whitehead,  the  laureat,  ortginally  published 
in  Dodsley*8  Museum;  and  three  Essays  on  Pastoral,  Didactic  and  Epic  Poetry  written 
by  himseUr.  Much  of  this  valuable  work,  begun  in  1748-9>  was  printed  when  he  was 
abroad,  and  the  whole  completed  in  1753.  .  It  is  utmeeessary  to  a<Jld  that  hb  share  in 
die  transbttkm,  his  notes,  and  especially  his  Essays,  raised  him 'to  a  very  high  reputa- 
tion among  the  scholars  and  critics  of  his  age.  The  secpnd  edition,  which  appeared 
a  few  years  after*  was  mnch  improved.  In  additbn  to  the  other  honours  which 
faulted  from  fius  dis^day  of  dasaical  taste,  the  nniveiaity  of  Oxford  conferred  upon 
kirn  the  di^gree  of  master  of  arts,  by  diploma,  dated  Joue  2%  1759-  Such  is  Mr. 
Wooffis  account,  bu^ik  is  evident  from  the  date  that  his  Essay  likewise  preceded  this 
jmt  matk  of  esleem* 

Daring  the  year  1753,  he  was  faiviled  to  assist  id  the  Adventurer,  which  was  begun 
by  Hawkesw<»rlb,  m  1752.  The  invkalion  came  from  his  friend  Dr.  Johnson,  who 
isfcnied  hiaa  that  the  literary  partners  wished  to  asugn  to  him  the  provfaiee  of  criti* 


His  coolribntions  to  the  Advenkoror  amount  to  twenty-lbnr  papers.  Of  these  a  few 
are  of  the  humourous  cast,  but  the  greater  part  consist  of  elegant  criticism,  not  that 
ef  eoM  sagacity,  but  warm  from  tte  heart,  jand  poweifolly  addressed  to  the  finer 
ftefiaigs  as  well  as  to  the  judgment.  His  eriticd  papers  on  Lear  have  never  beea 
exceeded  for  just  taste  and  discriminatkifi.  His  difqpositiott  by  m  selecting,  and  iUns- 
tialhig  thote  beauties  of  ancient  and  modem  poetry,  wbich»  like  the  beauties  of 
aiture,  strike  and  please  many  who  are  yet  hieq^ble  of  detferibing  or  analysug  them. 
Ma.  101,  on  the  blemishes  in  the  Faradise  Lost,  is  an  example  of  the  delicacy  and 
ini|MalUity  whfa  whkb  writings  of  estabtisbed  fame  onghl  to  be  examined.  His  ob- 
lervatioos  on  the  Odyssey,  in  Nos.  75,  80,  and  83,  are  original  and  judicious,  but 
It  may  be  doubted  whether  fbey  htfve  detached  many  seh^ars  from  the  accortomed 
preference  given  to  the  Iliad.  If  any  oli^eclioH  may  be  made  to  Dr.  Warton's  critical 
pipers,  it  b  that  his  Greek  occurs  too  frequently  in  a  work  intended  for  domestic 
iostrnclkMi.  His  style  is  ahvays  pore  and  perspicuous,  but  sometimdB  it  may  be  dis- 
coveted,  vritbout  any  other  hrformaHon,  that  ''  he  kept^  oompai^  with  Dr.  Johnson." 
Tkefintpartof  No,  139,  if  found  detnihed,  might  hsrve  been  attributed  totfaat  writer^ 
It  has  all  his  manner,  not  mei%ly  ''  Ihe  cotttorsionsof  the  sybiT  bvt  somewhat  of  the 
''impiitiSon*.'' 

»  1  Hope  I  iUI  bo  eicUMd  for  tNOMcribiiig  thb  character  of  Dr.  Warloa»s  Advcntarers,  written 
vbea  the  sobiect  «u  fi^sh  in  memory,  for  the  British  Essayist,  vol.  nili.  v^^-  ?•  "^*    ^« 
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About  this  lime  he  appears  to  have  meditated  a  history  of  the  revival  of  UterahiKr 
His  first  iatetitioD  was  to  publish  Select  Epistles  of  Politian,  Erasmus,  Grolius  and 
others,  wkh  notes*  but  after  some  correspondence  with  his  brother,  who  was  to  assist 
in  the  undertaking,  it  was  laid  aside,  a  circumstance  much  to  be  lamented,  as  few 
men  were  more  extensively  acquainted  with  literary  history,  or  could  have  detailed  it 
m  a  more  pleasing  form.  At  a  subsequent  period  he  again  sketched  a  plan  of  aeaiiy 
the  same  kind,  which  was  likewise  abandoned.  -  Collins,  some  time  before  this,  bad 
published  proposals  for  a  History  of  the  Revival  of  Learning,  with  a  Life  of  Leo  the 
Tenth,  but  probably  no  part  was  executed,  or  could  indeed  be  reaaooably  expected 
from  one  of  lib  unhappy  state  of  mind. 

In  1734,  our  author  was  instituted  to  the  liviug  of  Tunworth,  oivtfae  preseatation 
of  the  J«rveise  family  ^  ;  and  in  1755,  on  the  resignation  of  tlie  rev.  Samuel  Speed, 
be  was  elected  second  master  of  Winchester-school,  with  the  management  and  ad- 
vantages of  a  boardwg  house.'  lo  the  following  year,  sir  Geoi^e  Lyttelton,  theo 
advanced  to  the  peerage,  Goramenced  the  patronage  of  his  nobility  by  bestowing  a  scarf 
on  Mr.  Warton*  -  He  had  for  some  time  enjoyed  the  familiar  acquaintance  of  sir 
George,  and  assisted  him  in  the  revisal  of  his  history  of  Heniy  H. 

Amidst  all  these  honours  and  employments,  he  now  found  leisure  to  complete  tha 
first  volume  of  his  celebrated  Essay  on  the  Writings  and  Genius  of  Pope,  which  he 
dedicated  to  Dr.  Young,  but  did  not  subscribe  his  name.  Dodaley  likewise,  although 
the  real  publisher,  thought  proper  to  employ  his  deputy  Mrs.  Cooper  on  this  occasion. 
The  followmg  passage  from  one  of  Dodsley's  letters  published  by  Mr.  Wool],  will  pro- 
bably throw  some  light  on  his  motive.  <<  Your  Essay  is  published,  the  price  5s.  bound. 
I  gave  Mrsk  Cooper  directions  about  advertising,  and  have  sent  it  to  her  this  afteroooo, 
to  desire  she  will  look  after  its  being  inserted  m  the  evening  papers.  I  have  a  pleasure 
iu  tellmg  you  that  it  is  liked  m  general,  and  particularly  by  such  as  you  would  wish 
should  like  it.  But  you  have  surely  not  kept  your  secret :  Johnson  mentioned  it  to 
Mr.  Hitch  asyottrs.-^Dr.  Buch  meotiotted  it  to  Ganick  as  yours.— And  Dr.  Akenside 
mentioned  it  as  yours  to  me. — And  many  whom.  I  cannot  now  thmk  on  have  asked 
for  it  as  yours  or  your  brother's.  I  have  sold  many  of  them  in  my  own  shop,  and 
have  dispersed  and  pushed  it  as  much  as  I  can:  and  have  said  more  than  J  could  hme 
Moid  ifm^  nmne  had  been  to  it!*  The  objections^  made  to  this  adnurable  piece  of 
criticism  will  be  considered  hereafter.  In  the  mean  time,,  they  were  powerful  enough 
to  damp  the  ardour  of  the  essayist,  who  left  his  work  in  an  imperfect  state  for  the^ 
long  space  of  twenty-six  years. 

In  May  1766,  he  was  advanced  to  the  head  mastenhip  of  Wmchester  school,  a 
situation  for  which  he  was  eminently  qualified,  and  m  which  his  shinmg  abilities,  ur- 
banity of  manners,  and  eminent  success  in  producing  scholan  of  distinguished  talents, 
will  be  long  and  affectionately  remembered.  la  consequence  of  this  promotion  he 
once  more  visited  Oxford,  and  proceeded  to  the  degree  of  bachelor  and  doctor  in 
divinity*  la  177^$  he  lost  the  wife  of  his  early  affection,  by  whom,  he  had  six  chil- 
dren. The  stroke  was  severe,  but  the  necessity  of  providing  a  substitute  for  his 
ebiidren,  and  an  uitelligent  and  tender  companion  for  himself,  induced  him  in  the 

3  AboQt  this  time  be  sent  some  of  his  jufCDile  ptecei  to  Dudnley^ii  CoIltct:<«  of  Poeas.    C. 
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folowmg  year  to « marry  Miss  Nicholas,  daugliter  of  Robert  Nicholas,  «sq.  a  de- 
scendant of  J>r»  Nicholas,  formerly  warden  of  Winchester. 

The  tenour  of  his  life  was  now  evep.  During  such  times  as  he  could  spare  from  the 
KhofA,  and  especially  on  the  return  of  the  Christmas  vacation,  he  visited  his  friends 
in  London,  among  whom  were  the  whole  of  that  class  who  composed  Dr.  John^n  s 
lileiary  club,  with  some  persons  of  rank  by  whom  he  was  highly  respected,  but  who 
ippear  to  have  remembered  their  old  master  in  ^very  thing  but  promotion.  In  1782, 
be  was  indebted  to  his  friend  and  correspondent  Dr.  Lowth,  bbhop  of  London,  for 
s  prebend  &f  St.  Paul's,  and  the  living  of  Tborley  in  Hertfordshire,  which,  aHer  some 
arrangements,  he  exchanged  for  Wickham.  This  year  also  he  published  his  second 
aadcondttding  volume  of  the  Essay  on  Pope,  and  anew  edition,  with  some  alterations, 
of  the  first. 

In  1786,  through  tlie  interest  of  lord  Sliannon,  be  obtained  a  prebend  in  Wuichester 
cathedra],  and  through  that  of  lord  Malmesbury,  the  rectory  of  Easton,  whkh,  within 
the  year,  he  was  permitted  to  exchange  for  Upham.  The  amonnt  of  these  preferments 
was  considerable,  but  surely  not  beyond  his  merit,  and  it  must  be  observed,  they  came  late 
when  bis  fanuly  couM  no  longer  «xpect  the  advantages  of  early  income  and  economy. 
He  was  sixfy  years  of  age  before  he  had  any  benefice,  except  the  small  livmgs  of 
WyBslade  and  Tuoworth,  and  nearly  seventy  before  he  enjoyed  the  remainder.  The 
uequal  distribution  of  ecclesiastic  preferments  would  be  a  subject  too  delicate  for 
discusHon,  if  they  were  nniformfy  the  reward*  of  ecclesiastical  services,  but  as,  among 
other  reasons,  they  are  bestowed  on  account  of  literary  attainments,  we  may  be  allowed 
to  wonder  that  Df«  Warton  was  not  remunerated  in  an  early  period  of  "life,  when  he 
stood  almost  at  the  head  of  English  scholars,  and  when  his  talents,  in  their  full  vigour, 
would  have  dignified  the  highest  stations. 

In  the  year  t7dSi»  he  came  to  a  resolution  to  resign  the  mastership  of  Winchester. 
He  was  now  begmning  to  feel  that  his  time  of  life  required  more  ease  and  rekxation 
than  the  duties  of  the  school  permitted,  and  his  resolution  was  probably  strengthened 
by  some  unpleasant  proceedings  at  that  period  among  the  scholars.  Accordingly  be 
gave  in  his  resignation  on  the  twenty-third  of  July,  and  retired  to  his  rectory  at 
Wkkham.  A  vote  of  thanks  followed  from  the  wardens,  kc^  of  the  school,  for  the 
cncottiagement  he  had  given  to  genius  and  industry,  the  attention  he  had  paid  to 
the  intioductlon  of  a  correct  taste  in  composition  and  cUssical  learning,  and  the  many 
and  various  services  which  he  had  conferred  on  the  Wiccamical  societies  through  the 
long  course  of  years  in  which  he  filled  the  places  of  second  and  head  master.  These 
vese  not  words  of  course,  but  truly  felt  by  the  addressers,  although  they  form  a  veiy 
aiadeqttate  character  of  him  as  master. 

During  his  retirement  at  Wickham,  he  was  induced  by  a  liberal  offer  from  the 
booksellers  of  London,  and  more  probably,  by  his  love  for  the  task,  to  superintend  a 
new  edition  of  Popes  Works,  which  he  completed  in  1797»  in  nine  volumes  octavo. 
That  this  was  the  most  complete  and  best  illustrated  edition  of  Pope  was  generally  allowed, 
bnt  it  had  to  contend  with  objections,  some  of  which  were  not  nrged  with  the  respect 
due  to  the  veteran  critic  who  had  done  so  much  to  reform  and  refine  the  taste  of  his 
age.  It  was  proper  to  object  that  he  had  introduced  one  or  two  pieces  which  ought 
never  lo  have  been  published,  but  it  was  not  so  proper  or  necessary  to  object  that  he 
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had  given  us  his  Essay  cut  down  into  notes.  Besides  that  this  was  nnavoidaUe,  they 
who  made  the  objection  had  not  been  very  careful  to  compare  the  new  with  the  old 
matter ;  they  wouid  have  found  upon  a  fair  examination  that  his  original  illastrations 
were  very  numerous,  and  that  no  discovery  respectmg  Pope's  character  or  writings 
ma'^!?  since  the  edition  of  Warfourton,  was  left  untouched. 

It  has  already  been  mentioned  that  he  had  once  an  intention  of  compiling  a  History 
of  the  Revival  of  Leamiug,  and  thai  he.  had  abandoned  it.  Atmut  the  year  1/84  \ 
however,  he  issued  proposals  for  a  work  which  would  probably  have  mcluded  much 
of  his  original  purpose.  This  was  to  have  been  comprised  in  two  quarto  volnmeSp 
and  to  contain  the  Histoty  of  Grecian,  Roman,  Italian,  and  French  Poetry  m  four 
parts.  I.  From  Homer  to  Nonnus :  IT.  From  Ennius  to  Boetius :  III.  From  Dante  to 
Metastasio :  IV.  From  W.  de  Lorris  to  Voltau-e.  This  he  announced  as  **  preparinj;  for 
the  press."  Probably  his  brother's  death,  and  hb  desire  to  complete  his  History  of 
English  Poetry,  diverted  hhn  from  his  own  design :  but  it  does  not  tippcar  that  he 
made  any  progress  in  either. 

After  the  publication  of  Pope,  he  entered  on  an  edition  of  Dryden,  and  abonl  Ae 
year  1 799y  had  completed  two  vohimes  with  notes,  which  are  now  in  the  possession 
of  lib  son,  the  rev.  John  W-^rton,  who  has  undertaken  to  give  them  to  the  world. 
At  this  time  the  venerable  author  was  attacked  by  an  incumble  disorder  in  his  kidiieys. 
which  terminated  his  useful  and  honourable  life  on  Feb.  2S,  1800,  in  his  seveaty-eigbtli 
year  \  He  left  a  widow,  who  died  in  1 8<)5,  a  son  and  three  daughters,  the  yoongest 
by  his  second  wife.  He  was  interred  in  the  same  grave  with  hb  iirst  wife,  in  the 
north  aisle  of  Winchester  cathedral :  and  the  Wiccamists  evinced  thehr  respect  for 
hb  memory  by  an  elegant  monument  by  Flaxman,  placed  against  the  pillar  next  to 
the  entrance  of  the  choir  on  the  south-side  of  the  centre  aisle. 

In  1806,  the  rev.  John  Wooll,  master  of  the  school  of  Mldhutst  m  Soaiexy  pub* 
Ushed  Biographical  Memoirs  of  Dr.  Warton,  with  a  Selection  from  hb  Poetry  and  a 
Literary  Correspondence.  From  all  these,  the  present  sketch  has  l>een  compiled,  wHh 
some  additional  particulars  gleaned  from  the  literary  joumab  of  the  times,  and  other 
sources  of  information. 

The  personal  character  of  Dr.  Warton  continues  to  be  the  theme  of  prabe  with 
all  who  knew  him.  Without  aftectation  of  superior  philosophy,  he  possessed  aa  inde* 
pendent  spirit,  and  amidst  what  would  have  been  to  others  very  bitter  dbappoint* 
ments,  he  was  never  known  to  express  the  language  of  dbcontent  or  envy.  As  a  hus- 
band and  parent  he  displayed  the  tenderest  feelings  mixed  with  that  prudence  which 
unplies  sense  as  well  as  affectk)n.  His  mannes^  partook  of  what  has  been  termed  the 
old  court:  hb  address  was  polite  and  even  elegant,  but  occasionally  it  had  somewhat 
of  measure  and  stateliness.  Having  left  the  university  after  a  short  residence,  he 
mixed  cariy  with  the  worid,  sought  and  enjoyed  the  society  of  Ae  feir  sex,  and  tem- 
pered hb  studious^habits  with  the  tender  and  polite  attentions  necessary  m  piomiscoous 

^  My  copy  of  bis  Proposals  Ims  no  date,  but  as  Mr.  Maty  pubttsM  tbsm  in  bb  Bensw  ibr  17S> 
I  presume  that  was  the  time  of  their  being  issued.     C. 

A  '*  His  cheerfulness  and  resignation  in  affliction  were  invincible  ;  evea  under  the  extreme  of  bodily 
weakness,  bis  strong  mind  was  unbroken,  and  his  limbs  became  paralyzed  in  the  very  act  of  dietatitig' 
an  epnUe  of  friendly  criticism.  So  quiet,  so  composed  was  his  end,  that  he  might  more  titily  be  said 
^  cease  to  live  than  te  have  undergone  the  pangs  of  death.*'    Wooll's  Memoin,  pp»  102,  103.    C. 
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htoeonrat.  tn  this  respect  tliere  was  a  \isible  diflerence  between  liini  and  his 
bmtlier,  wbeae  mamen  were  moi«  careless  and  unpofished.  In  the  more  solid  qnalitiei 
«f  the  heart.  Hi  true  heilerolence,  kindness,  hospitality,  they  apptoaclied  very  closely. 
Tel  th^Qgh  their  incHnations  and  porsnitswere  congenial,  and  each  assisted  the  other 
in  his  undertaldngs,  it  may  be  questioned,  whetlier  at  any  time  they  couM  have  ex- 
changed oecitptitioiis:'  with  equal  stores  of  literature,  with  eqifal  refinement  of  taste,  it 
may  be  qaesti^ned  whether  the  author  of  the  Essay  on  Pope  could  have  pursued  tlie 
huimj  of  EogliA  poetry,  or  whether  the  historian  of  poetry  could  have  written  the 
ptpen  we  find  hi  the  Adventucer. 

In  conversation.  Dr.  Warton's  talents  appeared  to  great  advantage*  Ik  u^as  mirth* 
M,  tfgvmentative,  or  eommuakative  of  observation  and  anecdote,  as  he  found  his 
•odipiny  lean  to  theotteor  to  the  other.  His  memory  was  more  ridily  stored  with  lite- 
nry  hwtory  than  ^rhapa  any  men  of  his  time,  and  his  range  was  very  extenshre. 
He  knew  Freaeh  and  Itahan  literature  most  intimately ;  and  when  conversing  oti 
I  topics,  hiseKtetupore  saWet  alid  opnoioBs  bore  evidence  of  the  same  deli- 
!  and  caad«iir  wbkh  appear  io  his  writings.  ^ 

Hii  btognpher  has  considered  his  literal^  efaaracter  under  the  tht^  heads  of  a  poet, . 
m  cMe^  aad  m  hirtiwctor,  but  it  Is  as  a  eritk  piineipalty  that  he  will  be  known  to  pos- 
teity,  mod  aa  one  who,  ia  the  hingHage  of  Johnson,  has  tatight  **  how  the  brow  of 
ukiuHii  may  bealiRwIiied,  wd-how  she  May  be  enabled,  with  all  her.severity,  to  attract 
and  to  Migbt''  A  book,  mdeed,  of  more  deli^tful  variety  than  his  Essay  on  Pope 
has  not  yit  z^pftmn^mor  oaefai  which  there  is  a  more  happy  SAixtiire  of  jadgitient  and 
■liaibility.  It  Si  nol>  bmitrntf  flatter  the  current  opinioas  on  the  rank  of  Pope* 
aaong  pocH^  aaA  the  atitimr  danitad  fmnr  pmiiuaig  his  aubjeet  for  many  yebrs.  Dh 
htmmm  said  that  ihit  was  owing  «<  to  his  not  hovuig  been  able  to  penaad^  the  world 
la  be  af  his  4pmma  u  Xo  Pope/  TUa  waa  probafaAy  the  tiwth^  bat  not  the  whole  truth. 
>  af  a  delicate  aatare  are  sapposd  to  have  had  some  share  hi  inducmg  him  to 
WaibortOB  waayCt  aKwe^  Ihaexcentor  of  Pope  and  the  gnardian  of  liis 
.  and  WaiturtcM  was  i|o  kss  the  aoti^e  and  aeaieliS  friend,  and  correspondent  of 
Thoasai  Wartoa:  nor  was  it  any  soc^t  thai  Warbaitoa  fiiffiished  Roffhead  with  the 
aiBiafiali  fat  h»  life  af  fbpit,  titt  chief  object  of  which  was  a  nide  and  impotent  attack 
aa  yw  Essay.  Wartoarton  dlad  hi  l779f  <»*  ^  I78t^  Dr.  Wartoa  eoiapleted  his  Es^y , 
and  atfaofth  pomnMM  the  mnhM  thai  he  did  tint  dtfer  from  the  eomtikm  opinion  so 
saacft  aa  sAa  mt^pomd  \  Still  by  fMialing  otA  what  is  not  poetry^  he  gave  ulipardon- 
abk  ofience  to  those  whose  names  appear  among  posits,  but  whom  he  has  reduced  to 


In  al  tia%  hofsever^  aar  author  piodased!  no  new  doclrinek  The  severe  arrangement 
of  poato  id  his  dddkation  to  Yoang»  which  annoonded  the  pnaeiples  he  mtended  to 
apply  to  Fopa  and  to  the  whole  body  of  Ei^lisb  pMtry,  was  evidently  taken  from 
,  the-nephcw  of  Miton^    la  the  pre&ce  to  the  Tfaeatram  of  tbn  writer,  it  is 


<"I  ^kmik  ymlbr  the  ffiondlyieUeaey  in  wtuch  you  tpbakeTniy  Essay  OS  Pope,  I  never  thobgbt 
«c  diagreed  so  much  bb  you  seem  to  imagine.  All  I  said,  and  all  I  tbink,  ia  comprehended  in  these 
voids  oC  your  ovn^  *'  He  ehote  to  be  the  poet  of  reason  rather  tbonof  &Dcy."  Jitter  from  Dr.  Warton 
to  Hr.  Haytey,  published  by  Mr.  Wdolt,  p.  406.    V. 
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asserted  that  **  mi,  ingenuity  and  learning  in  verae«  even  elegancy  itself,  tlioii§^  that 
comes  nearest,  are  one  thing:  true  native  poetry  is  another:  in  which  there  is  a 
certain  air  and  spirit,  which,  perhaps,  the  most  learned  and  judicious  in  other  arts  do 
not. perfectly  apprehend:  much  less  is  it  attamahle  by  any  art  or  study.*  On  this 
text  the  whole  of  the  Gssay  is  founded,  and  whatever  objections  were  raised  to  it, 
while  that  blind  admiration  of  Pope  which  accompanied  his  long  dictatorship  con- 
tinued in  full  force^  It  is  now  generally  adopted  as  the  test  of  poetical  merit 
by  the  best  critics,  although  the  partialities  which  sopie  entertain  for  individual  poets 
may  yet  give  rise  to  difference  of  opinion  respecting  the  provinces  of  aigument  and 
feeling. 

That  Dr.  Warton  advanced  no  novel  opinions  is  proved  from  Phillips's  Prefre^;  and 
Phillips,  there  is  reason  to  suppose,  may  have  been  indebted  to  his  unde  Milton  for  an 
idea  of  poetry  so  superior  to  what  was  entertained  in  his  day.  It  has  aUeady  been 
noticed,  that  the  opinions  of  the  two  Wartons,  ''  the  learned  brothers,"  as  tfaey  have 
been  justly  styled,  were  congenial  on  most  topics  of  literature,  but  perhaps  in  oothmg 
more  than  their  ideas  of  poetry,  which  both  endeavoured,  to  exemplify  in  their  own 
productions,  although  witli  different  effect.  Dr.  Warton  was  certainly,  in  point  of 
invention,  powers  of  description,  and  variety,  greatly  inferior  to  the  laureat  The 
Enthusiast,  the  Dying  Indian,  the  Revenge  of  America,  and  one  or  two  of  his  odes,  are 
not  deficient  in  spirit  and  enthusiasm,  but  the  rest  are  more  remarkable  for  a  correct 
and  faultless  elegance  than  for  any'strikmg  attribute  of  poetry.  His  Odes,  which  were 
coeval  with  those  of  Collins,  must  have  suffered  greatly  by  comparison.  So  different 
is  taste  from  execution,  and  ao  strikingly  are  we  reminded  of  one  of  bk  assertions,  that 
"  in  Qo  polished  nation,  afker  criticism  has  been  much  studied,  and  tlie  r«iea  of  writing 
established,  has  any  very  extraordinary  work  appeared*'^  But  whik  We .  are  icminded 
of  this  by  his  own  productions,  it  may  yet  l>e  doubted  whether  what  may  be  true  when 
affiled  to  an  individual  who  has  lived  a  Hfe  of  criticism,  will  be  equally  true  of  a  nation. 
Even  among  our  living  poets,  we  may  find  more  than  one  who  have  given  prooft  that 
extraordinary  poetry  itiay  yet  be  produced,  and  that  the  rules  of  writing  are  not  so 
fixed,  nor  criticism  so  studied  as  to  impede  the  progress  of  real  genius.  All  that  can 
be  concluded  respecting  Dr.  Warton  is,  that  if  his  genius,  had  been  equal  to  his  taste,  if 
he  could  have  produced  what  he  appreciates  with  such  exquisite  skill  in  others^  he 
would  have  undoubtedly  been  in  poetry  what  he  was  in  erudition  and  criticism. 

As  an  instructor  and  divine^  Mr.  WoolFs  opinion  of  him  may  be  adopted  with 
«ifety. 

"  His  professional  exertions  united  the  qualities  of  criticism  and  iBstnlction.  When 
tlie  higher  classes  read  under  him  the  Greek  tragedians,  orators,  or  poets,  Uiey  re- 
ceived the  l>enefit  not  only .  of  direct  and  appropriate  information,  but  of  a  pure, 
elegant  lecture  on  classical  taste.  The  spirit  with  which  he  commented  on  the  pro- 
sopopaeia  of  (Edipus  or  Eiectra,  the  genuine  elegance  and  accumcy  with  Yfbkh  he 
developed  the  animated  rules  and  doctrines  of  his  favourite  Longinus,  the  inanuating 
but  guarded  praise  he  l>estowed,  the  Weil-judged  and  proportionate  encburagemeot 
he  uniformly  held  out  to  the  first  dawning  of  genius,  and  tiie  anxious  assiduity  with 
which  he  pointed  out  the  paths  to  literary  eminence,  can  never,  I  ain  confident,  lie 
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fergotten  by  those  who  have  hung  with  stedfast  attention  on  his  precepts,  and  en« 
jo}cdtiie  advantage  of  his  superior  guidance.  Zealous  in  his  adherence  to  the  church 
csUUishmenty  and  exemplary  in  his  attention  t^  its  ordinances  and  duties,  he  was  at 
the  same  time  a  decided  enemy  to  bigotry  and  futolerauce.  His  style  of  preaching 
was  unafiectedly  earnest  and  impressive ;  and  the  dignified  solemnity  with  which  he 
rad  the  Liturgy  (particularly  the  Comronnion-Service)  was  remarkably  awful.  He 
bad  the  most  happy  art  of  arresting  the  attention  of  youth  on  religious  subjects. 
Every  Wccamical  reader  will  recollect  his  inimitable  commentaries  on  Grotius,  on  the 
Sooday  evenings,  and  hb  discourse  annually  delivered  in  the  school  on  Good  Friday : 
theiopressioos  made  by  them  cannot  be  forgotten.'' 
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moBnvM 

mi  ft^rnuiM  jowpai  waktoh,  •»  t.  f.  stc. 

TAKEN  nOM  Mt.  WOQLL'S  MBMOIU. 

Nm  tamco  ItfBC  qoociiaq;   modltibi 


ABSINT  loanes  Mnc  Lacbryma  procM ! 
NqIIos  Dolori  jim  Locus !  Arduum 
Vutatis  alUe  Qui  pereg^it 
Vinis  iter,  LAchrynus  Scpolcbio 
Koo  iodigebit  ooaditos ! — O  Tuis, 
Wartone,  Bomea  Wiccamicit  Mcrum, 
O  ddce  Miiii^  O  bonorua 
Ct  Stodiit  €t  Anore  fido 
Seinptr  eoleodan !  Te  qnM  Ooaaribis 
Ditavii  UBplifl*  Ingeou  PweiM, 
Natmm  :  qaM  Doctrina  saoctaB 
Esqposuit  Tibi  cnlta  Sedes 
Footesqti^  p«n»  .*  qa5d  Tibi  Munera 
Pleni  prafudit  targa  satis  Manu 
Fdrtttoa :  qu6d  Virtus  Amicos, 
<tedd  p4)erit  Tibi  Fama  Laurof  : 
frodocta  pw^  qabd  «  Talido  frai» 
CoDoemt  JEtaa  :  doote  ad  Ulttmum 
Sensim  TOm  obrepcai  genectas 
V)z  taeito  Fede  Maadi  Oeellos 
Qaiete  daosk :  (w^mhuktrfwhymoU}) 
Itoe  propter,  idtri  Soitcm  Honini  daUnH 
Vili  invideBtan  Ta  vocamnt, 
ftntn  Te  paiit^r  beatooa! 
idola  M eeaai  qnhi,  Juwiaes  pii ! 
JooadUori  Mimare  Morteua  ^ 
N<B  pranqnamur,  Nat  wrondan 

S^  prondendum,  sini  Numeri  Viro 
Di^i;  (oaqoi  isthie  nbn  Labor  arduns) 
JEqnare  tanti  Quia  cawiiwte 
Pone  patet  meritos  HoDorei  ? 
Gem  tatei  v^t  Citliarae  SoBOs, 
Qnalcs  periti  Judicis  Auribns 
Cudi  phcMcat,  el  tabacto 
Ii^enio  parit^r  scientis 
Lsodare  Cfaartis,  quioquid  amabile, 
Qiici|Did  veDustom  :  d6c  minhi  acrittr 
Notare  facali  Nitons 
Sab  Specie  Macalas  latentes  ? 
Geoiorfs  aequi,  cui  nte  in  .omnibus 
C'jlti  Popeii  Gratia  Carminis, 
Xte  Splc>>^  Omatusqiie  lingua 
Nte  faciles  placuere  Musai. 
At  nk  mafignd  Scripla  nte  inTid% 
Carptft  teveras,  Lance  sM  eatimam 
Calpasqik  Virtutesqnft  eldem. 
Pro  Mciittt  Pretiom  anogatit.— 


V^l  Quis  Canendo  Spintum  et  asseqiri 
Vim  meretistam,  noverat  intimof 
Qui  Cordii  Affisctui  movere 
Flectere  et  Arbitrto  volenteii 
SeH  moitiores  Virgilit  Modes 
Aptare  Chordis  AngliacflB  Lyras 
Feliritdr  ten^ans,  agresti 
Losit  amabilit^r  CamomA  ; 
Seu  pleniori  Numinis  igneo 
Correptus  Asto,  Mentis  Imaginet 
Effiidit  altasy  SBmuhiaqo^ 
Piodarico  intonuit  ^rore  } 
Horrenda  quali  earn  Sonitu  evomeos 
Et  Saxa  et  Ignes  JBknA  rotat  Sinn  ^ 
Vel  quautus  Oreilaaa  fervet 
Vorticibns  reboans  profundis : 
lile  ct  nivosis  milte  rapit  Jngis 
Collectam  Aqoanim  Vim,  rapidis  mens 
Torrentibus,  Cursumqu^  in  ^uor 
Pnccipitem  violentns  urget — 
Sed  non  Camoenas  Spiritus  et  Decor, 
Doctrina  Quicquid  v^l  Pretii  fcrat, 
Non  eruditae  Mentis  acre 
Judicium,  Ingeaiique  Aeumeiiy 
Tft  ehariorem  reddiderant  IViis, 
Wartone  ;  nee  Desideriimi  l\ii 
FenrentiiM  post  Te  relmqintiit : 
QuiUft  fiicilas  siae  Labe  Ifo^ 
Et  milis  almi  Pectorw  Indoles, 
Cordisqu^  aperti  laiga  BenignitaSs 
Festiyitaa  uibana.  Candor 
In^enuus,  placidique  Risos. 
At  quails  O  !  Sermonis  AuKsnitaa ! 
SiTO  bospitali  cum  Socils  frucos 
MensA  aasideres,  spaigeretque 
Ungua  Sales  lepidos  faceta ; 
Sententias  sei^  Quid  OraTS  poseerst 
Sublimiores :  Qose  Sapientia, 
Rerumque  Verboromqae  Poirfas 
FeiTBt  Opem,  dubiasqiie  piisSM 
I  Lites  secando  soireral !— 4iiBe  lu» 
Vox  Manda  Menles  fimdt  MlkiW  mdss  ; 
Anrccta  scnsit,  Te  monantef 
lasolitttoi  PaeriKs  .ffitas 
Doctrinse  Aniorem.    Jhm  videor  Mibi 
Spectare  eirc^  Te  Juvenum  Choro 
Stipatum,  i!kt  olim ;  Qnik 
Ofdme  composuere  Gestws ! 
Vt  Verba captaati  QaoSladio 
Div«rsaVttliti  Signal  PlaoantJod^ 
From  laeta,  NaSAs  et  loqaads 
Blaaditias,  tacit*  probaates ! 
IDoe  Bdum  Aroicum,  bine  Ta  toK^ 
Patrem  colebant ;  Qu)n  subitb  smulut 
Acceinns  AfdMr,  GtorisBqne 
Corda  DOfA  moalpcra  fliMBAb 
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En!  et Labors quaiti S^getem ferunt ! 
£u  !  grata  claroa  Anglia  quot  Tibi  ^ 

Debere  Se  exukan  &tetar, 

WiccamicflB  Decora  alta  Famas ! 
Hi  dj^in  manebunt,  hod  toa  Ijaadibut 
"Virtus  carebit;  V^o  Capiti  impia 
Absclndet  hsrentem  CoroDam 
Invidis  Manas  impotentis. 

W.  S.  GoDDARD  1,  Coll.  WintoD.  1800. 


ELEGY 

VllTTBM     AND     SPOKEN    BY   MK.     LfPtCOMl,   FBLLOW 
OF     NEW     COLLBGE»     THEN     A     PRAPOSTOa    Q^  WIK- 
OflBSTER   SCHOOL. 

The  Doon-ticle  bour  is  past,  and  toil  i^  oVr, 

No  studious  carp«  the  vacant  miud  employ. 
Yet  hark  !  methinks  no  longer  as  before 

Yon  mead  re-echoes  the  loud  shuuts  of  joy. 
What  sudden  grief  hath  seiz'd  the  youthful  band  ! 

Say,   Wykebam's  sons,  why  rfcigns  this  silence 
round  ? 
Why  do  ye  thus  in  mute  attention  stand. 

And  listen  to  the  death  belPs  awlful  sound  ! 
Ask  ye  the  cause  ?  tis  Warton*s  knell ;  and  lo  ! 

The  funeral  train  appears  in  black  array  ! 
Down  yonder  hill  in  solemn  steps  and  sluw 

The  hearse  winds  on  its  melancholy  way. 
Led  by  affection  the  sad  sight  to  view. 

The  thronging  youth  suspend  their  wonted  play; 
'    All  crowd  around,  to  bid  a  last  adieu, 

Or,  lost  in  thoughtful  musings,  steal  away. 
Yet,  holy  shad^ !  for  thee  these  tears  are  shed 

The  snllen  death-belPs  lingering  pause  between; 
For  thee  o*er  all  a  pious  calm  is  spread, 

And  hush'd  the  munDors  of  this  playinl  scene. 
O  name  to  Wykeham*8  sons  for  erer  dear, 

While  thus  for  thee  the  flood  of  teaia  we  poor. 
Thy  partial  spirit  seeois  to  linger  here. 

Blessing  awhile  the  scenes  it  lov'd  before. 
Within  these  walls,  to  ev'ry  duty  true, 

Twas  thine  to  form  the  studious  mind  of  youth. 
To  ape  the  fane  of  glory  to  their  view. 

And  point  the  way  to  science  and  to  truth. 
And  lo !  the  plants  that  grew  beneath  thy  care 

Now  in  matured  age  miyestic  stand. 
And  spread  their  olust'ring  branches  to  the  air. 

And  stretch  their  shadow  o*er  a  smiling  land. 
Youth  may  forcet  this  transitory  tear, 

But  manhood  fisels  a  deeper  sense  oiiP  wofr— 
And  sure  thy  name  to  them  is  (Joubly  dear 
Who  to  thy  care  their  ripen'd  honours  owe. 

'  The  excellent  and  indefatigable  head-master 
•of  Winchester  Gbllege,  under  whose  direction  the 
school  has  raised  itself  to  its  present  flourishing 
state.  The  existing  prosperity  of  the  society,  and 
the  repeated  success  of  the  young  men  whom  it 
has  within  these  last  ten  years  sent  to  the  univer- 
sity, strongly  mark  the  talents  and  government  of 
those  who  condnct  the  seminary,  and  prove  to  the 
woild 

•  •  •  quid  mens  rit^  quid  indoles 
Nutrita  frintis  sub  penetralibns 
Posset  WooLB. 


They  heard  th'  inciting  dictates  of  thy  tongue, 
For  thou  oould'st  smooth  the  way  thro*  leamiog's 


Oft  on  thy  words  in  dumb  attention  hung 

mi  emulation  kindled  at  thy  praise. 
O  mark  their  grief,  e'en  now  in  tender  hues, 

By  mem'ry  trac*d,  their  days  of  youth  return  ; 
But  ah  I  fond  memory  ev*ry  pang  renews. 

And  points  with  speechless  sorrow  to  thine  urn. 
So  stream  their  tears:  but  thou  artthron'd  on  high, 

Haply  the  seraphs*  hallowM  choir  among, 
lAill'd  by  soft  sounds  of  sweetest  minstrelsy, 

While  Wykeham  Usteas  and  approves  the  song. 
O  for  a  spark  of  that  celestial  fire  [loul ! 

With  whie)i  bright  fancy  warm'd  thy  kindling 
When  erst  the  full  chords  of  thy  living  lyre 
Held  all  the  list^iing  passions  in  controul. 
Alas  !  tho'  vain  the  wish,  tho'  weak  the  lay 
That  feebly  celebrates  a  Warton*s  naine^ 
Yet,  happy  shade  !  there  stiJI  remains  a  way 

To  raise  a  lasting  monument  of  fomc. 
Be  ours  the  virtues  thy  example  taught 

To  feel,  preserve,  and  practise,  while  we  live  j 
Thus  only  can  we  praise  thee  as  we  ought. 

The  uoblest  tribute  this  thy  sons  can  give. 
Lo  !  when  Aflecdon  at  the  close  of  eve 

To  yonder  fane's  dim  cloyscers  shall  repair. 
No  more  with  fhiitless  anguish  shall  she  grieve. 

But  leara  the  lessons  of  true  wisdom  there. 
There,  while  she  sees  thy  sculptured  bust  arise, 

Rais'd  by  the  band  of  gratitude  and  love. 
Virtue  shall  consecrate  her  tend'rrst  sighs. 

And  thoughts  exalted  her  rapt  spirit  move. 
Then  Wyket^ua's  sons,  with  ardour  new  imprest. 
Shall  breathe  one  pray'r— that  such  their  lot  may 
be; 
Praised  by  the  wise  and  good,  to  sink  to  rest. 
And  moum*d  by  tears,  such  as  they  shed  for  tbee. 
Many  in  mmiber,  and  truly  worthy  of  the  sub- 
ject, were  the  elegies  on  the  death  of  Dr.  Wartoo. 
To  insert  all  would  have  been  impossible,  to  select 
from  his  own  judgment,  the  editor  feels,  would 
have  been  invidious :    he  has  therefore  confined 
himself  to  the  above,  as  spoken  at  the  fint  public 
Wykebamical  meeting  alter  the  event,  and  conse- 
quently endowed  wi^  the  sanction  of  the  sodety. 

WOOLU 


ENCOMIUM  ON  JOSEPH  WARTON. 

FROM    MAHT's   VElSaS  TO  HIS  SIXMOaY. 

O  TOWERS  of  Venta,  and  thou  gentle  stream, 
ttchin,  ye  bending  vales,  and  breezy  downs. 
You  best  his  praise  can  witness  : — Oft  he  dtmVd 
In  mom  of  life  your  fir-ciownM  hill,  and  roamM 
Your  osier^d  meads,  and  pao'd  your  cloisters  dim  ;  * 
You  to  meridian  fame  beheld  him  rise 
Circled  with  Wykeham*s  sons,  and  you  beheld 
How  Wykeham ^s  grateful  sons  the  tribute  paid 
Of  filial  love,  and  cheer'd  his  closing  day. 

For  well  was  Warton  lov'd,  and  well  deserved  I 
Whether  he  led  the  faltering  step  of  youth 
To  offer  incense  at  the  Muse's  sjirine; 
Or,  justly  stem,  checVd  with  fbrtnddingfn 
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ImpetoODi  vice ;  or  with  spproviog  tmile 

Cteridi'd  the  hopes  of  virtue's  modest  bud  ; 

StiQo;  to  cuoviiK'«,  and  gentle  to  persuade, 

"  His  tongue  dropt  manna,'*  and  his  ardent  eye 

Spariled  with  temper'd  rage,  or  beam'd  with  joy. 

Boundless :  nor  wonder;  for  within  his  heart 

Dwelt  pore  afiecticm,  and  the  liberal  glow 

Of  charity,  joinM  to  each  native  grace, 

Wbicb  the  sweet  Muse  imparts  to  those  she  loves. 

His  wst  the  tear  of  pity,  soft  as  showers 

That  (all  on  April  meadows,  his  the  rapt 

Impsssian*d  thought,  quick  as  the  lightning's  glance, 

And  warm  as  summer  suns :  and  every  flower 

Of  poesy,  wbic)i  by  the  laurell'd  spring 

Of  Aganippe,  or  that  Roman  stream 

Tiber,  or  Tuscan  Amo,  breath'd  of  old, 

In  fragrance  sweet ;  and  every  flower,  which  since 

Hath  ^nk  the  dew  beside  the  banks  of  Thames, 

Met  in  his  genial  breast  and  blossoin'd  there. 

Happy  old  man !  for  therefore  didst  thou  seek 
Ecrtatic  vision  by  the  haunted  stream. 
Or  grove  of  Iniry :  then  thy  nightly  ear 
(As  from  the  wild  notes  of  some  airy  harp) 
Thrill'd  witli  strange  music ;  if  the  tragic  plaints 
And  soanding  lyre  of  those  Athenians  old, 
Rieh-niJnded  poets,  fathers  of  the  stage, 
RousM  thee  enraptur'd ;  or  the  pastoral  reod 
Of  Mantuan  Tityrus  chaim'd  ;  or  Dante  fierce. 
Or  more  majestic  Homer  swelled  thy  soul. 
Or  Milton's  muse  of  fire, 
fiappy  old  man  !  Yet  not  in  vain  to  thee    - 
Wss  Fancy's  wand  committed  t  not  in  vain 
Did  Seienoe  fill  thee  with  her  sacred  lore  :^ 
But  if  of  fiur  and  lovely  aught 
Of  good  and  virtuous  in  her  hallow^  walls,  [years, 
Thniugb  the  long  space  of  thrice  twelve  glorious 


Thy  Venta  nurtur'd  ;  if  transplanted  thence 
To  the  fair  banks  of  Isis  and  of  Cam, 
It  brighter  shone  ;  and  haply  thence  again, 
Thence  haply  spread  its  influence  through  the  lan^ 
That  be  thy  praise.     Be  it  thy  praise,  that  thou 
Didst  batlie  the  youthful  lip  in  the  fre^sh  spring, 
*  The  pure  well-head  of  Poesy,*  didst  point. 
Like  thine  own  lov'd  Longinus,  to  the  steep 
Parnassian  crag,  and  led'st  thyself  the  way ;— - 
Be  it  thy  praise,  that  thou  didst  clear  the  path 
Which  leads  to  Virtue's  fane  ;  not  her  of  stem 
And  stoic  aspect  dark,  till  Virtue  wears 
The  gloom  of  Vice;  but  such  as  warms  the  heart 
To  acts  of  love,  an^  peace,  and  gentleness. 
And  tenderest  charity  ;  such  as  around 
Thy  earthly  passage  shed  her  cheerful  light. 
And  such  as  Wykeham  best  might  love  to  view. 

So  thine  allotted  stetion  didst  thou  filj. 
And  now  art  passed,  to  thy  peaceful  grave. 
In  age  and  honours  ripe.    Then  not  for  thee 
Pour  we  the  tear  of  sorrow,  not  with  strains 
like  those  despondent,  which  the  Doric  bard 
Wept  for  his  Bion,  do  we  tend  on  thee : 
For  other  hopes  are  ours,  and  other  views. 
Brighter  and  happier  scenes !  No  earthly  chaiot 
Shall  in  this  dreary  prison-house  confine 
Spirits  ^  light ;  nor  shall  the  Heav'n-bern  mind 
Oblivious  linger  in  the  silent  cave 
Of  eadlesr  hopeless  sleep.    But  as  the  Smi, 
Who  drove  his  fierce  and  fiery-tressed  steeds 
Glorious  along  the  vault  of  Heav'n,  at  length 
Sinks  in  the  bosom  of  the  western  wave. 
Anon  from  forth  the  chambers  of  the  east 
To  run  his  giant  course ;  so  didst  thou  set. 
So  mayst  thou  rise  in  glory  ! 
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SAPPBO'S  ADVICE. 

Wtimif   WHBH  AT  WINCBBSTBB  SCHpOL* 

Tii*D  whh  the  Tiaits  of  the  day, 
SontoUie  on  a  M>fa  lay; 
Aad  leaniog  od  her  elbow,  thought 
Which  was  the  loveliest  silk  she  boagfat, 
Hov  by  sir  Plume  she  was  gallanted, 
Hov  at  the  Park  and  Opera  flaunted  f 
What  silly  hearts  she  had  subdu'd, 
And  bow  she  best  might  play  the  prude  ! 
Till  Sleep  his  heavy  poppies  spread, 
Adovn  she  drops  her  drowsy  head  \ 

bidden  a  female  phantom  rose. 
Her  check  with  healthy  roses  glows. 
Her  lively  eyes  are  fill'd  with  fire, 
Yetmodestlyfbrbid  desire:  . 
Her  eboQ  cmls  hang  loose  behind, 
Aad  bard-wreaths  her  temples  bind  : 
A  nofvy  robe  her  limbs  array'd. 
While  thus  the  vision,  Sappho,  said  : 
— "  It  grieves  me  much,  alas  !  to  find 
The  &ir  neglect  rimprove  her  miod ! 
^  toys  that  your  attention  claim, 
A  Qredan  maid  would  blnsh  to  name  : 
While  you're  afQusttng  your  commode, 
I^daa,  or  I,  could  make  an  ode  I 
Ko  gaudy  ribbons  deckM  her  head, 
A  tiemhling  Ggbt  no  diamond  shed  ; 
In  white  and  Innocency  drest 
The  plamest  beauties  wen:  tlkc  best : 
A  pen  I  bandied  for  a  fan. 
And  lesnt  not  how  to  dance  but  scan : 
ThoK  pretty  eyes  f^how  soon  they  close  ! 
Thoie  cheeks— how  bdes  the  blushing  rose  ! 
^I'^  ige  haa  weaoM  your  love  for  dress, 
Aadakes  and  beaux  your  years  confess; 
Whea  Amerato  no  more  can  shine ; 
Aad  Stella  owns  Ae's^  not  ditine ; 
^  Mnas  aad  merit  shall  sopply 
pK  Umhiiig  dmk.  Hie  spariAng  eye; 
fv  nynphs,  regardless  of  their  fKm 
SMi  iM  Mtem  to  the  Qraoei.'* 


THE  ENTHVSUSTz 


iOVER  OF  NATURE. 
warrTBK  ih  WiO. 
Rare  vero  barbaroque  Isetatur*        HurtiaL 

— — Ut  mihi  devio 
Bupes  at  vacaum  nemus 

Mirari  libet  I  Uotmo$^ 

Ye  green-rob'd  Dryads,  oft  at  dusky  eve 
By  wondering  shepherds  seen,  to  forests  browD» 
To  mifrequented  meads,  and  pathless  wilds. 
Lead  me  from  gardens  deck'd  with  art^  vahi  pompii 
Cftn  gilt  alcoves,  can  marble-mimic  goda^ 
Parterres  embroidered,  obelisks,  and  urns, 
-Of  high  relief  ;  can  the  long,  q^reading  lake. 
Or  vista  lesKning  to  the  sight ;  can  Simr, 
With  all  her  Attic  fones,  such  raptures  raise. 
As  the  thrush-haunted  cqpse,  where  lightly  leapt 
The  fearful  &wn  the  rustling  leaves  along; 
And  the  brisk  squirrel  s|>orts  fram'bough  to  boagl^ 
While  from  an  hallow  oak,  whose  naked  roots 
Overhang  a  pensive  rill,  the  busy  bees 
Hum  drowsy  lullabies }  Tlw  hards  of  old. 
Fair  Nature's  friends,  sought  such  retreata,  to  ehann 
Sweet  Echo  with  their  songs ;  oft  too  they  met. 
In  summer  evenings,  near  sequestered  bowers. 
Or  mouatain<nymph,  <ir  Muse,  and  eager  learnt 
Tbe  moral  strains  she  taught  to  mend  maidcind. 
As  in  a  secret  grot  *  ^eria  stole 
With  patriot  Numa,  and  in  silent  night 
l^liisper*d  him  sacred  laws,  he  list'nnig  sat. 
Rapt  with  her  virtuous  voice,  old  Tyber  lean^ 
Attentive  on  his  urn,  and  husVd  his  waves. 

Rich  in  her  weeping  country's  spoils,  VerMifles 
May  boast  a  thousand  fountains,  that  can  cast 
The  tortur'd  waters  to  the  distant  HeaVas  ; 
Yet  let  me  choose  some  pine-topt  proripice 
Abrupt  and  shaggy,  whence  a  foamy  stream. 
Like  Anio,  tumbling  roars  ;  or  some  bleak  heath| 
Where  utraggling  ifands  the  raooraftd  jmupWc, 

>livy,booki«  cb.l9. 
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Or  yew-tree  icathM ;  while  in  clear  prospect  round. 
From  the  grove's  b^som  spires  emerge,  aod  smolce 
In  bluish  wreaths  ascends,  ripe  harvests  wave. 
Low,  lonely  cottages,  and  ruin'd  topi 
Of  Gothic  battlements  appear,  and  streams 
Beneath  the  sun-beams  twinkle. — ^Tbe  shrill  larfc, 
That  wakes  the  woodman  to  his  early  task, 
Or  Iove«8ick  Philomel,  whose  luscious  lays 
Sooth  lone  night-wanderers,  the  moaning  dove 
Pitied  by  list*ning  milk-maid,  fiir  excel 
The  deep-mouthM  viol,  the  soul-lulling  lute, 
And  battle-breathing  trumpet    Artful  sounds ! 
That  please  not  like  the  choristers  of  air. 
When  6rst  they  hail  th'  approach  of  laughing  May. 

Can  Kent  design  like  Nature?  Mark  whereThamcs 
Plenty  and  pleasure  poors  through  Lincoln's  meada^  ; 
Can  the  great  artist,  though  with  taste  supreme 
EoduM,  one  beauty  to  this  Eden  add  ? 
Though  he,  by  rtiles  unfetter'd,  boldiy  scorns 
Formality  and  method,  round  aod  square 
Disdaining,  plans  irr^ularly  greaL 

Creative  Titian,  can  thy  vivid  strokes,  . 
Or  thine,  O  graceful  Raphael,  dare  to  vie 
With  the  rich  tints  that  paint  the  breathing  mead  ? 
The  tfaousand-colour'd  tulip,  violet's  bell 
Snow-clad  and  medc,  the  vermil-tiQCtur'd  rose. 
And  golden  crocus  ? — Yet  with  these  the  maid, 
Phillis  or  Phcebe,  at  a  feast  op  wake 
Her  jetty  locks  enamels ;  fairer  she. 
In  innocence  alid  homespun  vestments  dressed, 
Than  if  cerulean  sapphires  at  her  ears 
Shone  pendant,  or  a  precious  diamond-cross 
Heaved  gently  on  her  panting  bosom  wbitie. 

Yon  shepherd  idly  stretch'd  on  the  rude  rock, 
Listening  to  dashing  waves,  and  sea-mew's  clang 
Higb-hovering  o'er  his  head,  who  views  beneath 
The  dolphin  dancing  o'er  the  level  brine, 
Feels  more  true  bliss  than  the  proud  admiral, 
Amid  his  vessels  bright  with  bumish'd  gold 
And  silken  streamers,  though  his  lordly  nod 
Ten  thousand  war-worn  mariners  revere. 
And  great  iEneas  gaz'd  with  more  delight 
On  the  rough  mpuntain  shagg'd  with  horrid  shades, 
(Where  cloud-compelling  Jove,  as  fancy  dream'd, 
Descending,  shook  his  direful  egis  black) 
Thfin  if  he  enter'd  the  high  Capitol 
On  golden  columns  rear'd,  a  conquer'd  world 
£)^iausted,  to  enrich  its  stately  heiid. 
More  pleas'd  be  slept  in  poor  Evander's  cot 
On  shaggy  skins,  lullM  by  sweet  nightingales. 
Than  if  a  Nero,  in  an  age  refined, 
Beneath  a  gorgeous  canopy  had  plac'd 
His  royal  guest,  and  bade  his  minstrels  sound 
Soft  slumb'rous  Lydian  airs,  to  sooth  his  rest. 

Happy  the  first  of  men,  ere  yet  confin'd 
To  smoky  cities  i  who  in  sheltering  groves, 
Warm  caves,  and  deep-sunk  vallies  liv'd  and  lov'd. 
By  cares  unwounded ;  what  the  sun  aod  showers. 
And  genial  earth  untillag'd,  could  produce. 
They  gather'd  grateful,  or  the  acorn  brown 
Or  blushing  berry  ;  by  the  liquid  lapse 
Of  murrn'ring  waters  calPd  to  slake  their  thirst. 
Or  with  fair  nymphs  their  sun-brown  limbs  to  bathe; 
With  nymphs  who  fondly  clasp'd  their  fav'rite 
youths. 


9  The  tarl  of  Lincoln's  twrace  at  Weybridge  in 
Surrey. 


Unaw'd  by  shame,  beneath  the  beechen  shade, 
Nor  wiles,  nor  artificial  coyness  knew. 
Then  doors  and  walls  were  not }  the  meldiigmaid 
Nor  fixiwn  of  parents  fear'd,  nor  husband's  threats ; 
Nor  had  curs'd  gold  their  tender  hearts  allur'd : 
Then  beauty  was  ndt  venal.     lojur'd  Love, 
O  !  whither,  god  of  raptures,  art  thou  fled } 
While  Avarice  waves  his  golden  wand  around, 
Abhorr'd  magician,  and  his  costly  cup 
Prepares  with  baneful  drugs,  t'  enchant  the  souls 
Of  each  low-thoughted  fair  to  wed  for  gain. 
In  Earth's  first  in&ncy  (as  sung  the  bard. 
Who  strongly  painted  what  he  boldly  thooght). 
Though  the  fierce  north  oft  smote  with  iron  whip 
Their  sbiv'ring' limbs,  though  eft  the  bristly  boar 
Or  hungry  lion,  'woke  them  with  their  bowls,  > 
And  scar'd  them  from  their  moss-grown  caves,  to 

rove 
Houseless  ^xA  cold  in  dark  tempestnons  nights; 
Yet  were  not  mjrriads  in  eiubattl'd  fields 
Swept  off  at  once,  nor  had  the  raging  seas 
O'erwhelm'd  tlie  found'ringbaik  and  shrieking  crew; 
In  vain  the  glassy  ocean  smil'd  to  tempt 
The  jolly  sailor,  unsuspecting  harm. 
For  Commerce  ne'er  had  spread  her  swelling  sails, 
Nor  had  the  wond'ring  Nereids  ever  heard 
The  dashing  oar  :  then  famine,  want,  and  pain  \ 
Sunk  to  the  grave  their  &intinsr  limbs ;  but  us, 
Diseasefut  dainties,  riot,  and  excess. 
And  feverish  luxury  destroy.     In  brakes 
Or  marshes  wild  unknowingly  they  cropp'd 
Herbs  of  malignant  juice*;  to  realms  remote 
While  we  for  powerful  poisons  madly  roam. 
From  every  tiosdous  herb  collecting  death. 
What  though  unknown  to  those  primeval  sires 
The   well-arch'd  dome,  peopled   with  breatbiog 

forms 
By  fair  Italians  skilful  band,  unknown 
The  shapely  column,  and  the  crumbliog  busts 
Of  awful  ancestors  in  long  descent  ? 
Yet  why  should  man,  mistaken,  deem  it  nobler 
To  dwell  in  palaces,  and  higb-rooTd  halls. 
Than  in  God's  forests,  architect  supreme  ! 
Say,  is  the  Persian  caqpet,  than  the  field's 
Or  meadow's  mantle  gay,  mora  richly  wov'n; 
Or  softer  to  the  votaries  of  ease 
Than  bladed  grass,  perfum'dwithdew-droptfiow'r»^ 
O  taste  corrupt  I  that  luxury  aod  pomp. 
In  specious  names  of  polish'd  manners  veil'd. 
Should  proudly  banish  Nature's  simple  charms  1 
All  beauteous  Nature !  by  thy  boundless  cfaanns 
Oppress'd,  O  where  shall  I  begin  thy  praise, 
Wiiere  turn  th'  ecstatic  eye,  how  ease  my  breast 
That  pants  with  wild  astonishment  and  love ! 
Dark  forests,  and  the  op'ning  lawn,  refresh'd 
With  ever-gushing  brooks,  hill,  meadow,  dale^ 
The  balmy  bean-field,  the  gay-clover'd  close. 
So  sweetly  intercbang'd,  the  lowing  ox, 
The  playful  lamb,  the  distant  water.&ll 
Now  foinUy  heard,  now  sv«Uing  witti  the  breeze, 

3  Some,  as  thou  saw'st  b^r  violent  stroke  shall  die; 
By  fire,  flood,  famine,  by  intemp'ranoe  more 
In  meats  and  drinks,  which  on  the  Earth  shall  bring 
Diseases  dire,  of  which  a  moostrons  crew 
Before  thee  shall  appear  ;  tkat  thon  OMiyat  know 
What  misery  th'  inabrtinence  of  Eva 
Shall  bring  on  meiv 
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Tbe  nond  9fpmtanA  reed  from  haztl-bower, 
Tte  chorat  biids.  Die  neigfaiog  iteed,  that  nioiEi 
Hii  ^apfked  mate»  stouf:  with  intense  drnte. 
The  ripea'd  orchard  when  the  ruddy  orba 
Betiriit  the  green  leaves  bluah,  the  azure  sltiita. 
The  dwasfai  Son  that  through  Earth's  vitals  pours 
Deligfat  and  health,  and  beat ;  all,  all  conspire 
To  raise,  to  aooth,  to  harmonize  the  mind. 
To  lift  on  wings  of  praise,  to  the  great  Sire 
Of  beiog  and  of  heanCy,  at  whose  nod 
Creation  started  from  the  gloomy  vault 
Of  dieaiy  Chaos,  white  the  gnesly  king 
Muiwar'd  lo  feel  his  hoisterous  power  confin'd. 

Wbataie  the  lays  of  artful  Addison  *, 
CeUly  correct,  to  Shakespear's  warblings  wiM  } 
Wfaon  on  the  winding  Avon's  willow*d  hanks 
Fur  Fncy  found,  and  bore  the  smiling  babe  * 
Toactesecavem:  (still  the  shepherds  show 
The  sacred  phuse,  whence  with  religious  awe 
They  hear,  returning  Ikom  the  field  at  eve, 
Slange  whisp'ringB  of  sweet  music  through  the  air) 
Here,  as  with  hooey  gathered  from  the  rock. 
She  fed  the  little  prattler,  and  with  songs 
Oft  sooth'd  his  wand  ring  easi,  with  deep  delight 
On  her  soft  lap  he  sat,  and  caught  the  sounds. 

Oft  near  some  crowded  city  would  I  walk, 
Tittming  the  fer-off  noises,  rattling  cars. 
Loud  shoots  of  joy,  sad  shrieks  of  sorrow,  knells 
Fall  sbvly  tolling,  instfumaols  of  trade. 
Striking  mine  ears  with  one  deep-swelling  hum. 
Or  wavi>ring  near  the  sea,  attend  the  sounds 
Of  hollow  wmds,  and  ever-heating  waves. 
Ev'n  when  wild  tempests  swallow  up  the  plaiiis. 
Ami  PoreasP  blaats,  big  hail,  and  rains  combine 
To  diake  the  groves  and  mountains,  would  I  sit. 
Pensively  vusiog  on  the  ontngeona  crimet 
That  wskeHeaven's  vengeance;  atsuchsolemn  hours. 
Demons  and  goblins  through  the  dark  air  shriek. 
While  Hncal,  with  her  hkck-brow'd  sisters  nine. 
Bides  o*cr  the  £aith,  and  scatters  woes  and  death. 
Then  too,  they  say,  in  drear  Egyptian  wiUs 
The  lion  and  the  tiger  prowl  fiDr  prey 
With foafings  loud!  the  listening  traveller 
Starts  fear  otniok,  while  the  hollow  echoing  vwMs 
Of  pyiamida  inoKaae  the  daatMiil  sounds. 

But  let  ma  never  fiol  in  cloudless  nights, 
Whm  silsBt  Cjralhia  in  her  silver  car 
Through  tliehlne  ooocave  slides,  whenshioethe  hills, 
IViaUe  Iha  iliw,andwnrtHB  knk  tip*d  with  gold. 
To  nek  some  level  mead,  and  tiiere  invoke 
Old  Ifidnigfaira  sister,  Contemplatkm  sage. 


iWhen 


ToKawe  nvsfemd  Goto  to  the  tragodiasi 
ar,  I  am  mclined  to  lospeot  there  was  as 


I  mnlioc  «  depravity  of  taste  Hi  the  decisioQ. 
The  Es^jlah  drama  he  well  knew  was  not  exalted 
by  his  pan^yric,  whilst  be  mteaded  that  it  should 
besemiblydepieciatedbyhiseeisitte.  The  justly 
cskhrakd  Hrs.  Montague,  in  her  Essay  on  the 
WritiQ(p  and  Genius  of  oor  great  dramatic  poet, 
hss  completely  nfuted  the  French  ontic's  misiepra- 


^  Fhr  from  Uie  Sun  and  tmimet  ffale 
In  thy  green  lap  was  Nature's  dariiog  laid, 
What  tune,  where  lucid  Avon  stiay'd. 
To  1dm  the  mighty  mother  did  unveU 
^        Her  awefal  tee.    The  dauntless  child 
StnlBh'dlBfthIm  little  aims  and  mil'd. 

Gray. 
Vou  XVIII. 


(Queen  of  the  nigged  brow  and  stem-Hxt  eye) 
To  lift  my  soul  above  this  little  Earth, 
This  fully-fetter'd  world  :  to  purge  my  earsj 
That  I  may  hear  the  rolling  planets'  song, 
And  tuneftil  tarning  spheres  :  if  this  be  barred. 
The  little  Fays  ^  that  dance  in  neighbooriog  dafes^ 
Sipping  the  night-dew,  while  they  laugh  and  love. 
Shall  charm  me  with  atrial  notes. — As  thus 
I  wander  musing,  lo,  what  aweful  forms 
Yonder  appear  !  sharp-ey'd  Philosophy 
Clad  hi  dun  robes,  an  eagle  on  his  wrist, 
First  meets  my  eye ;  next,  virgin  Solitode 
Serene,  who  blushes  at  each  gazer's  sight ; 
Then  Wisdom's  hoary  head,  with  crutch  in  hand. 
Trembling,  and  bent  with  age  ;  last  Virtue's  self 
Smiling,  m  white  arrayed,  who  with  her  leads 
Sweet  Innocence,  that  prattles  by  her  side, 
A  naked  boy  I — Harassed  with  fear  I  stop, 
I  gaze,  when  Virtue  thus — "  Whoe'er  thou  art. 
Mortal,  by  whom  I  deign  to  be  beheld 
In  these  my  midnight-walks  ;  depart,  and  say, 
Hiat  henceforth  I  and  my  Immortal  train 
Forsake  Britannia's  isle  ;  who  fondly  stoops 
To  Vice,  her  favourite  paramour.*' — She  spoke  \ 
And  as  she  tum'd,  her  round  and  rosy  neck. 
Her  flowing  ti^in,  and  long  ambrosial  hair, 
Breathmg  rich  odours,  I  enamouHd  view. 

O  who  will  bear  me  then  to  western  climes, 
(Smce  Virtue  leaves  our  wretched  land)  to  fields 
Yet  unpoUuted  with  Iberian  swords  : 
The  isles  of  Innocence,  from  mortal  view 
Deeply  retir'd,  beneath  a  ptantane's  shade. 
Where  Happiness  and  Quiet  sit  cnthron'd, 
With  simple  Indian  swains,  that  I  may  hunt 
The  boar  and  tiger  through  savannahs  wild^ 
Through  fragrantdescrts,  and  through  citrpn  groves  ? 
There,  fed  on  dates  and  herbs,  would  I  despise 
The  far-fetch'd  cates  of  luxury,  and  hoards 
Of  narrow-hearted  avarice  j  nor  heed 
The  distant  din  of  the  tmnultuous  world. 
So  when  rude  whirlwinds  rouse  the  roaring  mam. 
Beneath  fair  Thetis  slt9,  in  coral  caves. 
Serenely  gay,  nor  sinking  sailors'  cries 
Disturb  her  sportive  nymphs,  who  round  her  form 
The  light  fantastic  dance,  or  for  her  hair. 
Weave  rosy  crowns,  or  with  according  lutes 
Grace  the  soft  warbles  of  her  honied  voice. 


FASHION: 

A  SATIRE. 

Honestiusputamus,  qupd  frecjuentius ;  recti  apui 
DOS  locum  tenet  error,  ubi  publieus  factus. 

Seneca* 
Yaa,  yes,  my  friend,  disguiie  it  as  you  will, 
To  right  or  wrong  'tis  Fashion  guides  us  stUI ; 

c  Thus  in  the  Midsummer  Night's  Dream  Shake- 
q>ear  puts  into  the  mouth  of  the  Fairy  : 
I  must  go  seek  some  dew  drops  here, 
And  hang  a  pearl  in  eveiy  cowsUp^s  ear. 
1  *  Dixit :  et  avertens  rosed  cervice  refulsit, 
Ambrosiaeq;  comae  divinum  vertice  odorcm 
Spirav6re :  pedes  vestis  defliixit  ad  imos, 
Et  vera  incessu  patuit  Dca. 

Virg.  So.  1st. 
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A  few  perhaps  riic  singularly  good. 
Defy  and  stem  Uie  fool-o'emheloiing  flood  ; 
The  re6t  to  wander  from  tl>eir  brethrea  fear, 
As  social  herrings  in  large  shoals  appear. 

Twas  not  a  taste,  tmt  powerful  mode,  that  bade 
Yon'  purblind,  poking  peer  run  picture  mad  ; 
With  the  same  wonder-gaping  face  he  stares 
On  flat  Dutch  daubing,  as  on  Guido's  airs  j 
What  might  bis  oak-cruwn'd  manors  mortgaged  gain? 
Alas  !  five  faded  landscapes  of  Loraine  i. 

Not  so  Gargiliuk—sleek,  voluptuous  lord, 
A  hundred  dainties  smoke  upon  his  board ; 
Earth,  air,  and  ocean 's  rarjsackM  for  the  feast. 
In  masquerade  of  foreign  olios  dress'd ; 
Who  praises,  in  this  sauce-enamour 'd  age. 
Calm,  healthful  temperance,  like  an  Indian  sage  : 
But  could  be  walk  in  public,  were  it  said, 
•*  Oargilius  din'd  on  beef,  and  eat  brown  bread  V 
Happy  the  grotto'd  hermit  with  his  pulse, 
Who  want*  no  truflftes,  rich  ragouts — nor  Hulse  ». 

How  strict  on  Sundays  gay  Ijetitia's  face  ! 
How  curPd  her  hair,  how  clean  her  Brussels  lace  ! 
She  lifts  her  eyes,  her  sparkling  eyes  to  Heav'n, 
Most  nbn-like  mourns,  and  hopes  to  be  fbrgiT'o. 
Think  not  she  prays,  or  is  grown  penitentr— 
She  went  to  church — because  the  paHsh  went 

Close  Chremes,  deaf  to  the  pale  widow's  grief, 
ParU  with  an  unsunn'd  guinea  for  relief; 
No  meltings  o*er  his  ruthless  bosom  steal, 
More  tlian  fierce  Arabs,  or  proud  tyranU  feel ; 
Yet,  since  his  ue.gh hours  give,  the  churl  unlocks. 
Damning  the  poor,  his  triple-bolted  box. 

Why  loves  not  Hippta  rank  obscenity  ? 
Why  would  she  not  with  twenty  porters  lie  ? 
Why  not  in  crowded  Malls  quite  naked  walk  } 
Not  aw*d  by  nrtue — but  **  The  world  would  talk." — 
Yet  how  demurely  looks  the  wi^htnir  maid. 
For  ever,  but  in  bed,  of  man  afraid  T 
Thus  Hammon's  sprii^  ^  by  day  feels  icy-cool. 
At  night  is  hot  as  Heirs  sulphureous  pool. 

Each  panting  warble  of  Vesconti's  throat,' 
Td  Dick,  is  heav'niier  than  a  seraph's  note  j 
The  trills,  he  swears,  sofWtealing  to  his  brnst. 
Ace  lullabies,  to  sooth  bis  cares  to  rest ; 
Are  sweeter  far,  than  Laura's  luscious  kiss. 
Charm  the  whole  man,  and  lap  his  soul  in  bliss  : 
Who  can  such  counterfeited  raptures  bear. 
Of  a  deaf  fool  who  scarce  can  thunders  hear  ? 
Crowdero  might  with  him  for  Pestin  pass. 
And  touching  Handel  yield  to  trifling  Hasse. 

But  eoid-fac'd  Curio  comes  I  all  prate,  and  smile. 
Supreme  of  beaux,  great  bcdwark  of  our  isle ! 
Mark  well  bis  fieather'd  hat,  hit  gilt  cockade, 
Bich  rings,  white  hand,  and  coat  of  stiff  brocade ; 
Such  weak-wing'd  May-flies  Britain'stroopsdisgrace, 
That  Vlandria,  wond'ring,  mourns  our  altered  hm  5 
With  him  the  fair,  enraptur'd  with  a  rattle. 
Of  Vauxhall,  Garrick,  or  Pamela,  prattle  : 
This  self-pleas'd  king  of  emptiness  permit 
At  the  dear  toilette  harmlessly  to  sit ; 
As  mirthless  Infants,  idling  ont  the  day, 
With  wooden  swords,  or  toothless  puppies  play  r 
>Ti8  meaner  (cries  the  manling)  to  command 
A  conquering  host,  or  save  a  staking  land, 

I  Claude  Loraine. 

t  Sir  Edwaid  Hulse^  the  physician. 

a  Lttcretiusy  lib.  vi.  84&.^ 


Tluui  fiiri  fair  Flavia's  fkn,  or  lead  a  dance, 

Or  broach  new-minted  fashions  fresh  from  France. 

0  Prance,  whose  edicts  govern  dress  and  oaest, 
Thy  victor  Britain  bends  beneath  thy  feet ! 
Strange!  that  pert  grasshoppers  should  lions  lead, 
And  teach  to  bop»  and  chirp  across  the  mead : 
Of  flceU  and  laureli'd  cbiefii  let  others  bosst, 
Thy  honours  are  to  bow,  dance,  boil,  and  rosst. 
Let  Italy  give  mimic  canvas  fire. 
Carve  rock  to  life,  or  tune  the  lulling  lyre ; 
For  gold  let  rich  Potosi  be  renown'd. 
Be  balmy-breathing  gums  in  India  found : 
Tis  thine  for  sleeves  to  teach  the  shantiest  euti, 
GivQ  empty  coxcombs  more  important  struts, 
Prescribe  new  rules  for  knots,  hoepa,  manteau9,wig% 
Shoes,  soups,  complexions,  coaches,  farces,  jigs. 

Muscalia  dreams  of  last  night's  ball  till  ten, 
Drinks  chocolate,  strokes  Fop,  and  sleeps  again ; 
Perhaps  at  twelve  dares  ope  her  drowsy  eyes, 
Asks  Lucy  if  'tis  late  enough  to  rise ; 
By  three  each  curl  and  feature  justly  set. 
She  dines,  talks  scandal,  visits,  plays  piquette : 
Meanwhile  her  babes  with  some  foul  nune  lemsin, 
For  modem  dames  a  mother's  cares  disdain ; 
Bach  fortnight  once  she  bears  to  see  the  brats, 
'*  For  oh,  they  stun  one's  ears,  like  squallmg  cats!** 
Tigers  and  pards  protect,  and  nune  their  young. 
The  parent-snake  will  roll  her  forked  tongue. 
The  vulture  hovers  vengeful  o'er  her  nest, 
If  the  rude  hand  her  helpless  brood  infest ; 
Shall  lovely  woman,  softest  frame  of  Heaves, 
To  whom  were  tears,  and  feeling  pity  giv*n» 
Most  fashionably  cruel,  less  regard 
Her  ofbpring,  than  the  vulture,  snake,  and  pard  ? 

What  art,  O  Fashion,  pow'r  supreme  below  I 
You  make  us  virtue,  nature,  sense,  forego ; 
You  sanctify  knave,  atheist,  whore,  and  fool. 
And  shield  from  justice,  shame,  and  isdteole. 
Our  grandames  modes,  long  absent  from  oar  eyes, 
At  your  alUpowerful  Udding  duteous  rise  ; 
As  Arethusa  sunk  beneath  tiie  plain 
For  many  a  league,  emerging  flows  again ; 
Now  Mary's  itiobe  \  and  flounces  yon  approve, 
Now  shape-disguising  sacks,  and  slippers  fove : 
Scarce  have  you  chose  (like  Fortune  fbnd  to  joke) 
Some  reigning  dress,  but  you  the  choice  revoke : 
So  when  the  deep-toognM  organ's  notes  swell  high. 
And  kMid  bosaimahs  reach  the  distant  sky, 
Hark,  how  at  once  the  dying  strains  decay. 
And  soften  unexpectedly  away. 
The  peer,  |Jnnoe,  peasaiBt,  soldier,  squire,  dhiae. 
Goddess  of  change,  bend  fosr  before  your  shrine. 
Swearing  to  folkm,  wheresoever  you  lead. 
Though  you  eat  toads  or  walk  upon  your  head. 

Tis  hence  belles  game,  intrigue,  sip  dtron-dram, 
And  hide  tbeir  lovely  locks  with  heads  of  rams  ^ : 
Hence  girls,  once  modest,  without  Uush  appear, 
With  legs  display'd,  and  swan-soft  bosoms  bare ; 
Hence  stale,    autuomal  dames,  stiH  deck'd  with 


Look  like  vile  canker'd  coins  in  velvet  cases. 

Ask  you,  why  whores  live  more  bekpr*d  than  wives, 

Why  weeping  virtue  exil'd,  flattery  thrives. 


4  Mary  Queen  of  Soots  mobs,  mnoh  won  by  the 
ladies. 
*  Tete  de  moutoo,  literUly  tramlafeed. 
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Why,  iB»i  hr  ^enioai,  Britons  young  and  oU 
Jukit  base  niDisten,  thote  calves  of  gold, 
Why  witling  templars  on  religion  joke, 
Pst,  rosy  jttiitices,  dVink,  doce,  and  smoke, 
Dall  critics  on.  best  bards  poor  harmless  spite. 
As  babes  that  momble  coral,  cannot  bite, 
^^liy  kaavf*  marieions,  brother-knaves  embrace, 
With  hearts  at  gall,  but  couTtly  smiling  face. 
Why  scornful  Polly  from  her  gaudy  coach. 
At  ftanrtng  houseless  Virtue  points  reproach. 
Why  Av'rioe  is  the  great  all-worshipp'd  god  } 
Mcthinksaome  demon  answers — '<  Tn  the  mode!" 

At  this  Corraptkn  smiles  with  ghastly  grin, 
Presaging  triumphs  to  her  mother.  Sin  ; 
Who,  as  with  banefiil  wings  isloft  she  flies, 
"  This  fidling  land  be  mine  !'*— exulting  cries  $ 
Orini  Tjrranny  attends  her  on  her  way. 
And  frowna,  and  whets  his  sword  that  thirsts  to  slaf. 

Look  firom  the  frigid  to  the  torod  zone, 
By  costoos  all  are  led,  by  nature  none. 
The  hnngry  Tartar  rides  upon  his  meat  ^ 
To  cook  the  dainty  flesh  with  buttocks*  heat ; 
Hm  Chinese  complaisantly  takes  his  bed 
With  hia -big  wife,  and  is  with  candle  fed. 
Hov  woqM  onr  tender  British  beauties  shriek. 
To  see  slim  beaox  on  bulls  their  lances  break  ! 
Tct  no  Locinda,  in  heroic  Spain, 
Adnito  a  youth,  but  who  his  beast  has  dain. 
See,  woDd'roos  lands,  where  the  fell  victoir  brings 
To  his  glad  wives,  the  heads  of  t laoghter>d  kings, 
Hit  mangled  beads  I— o'er  which  they  sing  aiid 


Not  Judah*s  king  in  eastern  pomp  array'd. 
Whose  cbarmi  alluHd  iTt>m  fer  the  Sheban  maid. 
High  on  his  glittering  throne,  like  yon  could  shina 
(Nature's  completest  miniature  divine)  : 
For  tliee  the  rose  her  balmy  buds  renews. 
And  silver  lillies  ftll  their  cups  with  dews  ; 
Flora  for  thee  the  laughing  fields  perfumes. 
For  thee  Pomona  sheds  Iter  choicest  blooms. 
Soft  2Sephyr  wafts  thee  on  his  gentlest  gales 
O'er  Hackwood's  sunny  hiUs  and  verdant  vales ; 
For  thee,  gay  queen  oif  insccu !  do  we  rove 
From  walk  to  walk,  from  beauteous  grove  to  grove; 
And  let  the  critics  know,  whose  pedant  pride 
And  awkward  jests  our  sprightly  sport  deride : 
That  all  who  honours,  feme,  or  wealth  pursue. 
Change  but  the  name  of  thing»-4faey  hunt  for  yo  . 


And  in  dire  haiM|iie«s  the  warn  hfe-bkiod  quaff; 
Where  yoQtfas  their  grandsiras,  ago-bent,  trembling, 

^. .  f^y* 

Fityiag  their  weary  wcakaeti,  kindly  slay ; 
Where  nioted  Brachmans,  sick  of  life,  retire, 
Tbdie  spontaneons  on  the  spicy  pyre ; 
Where  (stnnger  still! )  with  their  wiM  dates  content, 
Iks  simple  swains  no  sighs  for  goM  torment. 

How  fondly  partial  are  onr  jadgments  grown. 
We  deeoB  all  naraiers  odious  but  onr  own  ! 

O  teach  me,  IHend,  to  know  wise  Nature^  rules, 
Aad  langfa,  like  yon,  at  Fashion's  hoodwinkM  fools; 
Yon,  who  to  woods  removM  from  modish  sm, 
Despise  the  astant  worid's  hoarse,  busy  dm  : 
As  dwpherds  firom  hi^  rocks  hear  for  below, 
Bear  unooucem'd  food  torrents  fiercely  flow ; 
Tsa,thoii^  mad  millions  the  mean  taste  u] 
Who  still  love  Vnrtne,  feir,  forsaken  maid  } 
As  Baechos  channiBg  Ariadne  bore, 
^y  aB  abendoofd,  from  the  lonesome  shore. 


VERSES 

ON  A  BUTTERFLY. 

Pill  dM  off  Son  and  Smmner  t  we  behold 
Wilh  eager  eyes  thy  wings  bedropp>d  with  gold  j 
The  people  spots  that  o'er  thy  mantle  spread. 
The  sspi^re's  lively  blue,  the  mby's  red, 
Tenthonsaad  various  blended  tints  surprise, 
Beyood  tiie  rainbow's  hues  or  peacock's  eyes  : 

*'n><  followring  fects  are  takee  from  the  aecomita 
•(  diflRCDt  oonntrieeu 


ODE  TO  FASCY. 

O  PARBNT  of  each  lovely  Muse, 
Thy  spirit  o'er  my  soul  diffuse. 
O'er  all  my  artless  songs  preside. 
My  footsteps  to  thy  temple  guide. 
To  offer  at  thy  tuxf-built  shrine, 
I  In  golden  cope  no  costly  wine, 
,  No  murder'd  fetUng  of  the  flock, 
'  But  flowers  and  honey  from  the  rock. 
O  nymph  with  loosely-flowing  hair, 
'With  httskin'd  leg,  and  bosom  bare, 
I  Thy  waist  with  myrtle-girdle  bound, 
'  Thy  brows  with  Indian  feathers  crown'd. 
Waving  in  thy  snowy  hand 
An  all-commanding  magic  wand. 
Of  pow*r  to  bid  fresh  gardens  blow, 
'Mid  cheerieas  Lapland's  barren  snow, 
i  MThose  rapid  wings  thy  flight  convey 
I  Thn/  air,  and  over  earth  and  sea, 
I  While  the  vast  various  landscape  lies 
'  Ooeispiciioos  to  thy  piercing  eyes. 
O  lover  of  the  desert,  hail ! 
Say,  in  what  deep  and  pathless  vale, 
{  Or  on  what  hoary  mountain's  side, 
I  'Mid  fell  of  waters,  you  reside, 
!  'Mid  broken  rocks,  a  rugged  scene. 
With  green  and  grassy  dales  between. 
Mid  foresto  dark  of  aged  oak  ' , 
Ne'er  echoing  with  the  woodman's  stroke. 
Where  never  human  art  appear'd. 
Nor  ev*n  one  straw-rooTd  oot  was  rear'd. 
Where  Nature  seems  to  sit  alone, 
Muestic  on  a  craggy  throne ; 
Tell  me  the  path,  sweet  wand'rer,  tell-. 
To  thy  unknown  sequester'd  cell, 
I  Where  woodbines  cluster  round  the  door. 


Where  shells  and' moos  o'eriay  the  floor. 
And  on  whose  top  an  hawthorn  bkyws. 
Amid  whose  thtekly-woven  boughs 
Some  nightingale  still  builds  her  neSt, 
Each  evening  warbling  thee  to  rest : 

^  Of  pine  or  monumental  oak 
Where  the  rude  axe  with  heaved  stroke 
Was  never  heard  the  njmiphs  to  daunt. 
Or  fright  them  from  their  hallow'd  haunt 

II  PtKeaaoso. 
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Tben  Uy  bm  by  the  bnunied  ^ttmm. 
Rapt  in  tfome  wild,  poetic  Cretin, 
I9  coiiv«Ke  while  nMtbink*  I  rove 
With  Spenser  tbrougk  a  fmiry  grove  ;• 
Till,  suddenly  awak'd,  I  bear  < 
Stmge  whisper'd  auiic  in  my  ear, 
AoA  my  glad  soul  ia  bfias  ia  drown'4 
By  the  sweeUy-ioothiBg  toand ! 
Me,  goddcfc,  by  the  right  hand  lead. 
Soroetimes  through  the  yellow  mead. 
Where  Joy  aad  wbite-roiM  Peace  geaart, 
4wl  Venue  keeps  her  festive  oourt, 
Where  Mirth  and  Youth  each  eveaing  meet. 
And  liglaly  trip  with  nimbfe  feet» 
Noddii^  their  lily-crowned  heada* 
Where  Laughter  raae-lip'd  Hebe  leada^ 
Where  Echo  walks  steep  hiHs  among, 
listening  to  the  shepherd's  son^  i 
Yet  not  these  flowery  fields  of  joy 
Can  long  my  pensive  mind  employ. 
Haste,  Fkncy,  from  the  scenes  of  folly. 
To  meet  the  matron  Melancholy, 
Goddess  of  the  tearful  eye. 
That  loves  to  fold  her  arms,  and  sigli ; 
Let  us  with  silent  footsteps  go 
To  ch^mels  and  the  boose  of  woe. 
To  Gothic  churches,  vaults,  and  tombf , 
Where  each  sad  mfjhA  some  virgm  comes. 
With  throbbing  breast,  and  faded  cheA, 
Her  promised  bridegroom*!!  urn  to  seek  ; 
Or  to  some  abbey's  ]ii6old*Ting  tow'rB, 
Where,  to  avoid  ceM  wbitiy  show'Ts, 
The  naked  begg*r  shivering  lies  3 ,' 
While  whistling  tempests  round  her  rise. 
And  tiembks  legt  tSw  tottering  wdl 
Should  on  her  sleeping  ioflknts  fall. 
Now  let  us  louder  Arike  the  lyr^. 
For  my  beait  glows  with  mailial  fire, 
I  feel,  I  fieel,  with  sadden  beat. 
My  big  tnmultnoos  bosom  beat; 
^  The  trumpet's  clangours  pierce  my  tat, 
^  A  ibottsand  widows'  shrieks  I  iMar, 
Give  me  another  horse,  I  cry, 
lio!  the  base  Gallic  squadrons  fly ; 
Whence  is  this  rage  ?— what  spirit,  sky 
To  battle  hurries  me  away  ? 
nis  Fancy,  in  ber  fiery  car. 
Transports  me  to  the  thieicest  war,  ^ 
There  whirU  me  o^er  the  hills  of  slam. 
Where  Tumult  and  Dertructkm  reign ; 
VTheie  mad  wiA  pahi,  the  wounded  steetf 
Tramples  the  dy'mg  and  tlie  dad  $ 
Where  giaat 'TerrMr  sMo  araand. 
With  sullen  joy  sarveys  the  ground. 
And,  pointing  to  th*  eaaangainM  field. 
Shakes  Us  diftadfol  gorgon  ihMd ! 
O  guide  me  from  this  horrid  aoene, 
.    To  high-arehM  walks  and  aHeysgreeov 
Which  lovely  Laura  seeks,  to  tfhun 
The  fiervours  of  the  mid-day  sons 


s  And  as  I  widm,  sweetmsie  bvaatha 
Above,  about,  or  underneath. 
Sent  by  some  spirit  to  mortals  good. 
Or  th'  unseen  genius  of  the  wooil 

II  PsltSEItOJO. 

^this  is  not  eidy  aa  original,  bat  «%»dcrfuUy 
poetical  idea. 


The  pangs  of  sfcstMii,  O  1  tmmn  ? 
For  thou  caort  place  me  near  wbj  bve^ 
Canst  fold  in  visioaary  blisa. 
And  let  me  tbink  I  steal  a  kies, 
l^liils  iier  raby  Kps  dispense 
Luscious  nectar's  qaintessenoe ! 
Wbea  yoang^yed  Spring  profusely  tbiena 
From  ber  green  lap  the  pmk  and  nm^ 
When  the  soft  tnrtie  of  the  dale 
To  Summer  tells  her  leader  tale. 
When  Autumn  cooliag  caverns  aeeki. 
And  stains  with  w'me  his  jolly  cheeks  % 
When  Winter,  like  poor  pilgrim  old. 
Shakes  his  silver  beard  with  cold  ; 
At  every  season  let  my  ear 
Thy  eolemn  whispers,  Faney,  bear. 
O  warm,  enthusiastic  maid. 
Without  thy  poweHal,  vital  aid. 
That  breathes  aB.eBergy  divme, 
That  gives  a  aoul  to  every  fine. 
Ne'er  may  I  strive  with  lips  profona 
To  utier  aa  uitfiallow'd  straia. 
Nor  dare  te  teuoh  the  aaerad  eirlag. 
Save  when  with  saales  tboa  bid'st  ma  sipf  ^ 
O  hear  our  prayer,  O  kither  ceme 
From  thy  laaMoted  Shakespeare  i 
On  which  thou  lov*st  to  eit  at  ave^ 
Muting  o^er  thy  dariiag's  gvave  $ 
O  ^ueen  of  aumhers,  oaea  again 
Animate  aoaM  chosen  swain, 
Who,  fiird  with  aneahaaatod  fiM^ 
May  boldly  smite  the  sounding  Ijrre^ 
Who  with  seoM  aaw  aoefualFd  aeig. 
May  rise  above  the  rl^aMng  tti'aag» 
O'er  all  our  listening  passions  reign, 
Overwhelm  our  eoult  with  joy  aad  pam^ 
With  Urraiirth4be;  aad  pity  iaava. 
Rouse  with  revenge,  or  aaall  antb  iaaa^ 
O  deiga  V  attead  his  evening  walk. 
With  bim  in  proves  aod  #rattoB  talk  | 
Teaoh  him  te  sooni  wiHi  frigid  att 
Feebly  to  te«<A  th'  aaraptaHd  kaaat  ^ 
take  ligktmo^,  let  his  aaigbty  wsMft 
The  beaoaa's  inmnst  foldiags  pieroe  ^ 
With  oative  beauties  wit  applaana 
Beyond  eold  eriCies'  atadied  kwrs  } 
O  let  each  Hiaitfs  fame  tacreafe, 
O  bid  Britawaa  rival  r 


ODE  TO  HEALTH. 

warma  ox  a  bicovbrt  fBOM  tb«  SMAit-rox. 

O  wuBTBEt  with  faborions  clowns 

In  meads  and  woods  thou  lov'at  to  dweD, 
In  noisy  met  chant-crowded  towns. 
Or  in  the  tenv«nte  Bradunan'e  ^oett  g 
Who  from  the  meads  of  Ganges'  fruitful  flWf 
Wet  with  sweet  dews  cdleots  hi»ilonreEy  food  ; 
In  Bath  or  in  Bfontpellieve  plsn^ 

Or  rieb  Banaad's  balmy  isK 
Or  tbeeiddNoith^  wbeie lur^oM  fwaat 
Ne*er  saw  the  purple  autumn  smile, 
Wba  aver  Alpaafaww,  aad  iaatrtaf" 
By  twinklmg  star-light  drive  tlN  r  ' 
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0  lofely  queen  of -niith  aod  ease, 

HlxNii  absent,  beauty,  banquets,  wine, 
Va,  musie,  pomp,  nor  sdenoe  please, 
And  kings  on  ivory  couches  pine, 
Kature's  kind  nurse,  tp  whom  by  gracious  Heaven  , 
To  tooUi  die  pangs  of  toilsome  fife  *Us  gtv^n  > 
To  aid  a  laf^gukl  wretcli,  repair. 

Let  pak-ey'd  Gfief  thy  preseoce  fly, 
Tbe  restlcn  demoo,  gloomy  Care, 
Aod  mea^Te  Meiauclioly,  die  ; 
Drive  to  Eome  lonely  rock  tbe  giant  Psin, 
And  biorf  him  howling  with  a  triple  chain  ! 

0  CQMM,  rciUira  my  aking  sight  9 
Yellet  me  not  OD  Laura  gnze. 
Soon  most  I  quit  that  dear  delight, 
0'er.power*d  by  Beanty^  piercing  rays  ; 
fktppoit  my  feeble  feet,  and  largely  shed 
Tbf  oU  of  gbdoem  o«  my  faiotiDg  bead. 
How  neArijr  had  my  ^irit  past, 

TiH  stopt  by  Meiealfs  skilful  hand. 
To  JDeath's  dark  regions  vide  and  waste. 
And  tbe  black  liver's  mournful  strand  ; 
Or  to  t&ose  Talcs  of  joy,  and  meadows  blest. 
Where  isgei,  heroes,  patriots,  poets  rest ; 

Where  Maro  and  Mdmris  sit 

List*ning  to  Milton's  lofHcr  mag, 
YTnh  mend  silent  wonder  emit  > 
While,  monandi  ef  the  tenefixl  thfwng. 
Homer  m  raptuf*  thrawv  his  trumpet  doarn, 
Aod  to  the  Briton  giyes  his  amaFantblne  erown. 


ODE  TO  SVPERSTlTlOIf. 

Htirca  to  some  convent's  gloomy  isles, 

Whsre  dieerlul  daylight  never  smiles  : 
Tjnot  1  from  Albi<»  haste,  to  slavish  Borne, 

Thoe  l^  dim  taper's  livid  light. 

At  the  ftiU  aoYemn  hours  of  night, 
b  pcoKve  musings  walk  o'er  many  a  sounding  tomb. 

Thy  danking  ehaine,  thy  erimma  steel, 

IhyvMovM  darts,  and  barbarous  wheel, 
Mslipaant  fiend,  bear  from  this  isle  aswy» 

Nor  dare  in  erronr'f  fitters  bind 

One  active,  freebore,  Britiah  mind  ;  iM^ay. 

Ihst  strongly  strima  to  spring  in^aant  frem  thy 

Thon  bad^  grim  Moloch's  frowning  priest 

Staateh  screaming  hi&nts  fToi|i  the  breast, 
Kegudlem  of  the  frantic  mother's  woes  ; 

ThM  led'st  the  nifhlem  SOBS  of  Spain 

To  wond'riiq;  fndis's  goMen  plain. 
From  dehigea  of  blood  where  tenlbkl  harvests  rose. 

Bat  lo !  how  swiftly  art  thou  fled. 
When  BeasoQ  lifts  his  radiant  head  ; 

When  lus  msoifhding,  awful  voice  they  bejir. 
Bind  Ignorance,  thy  dotiiig  sire. 
Thy  daughter,  trembling  Fear,  retire ; 

And  an  ^  ghastly  train  of  terronrs  disappear. 
So  by  the  Magi  bail'd  ffcm  fhr. 
When  Phobos  mounts  hie  aai ly  ear, 

Theshri^mg  ghosU  to  their  dath  ebnmels  flock ; 
TIk  fhll-gDrg'd  wolves  fobreat ;  no  more 
The  prowlbg  lionesses  roar,  [rock. 

lit  hmtcnwith  their  iwy  tD«ome  deep-cavem'd 


Hart  then,  ye  friends  of  Reason  hail, 

Ye  foes  to' Mystery's  odious  veil. 
To  Truth's  high  temple  guide  my  steps  aright, 

WItere  Clark  and  WQllaston  reside, 
.  With  Locke  and  Newton  by  their  side. 
While  Plato  sits  above  eothron'd  in  eivUess  Ught 


ODE 
TO  A  GENTLBMAN  O^  R«B  TttAVECS. 

While  I  with  fond  oflTicious  care 
Fur  you  my  chorded  shell  prepare. 
And  not  unmindful  frame  an  humble  lay. 
Where  shall  this  verse  my  Cynthio  find  ? 
What  scfae  of  ait  now  charms  your  mind. 
Say  on  what  sacretl  spot  of  Roman  ground  you  stray? 
Perhaps  you'cuH  eoch^vaUeys  Ueom, 
To  strew  o^er  Virgil's  laurell'd  tomb, 
Whence  <oft  at  midnigbt  echoing  voices  saund ; 
For  at  tbe  hour  of  silence,  there 
The  shades  of  aaoient  bards  sepair. 
To  join  in  choial  son^  his  haH<lwM  um  aramid  : 
Or  wand^  in  ttie  cooling  shade 
Of  Sabine  bow'rs,  where  Horace  stray'd. 
And  oft  repest  in  eager  thought  elate, 
(As  round  in  cfft^ic  search  you  traee 
With  cnriWB  eye  tbe  pleasing  place)     [mle.'* 
"That  fount  helov'd,aad  there  beneath  thM  hiUbe 
How  longs  my  faptuf»d  breast  with  yo« 
Great  Raphael'^  ittagfc  strokes  to  vWw, 
To  whose  blest  faslnd  each  charm  the  Gtaces  gave! 
Whence  each  fair  form  with  beaaty  glows 
I  jke  that  of  Venus,  when  she  rosie 
Naked  in  blxishing  charms  from  Ocean's  Hoary  wate* 
As  oft  by  roving  fancy  led 
To  smooth  Clitumnus'  banks  you  tread,         ' 
What  awfal  thoughts  his  fabled  waters  raise ! 
While  the  low-thougbted  swatn,  whose  flock 
Grazes  around,  from  some  steepr  rock 
With  vulgar  disregard  his  mazy  course  surveys. 
Now  tbro^  the  ruin'd  domes  my  Muse 
Your  steps  with  eager  flight  pursues, 
That  their  cleft  piles  on  Tyber's  plains  present. 
Among  whose  hollow-winding  cells 
Forlorn  and  wild  Rome's  genius  dwells. 
His  golden  sceptre  broke,  and  purple  mantle  rent 
Oft  tQ  those  mossy  monld'ring  walls. 
Those  caverns  dark  and  silent  halls. 
Let  me  repair  by  midnight's  paly  fires  ; 
There  muse  on  empire's  fallen  state, 
And  frail  ambition's  hapless  fiste,        [inspiredL 
While  more  than  mortal  thoughts  the  solemn  scene 
What  Inst  of  pow'r  from  the  oold  north 
amid  tempt  thoee  Vandal-nobbers  forth. 
Fair  Italy,  thy  vine-clad  vales  to  wasltf ; 
Whose  hands  profane,  with  hostile  blade. 
Thy  stor^'d  temples  dar'd  invade. 
And  all  thy  Parian  seats  of  Attic  art  defac'd  ; 
They  weeping  Aft  in  fetters  bound. 
And  goed  her  breast  with  many  a  wound. 
And  veil'd  her  ehnrms  in  clovde  of  thioheft  night ; 
Sad  Poesy,  much-injur'd  maid. 
They  drove  tesema  dim  eoo^ent's shnd6,IKght. 
Afid  queuch'd  in  gloomy  mist  her  lamp's  resplendent 
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There  long  the  wept,  to  darkneis  doom'd» 
Till  Goemo's  hand  her  light  relttmM, 
TbM  ODce  Rgirin  in  lufty  TaMO  shone  ; 
Since  has  fweet  Spenser  caught  her  fire. 
She  breathed  once  more  in  Milton's  lyre,  [soil 

And  warm'd  the  soul  divine  of  Shakespear,  Fancy's 
Nor  she,  mild  aneen,  will  cease  to  smile 
On  her  Britannia*s  mach-IOT'd  isle,         [bom, 
Where  these,  her  best  her  fSavonrita  Three  were 
While  Theron  >  warbles  Grecian  strain^ 
Or  polish'd  Doddingtmi  remains, 

The  drooping  traio  of  arts  to  cherish  and  adorn. 


ODE  TO  LIBERTY, 

O  ooDDats,  on  whose  steps  attend* 

Pleasure  and  laughter^loving  Health, 

White-mantled  Peace,  with  oliye-wand. 

Young  Joy,  and  diamond-sceptred  Wealthy 

Blithe  Plenty,  with  her  loaded  horn. 

With  Science,  bright-ey'd  as  the  mom. 

In  Britain,  which  for  ages  past 

Has  been  thy  choicest  darling  care  ; 

Who  mad'st  her  wise,  and  strong,  and  fair, 

May  thy  best  blessings  ever  last ! 

For  thee  the  pining  prisoner  mourns, 

DeprivVl  of  food,  of  mirth,  of  light ; 

For  th^  pale  slaves  to  gallies  chained 

That  ply  tough  oars  from  mora  to  night ; 

Thee  the  proud  sultan's  beauteous  train 

By  eunuchs  guarded,  weep  in  vain. 

Tearing  the  roses  from  their  locks ; 

And  Guinea's  captive  kings  lament. 

By  christian  lords  to  labour  sent, 

Whipt  like  the  dull,  unfeeling  ox. 

Inspir'd  by  thee,  deaf  to  fond  nature's  cries. 

Stem  Brutus,  when  Rome's  genius  loudly  call'd. 

Gave  her  the  matchless  fiCal  sacriGce, 

Unable  to  behold  her  power  enthralPd  ! 

And  he  of  later  age,  but  equal  feme, 

Dar*d  stab  the  tyrant  though  he  lov'd  the  firiend  ; 

H9W  burnt  the  Spartan  *  with  warm  patriot  flame. 

In  thy  great  cause  his  valorous  life  to  end  ! 

How  burst  GustovQS  from  the  Swedish  mine ! 

Like  light  from  chaos  dark,  eternally  to  shine. 

When  Heav'n  to  all  thy  joys  bestows  , 

And  graves  upon  our  hearts — be  free  I — 

Shall  coward  man  those  joys  resign. 

And  dare  reverse  this  great  decree  i 

Submit  him  to  some  idul  king. 

Some  selfish,  passion-guided  thing. 

Abhorring  man,  by  man  abhorr'd. 

Around  whose  throne  stands  trembling  Doubt, 

Whose  jeahms  eyes  still  roll  about. 

And  Murder^with  his  reeking  iword  ? 

Wheiv  trampling  Tyranny  with  Fate, 

And  black  Revenge  gigantic  goes ; 

Hark,  how  the  dying  infents  shriek. 

How  hopeless  age  is  sunk  in  woes ! 

Fly,  mortals,  fnm  that  feded  land. 

Though  rivers  roll  o'er  goklen  mod, 

I  The  author  of  the  Pleasares  of  bnaginatioa. 


Though  birds  in  fthades  of  casma  ring. 
Harvests  and  (ruits  spootaneoqs  rise 
No  storms  disturb  the  smiling  skies. 
And  each  soft  breeze  rich  odoors  bring. 
Britannia  watch  f — ^remember  peerless  Rome, 
Her  high-tower'd  head  da8|i'd  meanly  to  the  gronnd; 
Remember,  freedom's  guardian,  Greda's  doom, 
Whom  weeping  the  despotic  Ttark  has  bouod ; 
May  ne'er  thy  oak-erown'd  hills,  rich  meads  and 
(Fame,  virtue,  courage,  property,  forgot)      [doiro. 
Thy  peaceful  villages,  and  busy  towns. 
Be  doom'd  some  death-dispensing  tyrant's  lot; 
On  deep  foundations  may  thy  fireedom  stand, 
Ung  as  the  surge  shaU  lash  thy  fle^-endrcled  laad. 


ODE  AGAINST  DESPAIR. 

FxtBWBr.t  thou  dimpled  cherab,  Jbj, 

Thou  rose-crown'd  ever-smiling  boy. 

Wont  thy  sister  Hope  to  lead. 

To  dance  along  the  primrofae  mead ! 

No  more,  bereft  of  happy  hours, 

I  seek  thy  lute-resounding  bow'rs. 

But  to  yon  rain'd  tow'r  repair. 

To  meet  the  god  of  groans,  Dopair ; 

Who,  on  that  ivy^arken'd  ground. 

Still  takes  at  eve  his  silent  round. 

Or  sits  yen  new-made  grave  besida, 

Where  lies  a  frantic  suicide : 

While  lab'ring  sighs  my  heart-strings  break. 

Thus  to  the  sullen  power  I  speak : 

'*  Haste  with  thy  poison'd  daiQger,  haste. 
To  pierce  this  sorrow-laden  breast ! 
Or  lead  me,  at  the  dead  of  night. 
To  some  sea-beat  mountain's  height. 
Whence  with  headlong  haste  I'll  leap 
To  the  dark  bosom  of  the  deep  ; 
Or  show  me,  far  from  human  eye. 
Some  cave  to  muse  in,  starve,  and  die  ; 
No  weeping  friend  or  brother  near. 
My  last,  fond,  faltVing  words  to  hear  V* 

•Twas  thus,  with  weight  of  woes  opprast, 
I  sought  to  ease  my  braised  breast : 
When  straight  more  gloomy  grew  the  Bhade^ 
And  lo !  a  tall  majestic  maid  ! 
Her  limbs,  not  delicately  fair. 
Robust,  and  of  a  martial  air ; 
She  bore  of  steel  a  pelish'd  shield. 
Where  higbly-aculptar'd  I  beheld 
Th'  Athenian  martyr »  smiling  stand. 
The  baleful  goblet  hi  bis  hand ; 
Sparkled  her  eyes  with  lively  flame. 
And  Patience  was  tbe  seraph's  nama  f 

Sfemly  she  look'd,  and  stem  began 

"  Thy  sorrows  cease,  complaining  man. 
Rouse  thy  weak  soul,  appease  thy  moan. 
Soon  are  the  clouds  of  sadness  gone  ; 
Tho'  now  in  Grief's  dark  groves  you  walk. 
Where  gricsly  fiends  around  yon  stalk. 
Beyond,  a  blissful  city  lies. 
Far  from  whose  gates  each  anguish  flies  z 
Take  thou  this  shield,  which  once  of  yom 
Ulysses  and  Alcides  wore, 
And  which  in  later  days  I  gave 
To  Regulusaod  Raleigh  brave, 

«$ocrat^. 
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In  odlc  or  in  tlongeoo  clrear 
Their  mij^ty  itiinds  could  Banish  frar ; 
Thy  heart  no  tenfold  woes  shall  feel, 
Twa*  Virtue  tempered  the  rotigh  8U«l, 
And,  bv  her  heaVenly  fiiigew  wrought, 
To  me'tbe  precious  present  brotaght." 


ODE  Olf  SHOOTING. 

Nymius  of  the  forests,  that  young  oaks  protect 
From  noxious  hla»t.s,  and  the  blue  thunder's  dart, 
O  how  $enarely  might  ye  dwell 
In  Britain's  peaceful  shades. 
Far  ftnm  grim  woWes,  or  tigers*  midnijfht  roar. 
Or  crimson  crested  serpents'  hunpry  hiss, 
Bot  that  our  savage  swains  pollute 
With  murder  your  retreats ! 
How  oft  your  birds  have  undeserving  bled, 
Uooet,  or  wart>ling  thrush,  or  moaning  dov€, 
Pheasant  with  gaily-gUstcring  wings, 
Or  early-mounting  lark ! 
While  in  sweet  converse  in  a  round  you  sit 
On  the  green  turf,  or  in  the  wowlbine-bower, 
If  chance  the  thund'ring  gun  be  heard. 
To  grots  and  caves  ye  run. 
Fearful  as  when  Txxlona  fled  fr.m  Pan, 
Or  Daphne  panting  from  enamour'd  So!, 
Or  ^r  Sabrina  to  the  flood 
Her  snowy  beauties  gave : 
When  will  dread  man  his  tyrannies  forego, 
Ulien  cease  to  bathe  his  barbarous  hands  m  Mood, 
His  sutjects  helpless,  harmless,  weak, 
Delisting  to  destroy  ? 
More  pleasant  far  to  shield  their  tender  young 
From  churlish  swains,  that  violate  their  nests. 
And,  wandering,  mom  or  eve  to  hear 
Their  welcome  to  the  Spring. 


TO  A  FOUSTAIff. 

tMrrATin  FaoM  hoeace,  ode  xiii.  book  hi, 

Yb  waves,  that  gnshing  fall  with  purest  stream, 
Blaodos'ian  ft»nnt !  to  whom  the  producto  sweet 

Of  richest  wines  belong, 

And  fairest  flowers  of  .Spring ; 
To  thee^  a  chosen  victim  will  I  slay, 
A  kid.  who  glowing  in  lascivious  youth 

Just  blooms  with  budding  horn. 

And  with  vain  thought  elate 
YetdesUnes  future  war :  but  ah !  txx)  soon 
His  reddng  Mood  with  crimson  shall  enrich 

Thy  pure  translucent  flood. 

And  tiogo  thy  crysUl  clear 
Thy  sveet  recess  the  Sun  in  mid-day  hour 
Can  Bc»er  rovade,  thy  streams  the  labourd  ox 

Rtifiesh  with  cooling  d.  aught. 

And  glad  the  wandering  herds. 
ThT  Bsme  shall  shrae  with  endless  hooonrs  grac  d, 
While  on  my  shell  I  sing  the  nodding  oak. 

That  t/er  thy  cavern  deep 

Waves  bis  embowering  head. 


ODE  TO  EVESISG. 


Hail,  tneek-ev'd  maiden,  clad  m  sober  grey. 
Whose  wft  approach  the  weary  woodman  love* 
A.S  homewaid  bent  to  kiss  his  prattling  babes. 
He  jocund  whistles  thro'  the  twilight  groves. 
\ITien  Ph«Bbus  ?inks  beneath  the  gildeil  hills, 
You  lightly  o'er  the  m-sty  meadows  walk. 
The  drooping  daisies  bathe  in  dnlcet  dews. 
And  nurse  the  nodding  violet's  slender  stelk : 
The  panting  Dryads,  that  in  dny's  tierce  heat 
To  inmost  bowers  and  cooling  caverns  ran, 
Return  to  trip  in  wanton  evening  dance, 
Old  Sylvan  too  returns,  and  laitghing  Pan. 
To  the  deep  wood  the  clamorous  rooks  repair, 
Light  skims  the  swallow  o'er  the^^*'7  «^»  ... 
AiKl  from  the  sheep-cotes  and  fresh-furrow'd  field. 
Stout  ploughmen  meet  to  wrestle  on  the  green. 
The  swain  that  artli^s  sings  on  yonder  rock, 
His  nihblmg  sheep  and  length'ning  shadow  spies, 
Pleas'd  with  the  cool,  the  calm,  refreshful  hour. 
And  with  hoarse  hummings  of  unnumber  d  flies. 
Now  every  pateion  sleeps  ;  desponding  love, 
And  pining  envy,  ever-restless  pf'oe  i 
An  holy  calm  cr^ps  o'er  my  peaceful  soul. 
Anger  and  mad  ambition's  storms  subside. 
O  modest  Evening,  oft  let  me  appear 
A  wandering  votary  in  thy  pensive  tram, 
List'ning  to  every  wildly-warblmg  throat 
That  fills  with  farewell  notes  the  dark'mng  plam. 


ODE  TO  CONTEST. 

Wblcome  Content !  from  roofc  rf  fretted  gold, 
Fiom  Persian  s«>fas,  and  the  gems  of  lod. 

From  courts,  and  camps,  and  crowds. 

Fled  to  my  cottage  Aiean ! 
Meek  virgin,  wilt  thou  deign  with  me  to  sit 
In  pensive  pleasure  by  my  glimmertog  fire. 

And  with  calm  smile  despue 

Jbe  loud  world's  distant  din  i 
As  from  the  piny  mountain's  topmost  cliff 
Some  wandering  hermit  sage  hears  unconcern  d, 
,      Far  in  the  vale  below, 

The  thund'ring  torrent  hurst  1 
Teach  me,  good  Heaven,  the  gilded  chains  of  >vica 
To  break,  to  study  independent  ease, 

Pride,  Pomp,  and  Power  to  shun, 

Those  fatal  syrens  fair, 
That,  rob'd  like  Eastern  queens,  sit  on  high  thrones 
And,'bcckoning  every  thirsty  txaveller, 

Their  baleful  cups  present 

With  pleasing  poisons  fraught 
O  let  me  dwell  in  life's  low  valley,  blest 
With  the  dearnymph  I  love,  tnie,  heart  felt  joy. 

With  chosen  firiends  to  turn 

Thepolish'd  Attic  page;  . 
Nor  seldom,  if  not  fortune  damp  my  wings. 
Nor  dire  disease,  to  soar  to  Pindu:.*  bill. 

My  hours,  my  soul  devote. 

To  poesy  and  loTC  I 
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DR.  WARTON'S  POEMS. 


TO  THE  NIGHTINGALE. 
O  THOU,  tfaat  to  the  mooD-llgfat  vaJe 
Warblestoft  thy  plaintive  tale. 
What  time  the  viilagO'-miirmars  cease» 
And  the  still  eye  is  htish'd  to  peaoe. 
When  now  no  busy  sound  is  beard. 
Contemplation's  favoinite  bird ! 
Chauntres^  of  night,  whose  amoroos  sooy 
(Fint  heard  the  tufted  groves  among) 
Warns  vantcni  Mabba  to  begin 
Her  revels  on  the  circled  green. 
Whenever  by  meditation  led 
I  nightly  seek  some  distant  mead, 
A  short  repose  of  cares  to  find> 
And  sooth  my  love-distracted  mind, 
O  fail  not  then,  sweet  Philomel; 
Thy  sadly-warbled  woes  to  tell; 
In  sympathetic  numbers  join 
Thy  pangs  of  luckless  love  with  mine  I 
So  may  no  swain's  rude  hand  infest 
Thy  tender  young,  and  rob  thy  nest ; 
Kor  ruthless  fowler's  guileful  snare 
Lure  thee  to  leave  the  fields  of  air. 
No  more  to  visit  vale  or  shade. 
Some  barbarous  virgin's  captive  made. 


ODE 

TO  A  LADY  ON  THE  SPRING. 

Lo !  Spring,  array'd  in  primrose-colour'd  robe. 

Fresh  beauties  sheds  on  each  enliven'd  scene, 

IVith  show'rs  and  sunshine  cheers  the  smiling  globe. 

And  mantles  hill  and-vale  in  glowing  green. 

AU  nature  feels  her  vital  htat  around, 

The  pregnant  glebe  now  bursts  with  foodful  gfttin, 

With  kindly  warmth  she  opes  the  ftosen  ground. 

And  with  new  life  informs  the  teeming  plain. 

She  calls  the  fish  from  out  their  ouzy  beds, 

And  animates  the  deep  with  genial  love, 

She  bids  the  herds  bound  sportive  o'er  the  meads. 

And  with  glad  sofags  awakes  the  joyous  grov«. 

No  more  the  glaring  tiger  roams  for  prey. 

All-powerful  love  subdues  his  savage  souj. 

To  find  his  spotted  mate  he  darts  away. 

While  gentler  thoughts  the  thirst  of  blood  controul. 

But  ah  !  while  all  is  warmth  and  soft  desire, 

While  all  around  Spring's  cheerful  spirit  own. 

You  feel  not,  Amoret,  her  quickening  fire, 

To  Spring's  kind  influence  you  a  ibe  alone ! 


ODE 
TO  A  LADY  WHO  HATES  THE  COUNTRY. 

Now  Summer,  daughter  of  the  Son, 
O'er  the  gay  fields  comes  dancing  on. 

And  earth  o'ertows  with  joys ; 
Too  long  in  roots  and  drawing-rooms 
The  tasteless  hours  my  ikir  consumei, 

>Midst  fikUy,  fiattery,  Aoigt. 


Come,  bear  mild  Zephyr  bid  the  nM 
Her  balmy-breathiog  buds  disckise, 

Come,  hear  the  falling  rill. 
Observe  the  honey-loaded  bee. 
The  beech  embowered  cottage  see^ 

Beside  yoo  sloping  bill. 

By  health  awoke  at  early  mom, 

We'll  brush  «weet  dews  ftwa  every  tfaoni, 

Anc^help  unpen  the  fold ; 
Hence  to  yon  hollow  oak  we'll  stray. 
Where  dwelt,  as  villago-fcbles  say. 

An  holy  Druid  old. 

Come,  wildly  rove  thro'  desert  dales. 
To  listen  how  lone  nightingales 

In  liquid  lays  complam  ; 
Adieu  the  tender,  thrilling  note 
That  pants  in  Monticelli's  throat. 

And  Handel's  stronger  strain. 

"  Insipid  pleasures  these  !"  you  eiy; 
'*  Must  I  from  dear  assemblies  fly. 

To  see  rude  peasants  toil  ? 
For  operas  listen  to  a  bird  > 
Shall  Sydney's  ftdiles  be  preferr'd  i 

To  my  sagacious  Hoyle  »  ?" 

O  felsely  fond  of  what  seems  great. 
Of  purple  pomp,  and  robes  of  state. 

And  all  life's  tinsel  glare  ! 
Rather  with  humble  violets  bind. 
Or  give  to  wanton  in  the  wind. 

Your  length  of  sable  hair. 

Soon  as  yon  reach  the  rural  shade. 

Will  Mirth,  the  tptif^^y  mountetf|.m«d. 

Your  day«  and  nights  attend. 
She'll  bring  fantastic  Sport  and  Song, 
Nor  Cupid  will  be  absent  long. 

Your  trae  ally  and  friend. 


ODE 

TO  SOLITUDE, 

Thou,  that  at  deep  dead  of  night 

Walk'st  forth  beneath  the  pale  Moon'f  light 

In  robe  of  flowing  black  arrayed,  ' 

While  cypress-leaves  thy  brows  o'erahade: 

List'ning  to  the  crowing  cock. 

And  the  distant  sounding  clock  ; 

Or,  sitting  in  thy  cavern  low. 

Dost  hear  the  bleak  winds  loudly  blow. 

Or  the  hoarse  death-boding  owl, 

Or  village  mastiflF's  wakeful  howl. 

While  through  thy  melancholy  room 

A  dim  lamp  casts  an  awful  gloom  ; 

Thou,  th^t  on  the  meadow  green 

Or  daisy'd  upland  art  not  seen» 

But  wand'ring  by  the  dusky  nooks^ 

And  the  pensive  fiUling  brooks, 

1  Arcadia. 

«  Alludmg  to  thoM  ladiet  iriw  hirav  left  their 
Hqyle'febookoDWliiit        •  j      *«i 
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Or  oar  nme  ragged,  heibkas  rock. 
Where  no  ibepheid  keeps  h»  flock ! 
Miniog  maid,  to  thee  I  come, 
llaiiog  ibi  tradeful  city's  bum  : 
0  kt  me  calmly  dwell  with  tbee. 
From  noisy  inhth  and  bas'nees  free, 
Ulth  neditation  teek  the  skies, 
TUs  foUy-lietter'd  world  despise ! 


ODE 

TO  MR.  WESrr  ON  HIS  TRANSLATION  OF 
PINDAK. 

L  1. 

Au»3teinlt!  thy  sons  a  voice  cUnne  have  beard, 
Ihe  man  of  Thebes  hath  in  thy  vaka  appeared !, 
Halt !  with  freah  rage  and  tmdimhiisfa'd  fire 
He  saeet  eothusiast  smitea  the  British  lyre  i ; 
TV  sounds  that  echoed  on  Alpheus'  streams 
Reach  the  delighted  ear  of  listening  Thamea  ; 
L» !  swift  across  the  dusty  plain 
Great  Theron'a  foaming  coursers  strain  I 
What  mortal  tongue  e'er  roU*d  along 
Sach  fall  impetDons  tades  of  Dtrroos  song  ? 

I.  «. 

nt  feafM,  fingid  lays  of  cold  and  creeping  art 
Nor  touch,  nor  can  transport  th>  unfeeling  hearty 
Pindar,  oar  inmost  hosom  piercing,  warms 
With  ^ory**  love,  and  eager  thirst  of  arms : 
Whea  Freedom  speaks  in  his  majestic  strain. 
The  pefriot-paasions  beat  in  every  vein : 
UTe  k»g  to  sit  with  heroes  old, 
'3ijd  groves  of  vegetable  gold. 
Where  Cadmus  and  Achilles  dwelT, 
ind  Hin  of  daring  deeds  and  dangers  tell. 

t  X 
Aaiy,  enervate  bards,  away. 

Who  ^in  the  coortly,  silken  lay. 
As  wreaths  lor  some  vain  liouis*  head, 
Or  moom  toine  soft  Adonis  dead  : 
No  more  your  poKshM  lyrics  boart, 
laMiih  Pindar's  strength  o'erwhelm'd  and  lost : 
As  well  nnght  ye  compare 
The  glhnmerings  of  a  waxen  flame, 
(Emblem  of  verse  correctly  Ume) 
To  his  own  iEtna's  sulphur-spouting  caves, 
Wkca  to  Ueav'u*i  vault  the  fiery  deluge  raves, 
Wha  donds  and  bnming  rocks  dart  thro*  the 
tnmbledair. 

ILL 
hraeii^  cataradi  down  Andes  channeH'd  ateepa 
Mmk  how  enomoaa  Orellana  sweeps  ! 
MamuA  of  mighty  floods  !  s«premely  stnmg, 
fmamg  ham  diff  to  cBff  he  whMs  afamg, 
Soda  with  an  hundred  bills'  collected  snows : 
Ihwm  OTtr  naadeai  regkot  widely  flows, 

1  tel  wMi  a  nmater's  hand,  and  prophet*!  fire, 
firack  ttn  dam  aorrovs  of  hb  lyre. 

Giny's  Bacd. 


Hound  fragrant  isles,  and  citron-groves. 
Where  still  the  naked  Indian  roves. 
And  safety  builds  his  leafy  hoWr, 
From  slavery  far,  apd  ourst  Iberian  pow'r  j 

If.  «. 

So  rapid  Pindar  flows.*-/)  parent  of  the  lyre, 
I^et  me  for  ever  thy  aweet  sons  admire  ; 
O  ancient  Greece,  but  chief  the  bard  whose  leyv 
The  matchless  Ule  of  Troy  divine  emhlaaej 
And  next  Euripides,  soft  Pity's  priest. 
Who  melts  in  useful  woes  the  bleeding  breast  | 
And  him,  who  paints  th'  incestuous  king. 
Whose  soul  amaze  and  honour  wring ;, 
Teach  me  to  taste  their  chanm  rafin'd. 
The  richest  banquet  of  th'  ewraptor'd  mind: 

11.  3. 

For  the  blest  man,  the  Muse's  child. 
On  whose  auspicious  birth  she  smil'd. 
Whose  soul  she  form'd  of  purer  fire. 
For  whom  she  tua'd  a  golden  lyre. 
Seeks  hot  in  fighting  fields  renown : 
No  widow's  midmght  shrieks,  nor  burning  torn. 
The  peaceftil  poet  please ; 
Nor  ceaseless  toila  fbr  sordid  gains. 
Nor  purple  pomp,  nor  wide  domains* 
Nor  heaps  of  wealth,  nor  power,  nor  stateman'i 
schemes, 
Nor  all  deoeiv'd  ambitioii's  feverish  dreams, 
Lure  his  coatrated  heart  from  the  sweet  vale  of  aaaa. 


STANZAS 


ON  TAKXirO  THB  AUL  AVTBl  A  tOWi  TlXltSit. 

Hail  genial  Sun  !  I  feel  thy  poweiftd  ray 
Strike  vigforons  health  into  each  languid  vein  ; 
Lo,  at  thy  bright  approach,  are  fled  away 
The  pale-ey'd  sisters.  Grief,  Disease,  and  Pah).  ' 

O  hills,  O  iorestB,«aind  thou  painted  aMud^ 
Again  admit  me  to  your  secret  seals. 
From  the  dark  bed  ef  pining  sickness  freeS, 
With  double  joy  1  seek  yeur  green  lelmats. 

Yet  ODce  more,  O  ye  rivers,  shall  I  lie 
In  summer  evenings  on  your  willow'd  banks. 
And,  unobserv'd  by  passing  shepherd's  eye. 
View  the  light  Naiads  trip  in  wanton  radcs. 

Each  rural  object  charms,  so  long  unseen, 
Tho  blooming  orchards,  the  white  wand'ring  flocks. 
The  fiekis  array'd  in  sight^refVeshing  green. 
And  with  his  loosen'd  yoke  the  wearied  ox. 

Here  let  me  stop  beneath  this  spreading  bwh. 
While  Zephyr's  voice  I  hear  the  boughs  among^ 
And  listen  to  the  sweet  thSck-warbling  thruah. 
Much  have  I  wish'd  to  hear  her  venal  lOQg, 

The  Dryad  Health  frequents  this  hallow'd  grove  ; 

O  where  nay  I  the  lovely  vitgm  meet  i 

From  mom  to  dewy  evening  will  I  rovo 

To  find  her  haunts,  and  lay  an  olPfMig  at  bur  leat 
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DR.  WARTONS  POEMS. 


VERSES: 


Wtrmil  AT  MOMTAUSAN  IM  FIUNCI,  1750. 

Tain,  how  delightful  wind  thy  willowM  waves, 
Bat  ah  !  they  fructify  a  land  of  slaves  ' 
In  vain  thy  bare-foot,  sun-hurnt  peasants  hide 
With  luscious  grapes  yon  hill's  romantic  side  ; 
No  cups  nectareous  shall  their  toil  repay, 
The  priest's,  the  soldier's,  and  the  fermier's  prey : 
Vain  glows  this  San,  in  cloudless  glory  drest, 
That  strikes  fresh  vigour  through  the  pining  breast^ 
Give  me,  beneath  a  colder,  changeful  sky. 
My  sours  best,  only  pleasure,  Liberty! 
What  millions  perish'd  near  thy  nnoumful  flood  > 
When  the  red  papal  tyrant  cry*d  out — '<  Blood  !»» 
Less  fierce  the  Saracen,  and  quiver'd  Moor, 
That  dash'd  thy  infants  'gainst  the  stones  of  yore. 
Be  wam'd,  ye  nations  round  ;  and  trembling  see 
Dire  superstition  quench  humanity  I 
By  all  the  chiefs  in  frpedom's  battles  lost, 
By  wise  and  virtuous  Alfred's  awful  ghost ; 
By  old  Galgacos*  scythed,  iron  car. 
That,  swiftly  wbiriiog  through  the  walks  of  war, 
Dush'd  Roman  blood, and  crushed  the  foreign  throngs^ 
By  holy  Druids'  courage-breathing  songs ; 
1^  fierce  Booduca's  shield  and  foammg  steeds; 
By  the  bold  Peers  that  met  on  Thames's  meads ; 
By  the  fifth  Henry's  helm  and  lightning  spear ; 
O  Liberty,  my  warm  petition  hear ; 
Be  Albion  still  thy  joy !  with  her  remain, 
^  Long  as  the  surge  shall  lash  her  oak-crown'd  plain ! 


THE  DYING  INDUS. 

Tbb dart  of  IiEdabel  prevails!  twasdipt 
In  double  poison— I  shall  soon  arrive 
At  the  blest  island,  where  no  tigers  spring 
On  heedless  hunters ;  where  ananas  bloom 
Thrice  in  each  moon ;  where  rivers  smoothly  glide, 
Nor  thund'ring  torrents  whirl  the  light  canoe 
Down  to  the  sea;  where  my  Ibre&thers  feast 
Daily  on  hearts  of  Spaniards !— O  my  son, 
I  feel  the  venom  busy  in  my  breast. 
Approach,  and  bring  my  crown,deck'd  with  the  teeth 
Of  that  bold  Christian  who  first  dar'd  deflow'r 
The  virgins  of  the  Sun ;  and,  dire  to  tell ! 
Bobb'd  Pacbacamac's  altar  of  its  gems ! 
I  mark'd  the  spot  where  they  interr'd  this  traitor. 
And  onoe  at  nudnight  stole  I  tf>  his  tomb. 
And  tore  bis  carcase  from  the  earth,  and  left  it 
A  prey  to  poisonous  flies.    Preserve  this  ciown 
With  sacred  secrecy :  if  e'er  returns 
Thy  much-lov'd  mother  from  the  desert  woods, 
'  Where,  as  I  hunted  late,  I  hapless  lost  her. 
Cherish  her  age.    Tell  her,  1  ne'er  have  wonhtpp'd 
With  those  that  eat  their  God.     And  when  disease 
Preys  on  her  languid  limbs,  then  kindly  sub  her 
Witik  thine  own  hands,  nor  sofTer  her  to  linger,    . 
like  Christian  cowards,  in  a  life  of  pain. 
I  go !  great  Copac  beckons  me !  Farewell ! 

>  Alluding  to  the  persecutions  of  the  Protestants, 
and  the  wars  of  the  Saracens,  carried  on  in  the  touth- 
eni  provinces  of  France. 


REVENGE  OF  AMERICA. 

Whek  fierce  Pizarro's  legions  flew 
O'er  ravag'd  fields  of  rich  Peru, 
Struck  with  his  bleeding  people's  woes. 
Old  India's  awful  Genius  rose. 
He  sat  on  Andes'  topmost  stone. 
And  heard  a  thousand  nations  groan ; 
For  grief  his  feathery  crown  be  tore. 
To  see  huge  Plata  foam  with  gore  ; 
He  broke  his  arrows,  stampt  the  ground. 
To  view  his  cities  smoking  round. 

"  What  woes,"  he  cryd,  "  hath  lust  of  gold 
O'er  my  poor  country  widely  roH'd ; 
Plunderers  proceed !  my  bowels  tear. 
But  ye  shall  meet  destruction  thTe  ; 
From  the  deep-vaulted  mine  shall  ri>e 
Th'  insatiate  fiend,  pale  Avarice  ! 
Whose  steps  shall  tremblmg  Justice  fly. 
Peace,  Order,  Law,  and  Amity ! 
I  see  all  Europe's  children  curst 
With  lucre's  universal  thirst : 
The  rage  that  sweeps  my  sons  away, 
My  baneful  gold  shall  well  repay." 


EPISTLE  » 

FROM  THOMAS  HEARNE,  ANTIQUARY, 

TO  TUB  AUTHOB  OP  TBB  COMPANIOM  TO  THB 
OXPOBO  GOIDB. 

FttiBND  of  the  moss-grown  spire  and  crumbling  arch, 
\^'ho  woot'st  at  eve  to  pace  the  long  lost  hounds 
Of  lonesome  Oseney  !  What  malignant  fiend 
Thy  cloister-loving  mind  from  ancient  lore 
Hath  base  sedoc'd  }    Urg'd  thy  apostate  pen 
To  trench  deep  wounds  on  antiquaries  sage. 
And  drag  the  venerable  fathers  forth. 
Victims  to  laughter !    Cruel  as  the  mandate 
Of  mitred  priests,  who  Baskett  late  enjoin'd 
To  throw  aside  the  reverend  letters  black. 
And  print  Cut-prayers  in  modem  type ! — ^At  thb 
Leland,  and  Willis,  Dugdale,  Tanner,  Wood  >, 
Illustrious  names  I  with  Camden,  Aubrey,  Uoyd, 
Scald  their  old  cheeks  with  tears !    For  once  they 

hop'd 
To  seal  thee  fat  their  own  !  and  fondly  deem'd 
The  Muses,  at  thy  call,  would  crowding  come 
To  deck  Antiquity  wUh  flowrets  gay. 

But  now  may  curses  every  search  attend 
That  seems  inviting  !  may'st  thou  pore  in  vain 
For  dubious  door-ways  !  may  revengeftil  moths 
Thy  ledgers  eat !  may  chronologic  spouta 
Retain  no  cypher  legible  I  may  crypts 
Lurk  undiscern*d  1  nor  may'st  thou  spell  the  names 
Of  saints  in  storied  whidows  I  nor  the  dates 
Of  bells  discover  !  nor  the  genuine  site 
Of  abbot's  pantries  t  and  may  Godstowe  veil. 
Deep  from  thy  eyes  profisne,  her  Gothic  chamis. 

>  This  poem  by  mistake  has  been  given  to  Mr.  T. 
Warton,  but  its  property  is  claimed  under  the 
Doctor's  own  hand,  in  a  letter  to  his  brother  on 
the  publication  of  the  Oxford  Sausage. 

*  Names  of  cmment  aotiquariei. 
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SHAKESPEAR'S  TWELFTH  NIGHT  ...  TO  Mil.  SEWARD.  lyl 


FBOM  SHAKBSPEjfWS  TWEVeTH 
NIGHT  K 

TiAT  ftrftiD  again  !  that  fltrain  repeat ! 
Aits  !  it  is  not  DOW  to  fweet ! 
Oh  !  it  came  o'er  my  moarnful  mind, 
like  Bonniun  of  the  •oothern  wind, 
ThU  Heal  akmg  the  Tidlet'e  bed, 
iod  gently  bend  the  ogwilip'a  bead  ; 
Tvat  toiled  to  my  peotire  mood, 
Teai  hopclem  love^  deUcioui  food. 


ODE 
TO  MUSIC 


Qottii  of  every  momng  measaie» 
Svcetest  tonrce  of  pnnast  pleasore, 
Miitie  ;  why  iby  powers  employ 
Only  for  the  sons  of  joy  } 
Only  for  the  smiling  guests 
At  Dstal  or  at  nuptial  feasts  ? 
Rather  thy  lenient  numbers  pour 
On  those  whom  secret  grieli  derour  | 
Bid  be  still  the  throbbing  hearts 
Of  those,  whom  death,  or  abfence  paiti, 
Aod,  with  some  softly  whisper'd  air, 
SbMoth  the  brow  of  damb  despair. 


USES, 
wirmm  s^hvHMms,  on  ssBiiro  som  sotdiiis 

AT     WICKHAtt,   WHO  WSRS   OOfNG     TO   PORM    A 
SamBMSWT  HEAR   SBWBCAIItlA. 

Wrra  happy  omen  marrh,  ye  raliaot  ranks, 
Frosi  Thames  to  Senegambia's  distant  banks. 
Where,  beneath  wanner  suns  and  genial  skies, 
Ifsy  fatxire  eities  and  new  empires  rise. 


VERSES 

€m  Ba.  BUlTOIl'S  BBATI. 

Batas  not  for  me,  dear  yooths  I  year  monnful  lays 
bi  bitter  tears.    0*er  blooming  Beauty's  grare 
Let  Pity  wring  her  hands  :  I  full  of  yearn. 
Of  honours  fall,  satiate  of  lifo,  retire 
Like  an  overwearied  pilgrim  to  his  home, 
Ksr  at  oiy  kit  repine.    Yet  the  last  prayer. 
That  from  my  straggling  bosom  parts,  shall  rise 
Fervent  for  you !    May  Wkkham's  much-bT'd 

walls 
Hettin  with  Seienoe^  Fame,  and  Vhtne  blest, 
t  times  and  regkxii  hail  hie  name. 


This  en|atMte  moreean .  is  gfminded  on  the 
peniogof  Shakcapeai*s Twelfth  Night: 
**  ifaasicbethefoodoflofa,playoa,"&o. 


VERSES, 

SfOJOm  TO  TBI   KIVO  BT  tORB  SHArRStURT. 

FoRGTrB  th*  officious  Mtee,  that,  with  weak  toice 
And  trembling  accents  rude,  attempts  to  hail 
Her  royal  guest !  whofirom  yott  tented  field, 
Britain's  defence  and  boast,  has  deign'd  to  smile 
On  Wickham's  sons ;  the  gentler  arts  of  peace 
And  science  ever  prompt  to  praise,  and  Mars 
To  join  with  Pallas  !     His  the  Muses'  task 
And  office  best  to  oohsecrate  to  fome 
Heroes  and  Tirtueus  kings :  the  gen*rous  youths. 
My  low'd  compeers,  hence  with  redoubled  toil 
Shalt  strive  to  merit  such  auspidous  smiles ; 
And  through  life's  Tarious  walks,  in  arts  or  arms. 
Or  tnneful  numbers,  with  their  country's  love 
And  with  true  loyalty  enflam'd,  t'  adorn 
This  happy  realm  ;  while  thy  paternal  carp 
To  time  remote,  anil  distant  lands,  shall  spread 
Peace,  justice,  riches,  science,  freedom,  fame. 


TO  MR,  SEfVARD, 

OM  BIS   riBSBS  TO  LAVT  TOUKC 

Wb  aged  bards,  rash  friend  !  must  now  fbrbear 
To  wound  with  feeble  rhymes  Amanda's  ear  j 
Waller  in  his  full  fSorce  such  charms  might  praise. 
Or  polish'd  Petrarch,  in  his  earliest  lays. 
Not  with  a  knrer's  or  a  poet's  fire- 
In  sober  silence  we  can  but  admire 
Beauty  with  temper,  taste  and  sense  combin'd. 
The  body  only  equall'd  by  the  i  ' 


jiKSfVER,     By  W.  F,  Es^, 

TO  SB.  WARTOB. 

Shall  Fancy's  bard  of  age  complain  } 
Oh  1  strike  the  sacred  lyre  again ; 
For  some  there  are  whose  pow'is  subiiBM 
Defy  the  envious  rsge  of  time ; 
And  bunt  hia  slender  cord,  that  binda 
In  narrow  bounds  inferior  minds. 
With  youth  renew'd  an  hundred  years. 
The  dauntless  eagle  perseveres. 
Aims  at  the  Sun  his  daring  flight, 
And  drinks  untirM  the  living  light : 
Thus  genius  glows  without  decay. 
And  basks  in  beauty's  heavenly  ray. 
While  Barb'ra  claims  the  votive  strain. 
Strike,  then — Oh  strike  the  lyra  again; 
As  Grecian  dames  to  her  must  yield. 
For  thee  Anacreon  quits  the  fiekL 
Thos  shall  Britannia's  fome  increase. 
In  wit  and  beauty  rival  Greece. 
Strike !— strike  again  the  sacred  lyre, 
Lo !  Seward  joins  th'  applauding  choir. 
Whose  dross  >  contains  a  richer  store 
Than  half  the  workPs  best  polish'd  ore  ; 
My  feebler  Muse  her  wing  shall  fbkl. 
For  ye  are  young,  but  I  am  old. 

t  Alluding  io  Mb  Sewanl's  puhHcatioii  uadertha 
titleofr 
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DR.  W  ARTOKS  POEIdSi 


Oy  VOT  BEING  ABLE  TO  WRITE 
rSRSBS  TO  I^ELIA. 

N*  tanefol  period,  ly)  welUpolish'd  line 
Cu>  tsaxkt  from  a  heart  so  fend  af  mine : 
Wit  if  the  iaDguage  of  a  mad  at  esM, 
Trae  peOROa  feeU  too  much  with  art  to  pkaaa. 
Let  rhymiag  triflanceldNrsU  your  eyea; 
I  o»ly  gaze  io  tilenca  and  id  «§ hs. 
Ye  Muses  !*  will  ye  deign  your  weaied  ud, 
And  painfc,  O  vain  attempt !  my  matebless  maid. 
'  Ah,  no  1  the  stifled  groan,  the  starting  tear  ' 
Too  well  declare,  I  am  no  poet  here. 

Twas  thus  I  sang,  and  heavy  lioars  btyaU'da 
Ere  yet  my  Delia  bent  her  head,  and  smiPd. 
Kow  care,  bc^ne !  for  soion  b^  longing  arms 
Stnll  closely  to  my  bosom  strain  her  channs : 
Haste !  tardy  time  I  and  let  me  call  her  wi^ 
I  feel  to  live  without  her  is  not  life. 


ODE. 

O  GBwrti,  feather^footed  Sleep, 
In  downy  dews  her  temple^  tteqs 
Softly  waving  o*er  her  head 
Thy  cara-beguHing  Mdef  lead ; 
Let  Hymen  in  her  dreams  appear 
And  mildly  whisper  in  her  ear. 
That  constant  boirts  can  never  prove 
Thie  ticniports,  but  in  weddeil  love. 


VERSES 


WRrmv  o« 


PAISIWO  THaOUGH   HACKWOOD  PAEB, 

AUG.  n^  1719. 

O  Moca  lov'd  hannto  1  O  beech-cmbe(wer*d  vales ! 

0  kmely  lawns !  where  oft  at  pensive  eve 

1  met  in  former  hews  the  M«se»  and  sooght 
9hr  from  the  ho^  world  your  deepest  shades, 
Heo^e  my  lowilv  Delia ;  io  her  eye. 

Well  skilFd  to  jodge  of  Nature's  varions  ehamis. 
Display  jmm  innosl  baanties,  lead  her  steps 
To  eadi  mspiring  avenne,  hot  chief 
O  gnide  her  la  that  airy  bill^  where  Health 
Sits  on  the  verdant  turf  enthrai'd,  and  imilai 


Around  the  joyous  villages  ;  O  breathe 
Into  herteadar  breast  year  bah&iest  gales; 
O  ease  her  languid  head  I  that  she  who  feels 
For  others  pains,  may  ne'er  lament  her  own. 


ODE 

OM  Tn  WLAtH  •»  ■»  PaTlllt. 

No  more  of  mirth  and  run^  joy% 
The  gay  description  quickly  cloys. 
In  melting  nuiftbefat  sadly  slow, 
I  tone  my  altered  striogs  to  woe ; 
Attend,  Melpomene,  and  wiith  thee  bring 
Thy  tragic  lute,  £uphranor*s  death  to  sing; 
Fond  wilt  thou  be  bis  naaie  to  praise. 
For  oft  thou  heard'st  his  skilful  lays  ; 
Isis  for  him  soft  teara  barshed. 
She  placed  her  ivy  on  Mstiead ; 
Chose  him,  strict  jvdge,  to  rale  with  steady  rrins 
The  vigorous  foncies  of  her  listening  swattts. 
With  genius,  wit,  and  science  blest. 
Unshaken  honour  srmM  bis  breast. 
Bade  him,  with  virtuous  courage  wise. 
Malignant  Fbrtune*5  darts  despise ; 
Him,ev'n  black  Kavy's  venomM  tongues  comment, 
As  scholar,  pastor,  husband,  father,  friend. 
For  ever  sacred,  ever  dear, 
O  moch-Iov'd  shade,  accept  tiiis  tear ; 
Each  night  indulging  pious  woe. 
Fresh  roses  en  thy  tomb  I  strew. 
And  wish  for  tender  Spenser's  moving  verse, 
Waibled  in  broken  sobs  o'er  Sydney's  berse  j 
Let  me  to  that  deep  cave  resort. 
Where  Sorrow  keeps  her  ailani  «on«lp 
For  ever  wriogiag  her  pale  bands. 
While  dumb  Misfortune  near  her  ttands» 
With  downcast  eyes  the  Cares  around  her  wait. 
And  Pity  sobbing  sits  befere  the  pAe. 
Thus  streteh'd  npon  his  firvn  1  song^ 
^^iien  stnj^ht  my  ears  with  nrarmuf  '^^S> 
A  distant,  deaf,  and  hollow  sonnd 
Was  heard  in  solemn  whispers  round*- 
"  Enough,  dear  yooth !  Chn*  wfapt  in  blias  above^ 
Well  pleas'd  I  listen  to  thy  lays  of  love." 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  BLACKLOCK, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


1  HIS  Tery  extraordinary  poet  was  bom  in  the  year  1721»  at  Annan  in  the  county  of 
DamfticSy  in  Scotland.  His  parents  were  natives  of  Cumberland,  of  tiie  lower  ordef^ 
but  industrious  and  well  informed.  Before  he  was  six  months  old  he  lost  his  sight  by 
the  small-pox,  and  therefore  as  to  all  purposes  of  memory  or  imagination,  may  be 
Slid  never  to  have  enjoyed  that  blessmg.  His  father  and  fiiends  endeavoured  to  lessen 
the  calamity  by  reading  those  books  which  might  convey  the  instruction  suitable  to 
ioftncy,  and  as  he  advanced,  they  proceeded  to  others  which  he  appeared  to  relish  and 
remember,  particularly  the  works  of  Spenser,  Milton,  Prior,  Pope,  and  Addison.  And 
ittch  was  the  kmdness  which  his  helpless  situation  and  gentle  temper  excited,  that  he 
ms  seldom  without  some  companion  who  carried  on  this  singular  course  of  education, 
until  be  had  even  acquired  some  knowledge  of  the  Latui  tongue.  It  is  probable  that 
he  rememt^red  much  of  all  that  was  read  to  him,  but  his  mind  began  very  early  to 
make  a  chdce.  He  firrt  discovered  a  predilection  for  Engli^  poetry,  and  then  at 
the  tge  of  twelve  endeavoured  to  imitate  it  in  various  attempts,  one  of  which  is 
preserved  m  the  present  collection,  but  rather  with  a  view  to  mark  the  commencement 
thso  the  perfection  of  his  talent. 

Iq  this  manner  his  life  appears  to  have  past  for  the  first  nineteen  years  of  his  life^ 
St  the  end  of  which  he  had  the  misfortune  to  lose  his  father,  who  was  killed  by  the 
accidental  M  of  a  malt-kihi.  For  about  a  year  after  this,  he  continued  to  live  at 
home,  and  began  to  be  noticed  as  a  young  man  of  genius  and  acquirements  such  as 
were  not  to  be  expected  in  one  m  his  situation*  His  poems,  which  had  increased  m 
BUfflber  as  he  grew  up,  were  now  handed  about  in  manuscript,  with  confidence  that 
tbej  were  worthy  of  the  attention  of  the  discerning,  and  some  of  them  having  been 
iboini  to  Dr.  Stevensoii,  an  eminent  physician  of  Edinburgh,  he  formed  the  benevolent 
deiigD  of  removing  the  author  to  that  city,  where  his  genius  might  be  improved  by  a 
Kgidar  education*  He  came  accordingly  to  Edinburgh  in  the  year  1741,  and  oonti* 
tncd  his  studies  m  the  university,  under  his  kind  patron,  till  the  year  1745^  and  in 
1746  a  volume  of  his  poems,  in  octavo,  was  published,  but  with  what  eflfect  we  are 
Bot  told.    The  rebellion,  however,  which  then  raged  in  Scotfamd,  disturbed  arts  and 
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learaiog,  and  our  author  returned  to  Domiries,  where  he  found  an  asylum  in  the 
house  o^  Mr.  M'Murdo,  who  had  married  his  sister,  and  who  by  company  and  con- 
versation,  endea?oured  to  amuse  his  solitude,  and  keep  up  his  stock  of  learning.  At^ 
the  dose  of  the  rebellion,  he  returned  to  Edinburgh,  and  pursued  his  studies  for  six 
years  longer. 

•  He  now  obtamed  the  acquaintance  of  Hume,  the  celebrated  historian,  who  interested 
himself  with  great  zeal  in  his  behalf,  and  among  other  services,  promoted  the 
publication  of  the  quarto  edition  of  his  poems  in  1756,  but  previously  to  this  a  second 
edition  of  the  octavo  had  been  publbhed  at  Edinburgh  in  1 754.  In  this  last  mention- 
ed year,  he  became  known  to  the  rev.  Joseph  Spence,  poetry  professor  of  Oxford, 
who  introduced  hun  to  the  EogMsh  pubUc,  by  An  Account  of  the  Life,  Character 
and  Poems  of  Mr.  Blacklock,  student  of  Philosophy  in  the  University  of  Edinbui^b. 
In  this  pamphlet  Mr.  Spence  detailed  the  extraordinary  circumstances  of  his  education 
and  genius  with  equal  taste  and  iraanaity,  and  a  ndbscription  was  immediately  opened 
at  Dodsley's  shop  for  a  quarto  edition  to  be  published  at  a  guinea  the  large,  and  half 
a  guinea  the  small  paper. 

Having  completed  his  educatieB  at  the  onivenity,  he  began  a  coarse  of  study, 
Willi  a  view  to  give  lectuves  on  oratory  to  youag  gentkaiea  intended  for  the  bar  or 
ti»  iHilpit,  but  by  Hume's  advice  he  desisted  horn  a  pn^ect  wlneh  the  latter 
thought  uDKb^  to  sacoeed,  and  deteraiiaed  to  study  diviaky,  which  proawed  to 
gratify  and  eidaiige  the  pious  fediagt  and  senfeiaKnts  that  had  grown  up  with  him. 
Accovdingly,  after  the  usual  ^ecrfNitiQfiRry  coatse,  he  was  licensed  a  preacher  of  the 
gospel,  agn^eaUy  to  Hie  nilea  of  the  church  of  Scotland,  in  Ibeyear  1759-  io  this 
ehmracter  he  attviaed  coasidecable  icyttfatioa,  and  was  fbad  of  eomposug  sermous,  of 
which  he  has  Mi  anae  volumes  ia'  maaotciqit,  as  also  a  treatise  of  morals,  both  of 
which  hb  firieads  onoe  iaiended  for  the  piass*  Two  oocasioQil  serasons  are  said  to 
>  kxft  baen  pablbfaed  in  his  lifetime,  bat  probably  never  reached  thb  country,  as  no 
notice  of  them  occurs  in  our  iteraty  jouraab. 

Hb  oceupatknM  and  disposition  at  this  period  of  his  life  are  tfaos  related  by  tiie  rev. 
lln  Jameaen,  cf  Newcastle^  who  knew  Urn  lafimatdy. 

<'  His  BManer  of  life,''  says  that  genHeaMRi,  «'  was  so  amform,  that  the  history  of  it 
during  one  day,  or  one  week,  is  the  history  of  it  during  the  seven  years  that  onr 
personal  lotercanrae  baled.  Iteadiag,  music,  wflttkngy  conversing,  and  disputing 
an  vaiioaB  tepies,  ai  Aaology,  ethicR,  &«.  employed  almost  every  hour  of  our  time.  It 
was  pkasant  to  hear  ban  engaged  in  a  dispnte,  for  no  man  oonM  keep  Ms  temper  better 
Iban  he  always  did  on  snoh  occarions.  ^  I  have  known  him  frequently  very  warmly 
engaged  tor  hoan  together,  bat  never  ooaM  observe  one  angry  word  to  iall  from  him. 
Wlatc«i«r  his  antagonist  might  any,  he  always  kept  his  temper.  '' <Seniper  paiatus  et 
sefeUem  nne  pettuiacta,«t  vefeUi  «ae  imcoadia.''  He  was,  however,  exttemely 
amsiUe  t»  what  he  thought  ill  aeage,  and  equ^  so  whettier  it  regarded  hunsdf  or 
Im  friends.  But  h»  veeenlaftent  was  always  confined  to  a  few  satirical  verses,  which 
weie  generalfy  bamt  soon  a^r.'^ 

''  The  late  Mr.  Spenoe  (the  eMor  of  the  quarto  t&il6on  of  his  poems)  frequently 
urged  ban  to  write  a  tragedy;  and  assured  him  that  he  had  mterest  enou^  with 
Mr.  Garrick  to  get  it  acted.    Varioas  sufcjecto  were  proposed  to  him,  several  of  which 
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Iw  appr&ved  of,  yet  he  never  could  be  prevailed  on  to  b^io  any  thing  of  that 
kind  '•  It  may  seem  remarkable,  but  as  fiur  as  I  hoow,  it.  was  invariably  the  dise^ 
that  he  never  could  think  or  write  on  any  subject  proposed  lo  him  by  another^ 

"  I  have  frequently  admired  with  what  readiness  and  rapidity  faje  could  sometimes 
make  verses.  I  have  known  him  dictate  from  thirty  to  folty  verses^  tmd  by  no  mekiis 
bad  ones,  as  fast  as  I  could  write  them ;  but  the  moment  he  was'at  a  loss  for  a  rhyme 
or  a  verse  to  his  likings  he  stopt  altogether)  and  ^uld  very  seldom  be  induced  toiinish 
what  he  had  begun  with  so  mucli  ardour," 

To  this  his  elegant  biographer  add^  ^  Ai)  those  vlhp  ever  lusted  as  his  amanuenses, 
agree  in  this  rapidity  and  ardour  of  composi^on  wUck  Mr.  JanKsdn  ashibes  to  him 
ID  the  account  I  have  copied  above*  He  luefrer  eould  dittate>  till  he  Uood  up  ;  and 
as  hia  blindness  made  walking  about  withQuJt  asaistluice  ineMarenkiit  or  diingerous  m 
him,  he  fell  insensibly  into  a  vibratqry  sort  of  motioti  of  hb  bqdyv  which  inereaM 
as  he  warmed  with  his  sulject,  and  was  pleased  with  theconccpdmis  of  his  nliiMf. 
This  motion  at  last  became  habitual  to  him,  and  though  be'coUkLsomflimes restrain  it 
when  on  ceremony,  or  in  any  public  appearance,  siidi  as  pieaehmg,  he  felt  a  eerta^ 
aaeasineasfrom  the  effort,  and  always  rcstuiwed  to  it  wheniie  could  mdulge  it  without 
improprietyi^ 

.  In  1762,  he  married  Miss  Sarah  JohnsliDii^  daughter  of  Mn  Joseph  Johnston,  sc^ 
geonin  Dumfries^  a  connexion  which  fovined  the  great:  aol^ee  .of  his  future  tifei* 
About  the  same  time  he  was  ordained  minister  of  the  town  and  pmsshof  KircudbfiglHt 
in  consequence  of  a  presentation  from  th^. .  crown,  obtained  for  him  by  the'.  Isart'  of 
Selkirk ;  but  die  parishioners  havmg  oliy^cid  to  the  appomtment,  afMr  a  legaldiq^ 
of  nearly  two  year8»  his  friends  ,advise4  hkn  to  res^n  his  rigU,-and  accept  bf'a 
moderate  annuity  in  its,  stead.  If  their  principal  objeetioe  was ,  to  his  want  of  sight, 
it  was  certainly  not  unieasouable.  He  would  probably  in  the  course  of  a  few  yeala 
have  fouad  it  very  inconvenient,  if  not  paipfulj(  to  .execute  all  the  duties  of  the  pastonl' 
office. 

With  the  slender  provision  allowed  by  this  parish  he  retunxd  to  EdUwIgh  in  IJSa^ 
and  adopted  the  plan  of  receiving  a  limitfd  number  of  young  gntkmfia  into  his 
house,  not  only  as  boarders,  but  as  pupils  whose  studies  he  wight  oecasiOuf^y  asttst. 
And  this  fdan  socce^ed  so  well  that  -he  continued  it  till  the  ;ear  i7B7t  when  age  and 
infirmity  obliged  him  .to  retire  from  active  life. 

In  1767,  the  degreeof  doctor  of  divinity  was  conferred  upoU;bim  by  the  UniveEsity 
and  Marischal  College  of  Aberdeen,  doubtless  at  the  suggestippaf  bis  friei<d  abd 
correspondent  Dr.  Bei)ttie,  to  whom '  he  had  in  the  precedii^  ye^r  sent  a  pfQ$ent  of 
his  works». accompanied  by  some  verses.  Dr.  Bealtie  returned  ar poetical  epidth^ 
which  is  now  piefixed  to  Biacklock's  poems,  and  ever  after .  maiirtaifwd  a  emrtssr 
pondence  with  him,  and  consulted  him.  upon  all  (lis  s^bse^ept  works,  partieutarly 
bis  celebrated  Essay  on  Truth.  ^  .' 

1  Mr.  SwmtKn  trat  |nt)bab1y  ignorant  of  the  cireum.«tftnce  of  his  writiiig,  at  a  subsequent  period,  a 
tnaedy ;  but  upon  vlait  mAgcot,  hit  TetoUoo,  from  whom  I  tece^fed  tbe  ioteHigence,  eamiot  recoHtect. 
IV  maaoscript  wai  pot  into  tbe  bands  of  the  late  Mr.  Croebie,  then  aa  emtaenl  aiiwoeatf  at  tbe  bar  ^ 
Soottand,  but  has  never  since  beearecoreied.    Mackenzie, 
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In  tbe  tamo  year  be  publisbedy  Paraclesb:  or  Consolations  deduced  from  Natutat 
and  ReTcakd  Religion :  in  two  Dissertations  ;  the  first  supposed  to  hate  been  com- 
posed  by  Cibero:  now  rehdered  into  English:  the  last  originally  written  by  Dr. 
BlacUock.  The  plan  of  the  original  dissertation  is  to  nrove  the  superiority  of  the 
consolations  to  be  derived  from  the  Christian  revelation,  but  it  is  pamful  to  find  by 
bis  preface  that  his  motive  for  writing  it,  was  •*  to  alleviate  the  pressure  of  repeated 
disappointments,  to  soothe  his  anguish  for  the  loss  of  departed  friends,  to  elude  the 
rage  of  implacable  and  unprovoked  enemies^  in  a  word,  to  support  his  own  mind, 
which,  for  a  number  of  years,  besides  its  literary  difficulties,  and  its  natund  disad- 
vantages, had  maintained  an  incessant  conflict  with  fortune.'  Of  what  nature  hs 
disappointments  were,  or  who  could  be  implacable  enemies  to  such  a  man,  we  are  ncA 
told.  His  biographer,  indeed,  informs  us,  that  be  "  had  from  nature  a  constitution 
delicate  and  nervous,  and  his  mind,  as  is  almost  always  the  case,  was  in  a  great  degree 
subject  to  the  indispositioo  of  his  body.  He  frequently  complained  of  a  lovmess  and 
depression  of  qnrits,  which  neitlier  the  attention  of  his  friends,  nor  the  unceasing' care 
of  a  most  affectionate  wife,  were  able  entirely  to  remove."  Let  us  hope^  therefore, 
for  the  honour  of  manknid,  that  his  complamts  were  those,  not  tof  a  man  who  had 
enemies,  but  of  one  who  was  sensible  that,  with  strong  powers  of  mind,  and  well- 
founded  consolidions,  he  was-yet  excluded  from  many  of  the  rational  deligbia  of  which 
)^e  heard  others  speak,  and  of  which,  if  he  formed  any  idea,  It  was  probably  di^ro- 
portioned  and  distressiDg. 

'  In  17^B,  he  published  a  translation,  from  the  Fr^ncb  of  the  ret.'  James.  Afmsmi, 
iDiipisiisr  of  the  Widloon  church  in  Hanau,  of  two  discourses  on  the  ^ipnrit  and  evidence 
of  Christianity,  with  a  long  dedkation  iVoni  hb  own  pen,  calculated  for  the  perusal 
of  the  clergy  of  the  church  of  Scotland.  >  In  this,  as  in  all*  his  prose  writhigs;  his 
style  is  elegant;  nervous,  and  animated,  and  his  sentiments*  such  as  indicate  the  purest 
*aeal  for  the  interests  of  religion^  His  kist  publication,  in  ITf4,  was  the  Omham,  an 
Heroic  Ballad ;  m  four  Cantos:  mtended  to  promote  harmony  between  the  inhabifants 
of.  Sdodand  and'Ehgkmd;  '  As  a  poem  however,  it  added  litticf  to  bis  reputation,  and 
:bas  been  exdnded from  the  collection  formed  by  Mr.  Mackeni:ie,wiich  is  l^re  adopted. 

In  1791,  he  was  seiised  with  a  feverish  disorder,  whidi  at  first  seemed  of  a  sKgbt, 
and  never  rose  to  a  very  violent  kind;  but  his  weak  frame  was' unable  to  support  it, 
and  he  died  after  about  a  week's  illness,  July  79 1791910  the  seventieth  year  of  Irts  age. 
A  monument  was  afterwards  erected  to  bis  memory,  with  an  elegant  Latiainscription 
fromthe  pen  ofDr.  Beattie. 

Such  are  the  few  eVents  of  Dr.  Blacklock's  life.  His  chilradl^r,  ahd  the  character 
of  his  writings,  are  more  interesting,  and  will  probably  ever  continue  to  be  the  subject 
of  contemplation  with  nil  wiio  study  the  human  mind,  or  revere  the  dispensations  of 
Providence.  His  perseverance  in  acquiriiig  so  extennve  a  fond  ofleamii^,  amidst 
those  privations  which  seem  to  bar  all  access  to  improvement,  is  an  extraordiaaiy 
feature  in  his  character,  and  notwithstanding  the  kind  leal  of  the  friends  who  endea- 
voured to  make  up  for  his  want  of  $igbt  by  ffcadiog  to  him,  WBomy  of  his  aUainflMttts 
must  ever  remain  ioeaplicable* 

With  respect  to  his  personal  character,  hn  biographer,  and  indeed' all  who  knew 
him,  have  expatiated  on  the  gentleness  of  las  manners^  the  benignity  9t  hia  dispoalioB 
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and  fthtl  warm  interest  in  tbe  happinesB  of  otben  which  led  him  so  constantly  to 
promote  it  m  the  young  people  who  were  committed  to  his  charge.  In  their  society  he 
appeared  entirely  to  forget  the  loss  of  sight,  and  the  melancholy  which,  at  other  times, 
it  might  produce.  **  He  entered/'  says  his  biographer,  **  with  the  cheerful  playfulness 
of  a  young  man,  into  all  the  sprightly  narrative,  the  sportive  fancy,  the  humorous  jest 
Uiat  torn  around  blip.  It  was  a  sight  highly  gratifying  to  philanthropy,  to  see  bow 
much  a  mind  endowed  with  knowledge,  kindled  by  genius,  and  above  all  lighted  up 
vilh  jnoocepct  and  piety,  like  Blacklock's»  could  overcome  the  weight  of  its  own 
calamity^  and  enjoy  the  content,  the  happiness,  and  the  gaiety  of  others.  Several  of 
those  inmates  of  Dr.  Blacklock's  house  retained,  in  future  life,  all  the  warmth  of  that 
impresaioo  which  his  friendship  at  this  early  period  had  made  upon  them;  and  in 
various  quarters  of  the  world,  he  had  friends  and  correspondents  from  whom  no 
length  of  time  or  distance  of  place  had  ever  estranged  him. 

**  Music,  which  to  the  feeling  and  the  pensive,  in  whatever  situation,  is  a  source  of 
extreme  delight,  but  which  to  the  blind  must  be  creative,  as  it  were,  of  idea  and  of 
sentiment,  he  enjoyed  highly,  and  was  himself  a  tolerable  performer  on  several 
instruments,  particidariy  on  the  flute.  He  generally  carried  in  hb  pocket  a  small 
flageolet  *,  on  which  he  played  his  favourite  tunes ;  and  was  not  displeased  when 
asked  in  company  to  play  or  to  si^g  them :  a  natural  feeling  for  a  blmd  man,  who 
thus  adds  a  scene  to  the  drama  of  his  society ."^ 

With  regard  to  his  poetry,  there  seems  uo  occasion  to  involve  ourselves  in  the 
perplexities  which  Mr.  Spence  first  created,  and  then  iiyudiciously  as  well  as 
ioefiectually  endeavoured  to  explain.  The  character  of  his  poetry  is  that  of  sentiment 
and  reason :  his  versification  is  in  general  elegant  and  harmonious^  and  his  thoughts 
soawlimeii  flunr  with  an  ardent  rapisHty  that  betdciens  real  genius.  But  it  is  impossible 
to  ascribe  powers  of  description  to  one  who  bad  seen  nothing  to  describe ;  nor  of 
inventioo  to  one  who  bad  no  materials  upon  which  he  conld  operate.  Where  wo 
find  aay  passages  that' approach  ta  the  descriptmn  of  vbible  objects^  we  must  surdy 
attr9rate  tbem-  la  aaemory.  Ashe.faad  tlie  b^t  EagKsh  poets  frequently  read  to  faimp 
he  attained  a  lifee*conmiaDd  of  the  language  of  poetry,  both  in.  simple  and  compound 
wards,  and  vre  know  that  all  poets*  consider  these  as  oommon  property.  It  is  not 
tkieftva  woaderfiil  that  be  spei^  soollen  of  tmoanlams,  valfies,  riven,  nor  that  he 
appmpriates-  to  visible  objects  their  peculiar  clmmcteriatics,  all  which  he  must  have 
beard  repealed  until  they  lieeattie  fixed  in  his  memory :  but  as  no  man  pursues  long 
abat  alfords  little  more  than  the  exercise  of  conjecture,  we  are  still  perplexed  to 
(bcover  what  pleasure  Mr.  Blacklock  could  .take,  first  in  a  species  of  reading  which 
cooM  give  him  no  ideas,  and  then  in  a  species  of  writing  in  which  he  could  copy  only 
the  expseseioas  of  others.  There  are  few  of  bis  poems  in  which  some  passage  does 
not  oe^r  which  lemptii  us  to  ask,  wjiat  idea  could  be  affix  to  this?  When  he  speaka 
of  ■*  insect  crowds  that  *scape  the  nicest  eye,"  how  could  he  judge  of  crowds «r  insects 

*  "  Hit  llfit  idea  of  learDiDg  to  play  on  this  instrameiit  he  used  to  ascribe  to  m  circumstauoe  rather 
•BeoBUBOD,  but  which,  to  a  mind  like  his,  susceptible  at  the  same  time  ar*T  creative,  miirht  naturally 
coMgh  ariw,  namely,  a  Drwm,  in  which  be  thought  he  met  with  a  shepherd's  boy  on  the  side  of  a 
paUaal  lull,  who  broo^t  the  most  eiqoisito  music  from  that  little  iastroment.'*    Mackenzie. 
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tiiat  had  ne  eyet^t    ''  Staity  akies"  he  might  have  borrowed,  but  what  txwn  of  tboogbf 
led  biin  to  say  of  nighty 

Clouds  peep  dn  dbudii,  and,  as  they  rise, 
CondtDse  to  solid  gloom  the  skies. 

,  *'  Pale  fear,''  *'  pale  lerroor,*  «*  white  robed  innocence,*  •*  iron  swaiy,*'  ••  livid  phan- 
toms,* «  rosy  bowl,*  ««  angel  form,"  and  many  others,  he  had  often  heard,  but  the 
following  images,  if  borrowed  in  parts^  are  certainly  combined  with  ithe  hand  of  a 
master-  ' 

As  swift  descending  shov'n  of  raia^ 

Deform  with  mad  the  clearest  streams^ 
A*  rising  mists  Heav'n's  azure  staiuj 
TtngM  with  Aurora's  blosh  In  vain; 

As  fades  the  flow'rs  In  mid-day  beams ' 
Ob  life  thns  tender  somows  prey. 
And  wcap  in  gloom  its  piomis'd  day,— 

%  Thro' teais  heboid  a  sister's  eyes 

Emitafededray."— 

<  Say,  oould  nor  song  of  malting  wne^ 

Revoke  the  keen  detennin'd  bloiw« 

That  elos'd  lus  sparkling  eye  ? 
Thus  roses  oft,  by  early  doom, 
Robb*d  of  their  bfosh  and  sweet  perftmie^ 

Grow  pale,  recTme,  and  die. 

What  idea  onr  auth(Nr  had  of  these  appearances^  -and  what  kmd  or  degree  of 
jd^suie  they  afforded  bun*  it  is  impossible  to  discover.  He  has  himself  written 
a  very  long  article  on  Blindness  m  the  Encyclopedia  Britaanica»  but  it  aflbfds  no 
lig^t  to  the  present  subject,  containing  chiefly  refleetions  on  the  disadvantagea  of 
Uindness,  and  the  best  means  of  alleviating  them.  His  poem|»  however,  especially 
where  attempts  are  made  at  description,  indicate  powers  which-  seem  to  have 
wanted  the  aid  of  sight  only  to  bring  them  mto  the  hij^ieflt  rank.  We  know  that 
•poetical  genius  is  almost  wholly  hidependent  of  .learning,  and  seemi  often  planted  in 
a  soil  where  nothing  else  will  flourish,  but  Bkicklock's  Is  altogether  an  eztnor- 
dinary  case:  we  have  not  even  terms  by  which  we  can  intelligibly  discnss  his 
merits,  and  we  may  conclude  with  Denina  in  his  Distfrao  iaUa  UUrMtmra^  that 
«lBlacklock  wiU  appear  to  posterity  a  fable,  as  to  us  he  is  a  prodigy.  It  will  be  thought 
a  fiction,  a  paradox,  that  a  man  Uind  from  his  infimcy,  besides  having  made  himaelf 
so  much  a  master  of  various  foreign  languages,  should  be  a  great  poet  in  his  own;  and 
without  having  hardly  ever  seen  the  light,  should  be  so  wmarkaMy  happy  im 
deKrsptioB.* 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


COMMENDATORY  VERSES. 


ITJi.  THOMAS  BLACKLOCK. 

^1X>  bone  and  to  the  Muse  unkuoim 
^  Where  mits  and  scienoe  nerer  ihooe, 

A  hamlet '  stands  secore  : 
Her  rustic  sons,  to  toil  inur'd,  ^ 

If  blooDhig  health  and  gain  allur'd. 

Their  grateful  soil  mannre. 
What  means  my  heart ! — TIs  Natuie*g  pew*r : 
Yes»  here  I  date  my  natal  hour. 

My  banting  heart  would  say  : 
Here  sleep  the  swains  from  whom  I  sprung, 
Whoae  oooacienee  MX  remorse  ne*er  stung  j 

For  Nature  led  their  way. 
Smplicity,  unslainM  with  crimes, 
{A  gem  how  rare  in  modem  times  $  ) 

Was  all  from  them  F  bore  : 
No  sounding  titles  swellM  my  pride ; 
My  heart  to  mis'ry  ne>r  was  ty'd. 

By  heaps  of  shining  ore. 
Heedlem  of  wealth,  of  pow*r,  of  fame  ; 
Heediem  of  each  ambitious  aim,  > 

Here  flowed  my  boyish  years. 
How  oft  these  plains  l*ve  thoughtless  piest  | 
Whistled,  or  suQg  some  ftiir  <  distrest, 

Whoee  fiite  would  steal  my  tears  I 
Thns  mde,  unpolishM,  unrefin'd  ; 
While,  plun^d  in  darkest  night,  my  muid 

Uacultivated  lay ; 
With  pity  moT'd,  my  fate  yon  Tiew'd  ; 
My  way  to  light,  to  reason  shew'd, 

And  opM  the  source  of  day  : 
Yon  looeM  and  Ibrm'd  my  infknt  thought ; 
Your  dcill,  your  matchless  goodness  taught. 

Where  truth  and  bliss  to  find : 
Psintod,  by  thee,  in  all  her  charms, 
Etch  gen'rooa  heart  fair  Virtue  warms, 

And  sweUs  the  rarish'd  mind. 
Hail  bright  celestial,  all  divine  ! 
O  come  !  inspire  this  breast  of  mine 

With  all  thy  heav'niy  powV : 
Lead,  lead  me  to  thy  happiness ; 
Point  oat  thy  path  to  that  blest  place. 

Where  grief  shall  be  no  more, 

Richard  Hswrrr  \ 


>  Roeklifie,  a  little  country  village  near  Carlisle, 

n  the  county  of  Cumberland. 

'  Alluding  to  a  sort  of  narrative  songs,  which 

\  no  inoonsidereble  part  of  the  innocent  amuse- 

s  with  which  the  country  people  pass  the  whiter 

aighti,  and  of  which  the  author  ol  the  present  piece 

was  a  fiittfafnl  rehearser. 

9  Tbas  little  poem  can  boast  aquality  which  com- 


AN  BnSTLE  FROM  DR,  BEATTm. 

TO  TH? 

Rsv,  Mr.  THOMAS  BLACKLOCK 1 

Monstio  quod  ipse  tibi  possis  dare ;  semlta  certe 
Tranq^itto  per  virtutem  patet  unica  vitse. 

JUVRMAI,  Sat.  X. 

Hail  to  the  poet !  whose  spontaneous  lays 
No  pride  restrains,  nor  venal  flattery  sways. 
Who,  nor  from  critics,  nor  from  fashion's  laws, 
L«ams  to  adjust  his  tribute  of  applause; 
But  bold  to  ficel,  and  ardent  to  impart 
What  Nature  whispers  to  the  generous  heart. 
Propitious  to  the  moral  song,  commends. 
For  Virtue's  sake,  the  humblest  of  her  friends* 

Peace  to  the  grumblers  of  an  envious  age. 
Vapid  in  spleen,  or  brisk  in  frothy  rage ! 
Critics,  who,  ere  they  understand,  defeme ; 
And  friends  demure,  who  only  do  not  blame  ; 
And  puppet-prattlers,  whose  unconscious  throat 
Transmits  what  the  pert  witling  prompts  by  rote : 
Pleased,  to  their  spite  or  scorn  I  yield  the  lays 
That  boast  the  sanction  of  a  Blackcock's  praise. 
Let  others  court  the  hiind  and  babbling  crowd : 
Mine  be  the  favour  of  the  wise  and  good. 

O  thou,  to  censure,  as  to  guile  unknown  ! 
Indulgent  to  all  merit  but  thy  own !  [frame. 

Whose  soul,  though  darkness  wrap  thine  earthly 
ExulU  in  virtue's  pure  ethereal  flame  ; 
Whose  thoughts,  congenial  with  the  strains  on  high. 
The  Muse  adorns,  but  cannot  dignify  • 
As  northern  lights,  in  glitteriujr  ^gioos  driven, 
Embellish,  not  exalt,  tbe  starry  Heaven : 
Say  thou,  for  well  thou  know'st  the  art  divine 
To  guide  the  fancy,  and  the  soul  refine, 

mendatory  verses  are  not.  supposed  always  to  possess, 
to  wit,  perfect  sincerity  and  gratitude  in  the  author. 
He  was  a  poor  native  of  a  village  in  the  neighbour- . 
hood  of  Carlisle,  whom  Mr.  Backlock  had  taken  to 
lead  him,  and  whom,  flndiug  him  of  promising 
parts,  and  of  a  disposition  to  learn,  he  endeavoured 
to  make  a  scholar.  He  succeeded  so  welt  as  to  teach 
youag  Hewitt  the  Latin,  Greek,  and  French  lan- 
guages,^ and  some  knowledge  in  the  sciences.  The 
tad  bore  his  master  that  warm  a  flection  which  tiis 
kindness  seldom  failed  to  procure  from  his  domes, 
tics,  and  left  him,  with  unwillingness,  to  enter  the 
service  of  lord  Milton,  (then  lord  justice  clerk, 
and  sous-ministre  for  Scotland  under  Archibald 
duke  of  Argyle),  whoee  secrptory  he  became.  Tbe 
fatigue  of  that  station  hurt  bit  health,  and  he  died 
in  1764. 
<  Vide  Dr.  Seattle's  Poems  ,edition  1 766,  p.  1 35. 
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What  heights  of  excellence  must  he  ascend, 
"Who  longs  to  claim  a  Black  lock  for  bis  (riend ; 
Who  longs  to  emulate  thy  tuneful  art ; 
But  more  thy  meek  simplicity  of  heart ; 
But  more  thy  virtue  patient,  undismay'^d, 
At  onee  though  malice,  and  mischance  iuTade ; 
And,  nor  by  learned  nor  priestly  pride  coiifin*d. 
Thy  zeal  for  truth,  and  love  of  human  kind. 
Like  thee,  with  sweet  ineffiible  controui, 
Teach  me  to  rouse  or  sooth  th'impassion'd  soul, 
And  breathe  the  luxury  of  social  woes  ; 

Ah  !  iU-exchang*d  for  all  that  mirth  bestonrs. 

Ye  slaves  of  mirth,  renounce  your  boasted  plan. 

For  know,  His  sympathy  exalts  the  man. 

But,  midst  the  fe^ve  bower,  or  echoing  hall. 

Can  Riot  listen  to  soft  Pity's  call  ? 

Rude  he  repels  the  soul-ennobling  guest. 

And  yields  to  selfish  joy  his  hardened  breast 
Teach  mc  thine  artless  harmony  of  song, 

Sweet,  as  the  vernal  warblings  boboe  aJong 


Arcadia's  myrtle  groves  ;  ere  Ait  began. 
With  critic  glance  malevolent,  to  scan 
Bold  Nature's  generoos  charms,  displayed  promise 
In  each  warm  cheek,  and  each  ennqpturM  Muie. 
Then  had  not  Fraud  imsoa'd,  hi  nshion's  name, 
For  (reedoiA  Kfcless  form,  Wid  pride  for  shame; 
And,  for  th'  o'  erflowings  of  a  heart  sincere, 
The  feature  fix'd,  nntambh'd  with  a  tear; 
Tbeeautious,  slow,  and  unenliven'd  eye. 
And  breast  inured  to  check  the  tender  sigh. 
Then  love,  unblam'd,  indnlg*d  the  guiltless  smile; 
Deceit  they  fear'd  not,  for  they  knew  not  guile. 
The  social  sense  unaw'd,  that  scom'd  to  own 
The  curb  of  law,  save  Nature**  law  alone. 
To  godlike  aims,  and  godlike  actions  fir'd ; 
And  the  full  energy  of  thought  inspir'd ; 
And  the  fall  dignity  of  pleasure,  given 
V  exalt  desire,  and  yield  a  taste  of  Heaven. 
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POEMS 


OF 


DR.   THOMAS  BLACKLOCR. 


HORjiCB,  ODE  L    imitatsii. 

INtCaUIS  TO 

De.  JOHN  STEVENSON, 
Pkifnaan  t»  Edinburgh* 

0THO17,  vhose  goodness  unconfio^d 
Eiteiids  its  wish  to  human  kiod  j 
By  whose  iodulgeoce  I  aspire 
To  strike  (he  sweet  Horatian  lyre ; 

Thete  are  who,  on  th*  Olympic  plain, 
Ddight  the  charrot's  speed  to  rein  ; 
Imfotv'd  in  glorious  dost  to  roll ; 
To  torn  with  glowing  wheel  the  foal ; 
Who  by  lepeated  trophies  rise, 
koA  Asdte  with  gods  their  pomp  and  skies* 
This  man,  if  changeful  crowds  admire. 
Fermented  er^n  to  viad  desire. 
Their  ibdl  or  inllain  to  elate 
Te alt  the  honours  of  the  state; 
Thit,  if  his  granary  secures 
Whatever  th'  autumnal  sun  matures, 
PlessPd  hif  paternal  field  to  plow, 
Jteowte  fnm  each  ambitious  view, 
Vart  India's  wealth  would  bribe  in  vain. 
To  lanch  the  hark,  and  cut  the  main. 

The  merchant,  while  the  western  breeze 
Tennents  to  rage  th'  Icarian  seas, 
Urg*d  by  th'  impending  hand  of  £ste, 
E^lois  to  Heav'n  his  oountry-seat ; 
Its  sweet  reiliemcnt,  fearless  ease. 
The  fields,  the  air,  the  streams,  the  trees; 
Yet  fiu  the  shattered  bark  again, 
Renlv'd  to  bniTe  the  tumid  main, 
KesolT'd  all  haxards  to  endure, 
Kor  dmn  a  plague,  but,  to  be  poor. 

One  with  the  free,  the  gen*rous  bowl, 
AbsoiiH  his  cares,  and  warms  hte  soul: 
Nov  wiapi  in  ease,  supinely  laid 
Benesth  the  mjnrtle's  am'roos  shade ; 
Nov  where  some  sacred  fi>nntain  flows, 
^hoK  etdeooe  soft  mvites  repose  ; 


While  half  the  sultry  cummer's  day 
On  silent  pinions  steals  away. 

Some  bustm.'/  boast  a  nobler  flame. 
In  fields  of  death  to  toil  iur  lame, 
In  war's  grim  front  to  tempt  their  fate ; 
Curst  war, !  which  brides  and  mothers  hate  : 
As  in  each  kindling  hero's  sight 
Already  glows  the  promised  fight ; 
Their  hearts  with  more  than  transport  bound. 
While  drums  aud  trumpets  mix  their  sound.    . 

Unmindful  of  his  tender  wife. 
And  ev'ry  home-felt  bliss  of  life. 
The  huntsman,  in  th'  unshelter'd  plains. 
Heaven's  whole  inclemency  sustains ; 
Now  scales  the  steepy  mountain's  side. 
Now  tempts  ^e  torrent's  headlong  tide  ; 
Whether  his  faithful  hounds  in  view. 
With  speed  some  timid  prey  pursue  ; 
Or  some  fell  monster  of  the  wood 
At  once  his  hopes  and  snares  elade. 

Good  to  bestow,  like  HeaT'n,  is  thine^ 
Concurring  in  one  great  design ; 
To  cool  the  fever*s  burning  rage. 
To  knit  the  feeble  nerves  of  age  ; 
To  bid  young  health,  with  pleasure  crown'd. 
In  rosy  lustre  smile  around. 

My  humbler  function  shall  I  name  ; 
My  sole  delight,  my  highest  aim  ? 
Inspir'd  thro*  breezy  shades  to  stray, 
Where  choral  nymphs  and  graces  play  ; 
Above  th'  unthinking  herd  to  soar. 
Who  sink  forget,  and  are  no  more ; 
To  snatch  from  fate  an  honest  fame. 
Is  all  I  hope,  and  all  I  claim. 
If  to  my  TOWS  Euterpe  deign 
The  Doric  reed's  mellifiuent  strain. 
Nor  Polyh3rmnia,  darling  Muse  ! 
To  tune  the  Lesbian  harp  refuse. 
But,  if  you  rank  me  with  the  choir, 
Who  toQch,  with  happy  hand,  the  lyre  ; 
Exulting  to  the  starry  firame, 
Sustain'd  by  all  the  wings  of  feme. 
With  bays  adom'd  I  then  shall  soar. 
Obscure,  depresi^d,  and  sooni'd  no  more 
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White  Envy,  vainly  vamrVn  ibe. 
With  ttbie  wings  shall  flag  below ; 
And,  Aom»d  to  breathe  a  grosier  air, 
TO  reach  my  glorioas  height  despair. 


BLACKLOCK'S  POEMS. 

AN  HYMN  TO  THE  SUPREME  BEtNQ. 

IK   IMITATION  OF  THE  Cimi    FSAUC. 


PSALM    L      IMITATIB. 

How  blest  the  man,  how  more  than  blest  f 

Whose  heart  no  guilty  thoughts  employ  i 
God's  endless  sunshine  fills  his  breast. 

And  smiling  conscience  whispers  peace  and  joy. 
Fair  Rectitude's  unerring  way 

His  heav'n-conducted  step9  pnnoe ; 
White  crowds  in  guilt  and  errour  stray 

UnstaraM  his  soul,  and  vndaceivM  hia  view. 
While,  with  unmeaning  laughter  gay 

Scorn,  on  her  throne  erected  hi«hV 
Emits  a  fiilse  delusive  ray. 

To  catch  th'  astonish'd  gaze  of  Folly's  eye  ; 
Deep  in  herself  his  soul  retir'd, 

Unmov'd,  beholds  the  meteor  blase. 
And,  with  all-peifect  beauty  fir'd. 

Nature,  and  Nature's  God.  intent  surveys. 
Him  from  high  Heav'n.  her  naUve  seal. 

Eternal  Wisdom's  self  inspires,'      ^ 
While  he,  with  pulpoM^  fix'd  as  fkte. 

Pursues  her  dictates,  and  her  chaima  admires. 
In  sunshine  mUd,  and  temp'rate  air, 

^Z^  r"iS  ^^^^g  ^«"ntein  flows. 
So  nura'd  by  Nature's  tend'rest  care. 
A  lofty  tree  with  autumn's  treasure  glows, 

^'^^  '*?  ^"*^^"  ^«  summer  gale 
With  pleasure  waves  the  genial  winir  ■ 

There  no  unfriendly  colds  prevail. 

To  chillthe  vigour  of  its  endless  spring. 

Amid  its  hospitable  shade 

Nor  !SIn  VT^^*  ^^*^  *«~  ^  I«y  i 
noT  shall  Its  honours  ever  &de 

Nor  immature  its  plenteoos  fmit  decay. 

^^^^'Jr?*"'^^*^  *™  sustafn'd. 

Thus  Virtue  soon  or  late  shall  rise : 
*'njoy  her  conquest,  nobly  gain'd. 

And  share  immortal  triumph  in  the  skies. 

^"i/?"*;;.*^  ^^"^  ^«'<>'n  Wind. 

Who  Vice's  tempting  call  obey. 
A  dirrent  fete  shall  quickly  find. 

To  every  roaring  storm  an  easy  prey, ' 

"""w-.T^?.  ^J^'^wiDg  winds  ariU, 
T  •  y^'^»l«"  their  lawless  f.iry  driv'n. 

f.rl?*!"?.^*' *^"*^ '"<^^^nt  flies. 

Whiri'd  m  swift  eddies  thro'  Si  vault  of  HeaVn 
Wh^  m  tremendous  pomp  array'd. 

Descending  from  the  op'ningsky 
With  full  omnipotence  display'd 

Here  God  shall  call  on  Naturi  to  reply .. 
Then  Vice,  with  shame  and  grief  depress'd 

Sha^l  feel  Hell  kindling  in  ber  breik, 

Nor  tc.  her  Judge  prefer  her  trembling  pniy»r  • 

For,  with  a  father's  fond  regard  * 

To  bhs  » he  views  fair  Virtue'lend ; 

While  Vice  obtains  herjustrewanl,' 
And  all  her  paths  in  deep  penlition  end. 


Quid  prius  dicam  solitis  parentis 
Laudibus  ?  qui  res  bominom  ac  deorum. 
Qui  mare  et  terras,  variisque  mundum 

Temperat  horis  ?  HoaAci. 

Arise,  my  soul !  on  wings  seraphic  rise, 
And  praise  th'  almighty  Sov'reign  of  the  skies  j 
In  whom  alone  essential  glory  shines. 
Which  not  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns,  nor  boundlew 
space  confines. 
When  darkness  rui'd  with  universal  sway. 
He  spoke,  and  kindled  up  the  blaze  of  day  ; 
First,  fairest  offspring  of  the  omnific  woid  I 
Which,  like  a  garment,  clothM  its  aoVreign  Loid, 
On  hquid  air  he  bade  the  columns  rise. 
That  prop  the  starry  concave  of  the  skies  ; 
Difius'd  the  blue  expanse  from  pole  to  pole. 
And  spread  circumflnent  ether  raiitnd  the  whole. 

Soon  as  he  bids  impetuons  tempests  fly. 
To  wing  his  so<indtng  chariot  thro*  the  sky  ; 
Impetuous  tempests  the  command  obey. 
Sustain  his  flight,  and  sweep  th'  aerial  #ay. 
Fraught  with  his  mandates,  from  the  raalason  high. 
Unnumber'd  hosts  of  radiant  herakU  fly. 
From  orb  to  orb,  with  progress  unoonfin'd. 
As  lightning  swift,  resistless  as  the  wind. 

In  ambient  air  this  pond'roos  ball  he  bui». 
And  bade  its  centre  rest  for  ever  strong ; 
Heav'n,  air.  and  sea,  wfth  ail  then*  storms,  m  vwn 
Assault  the  basis  of  the  firm  machine. 

At  thy  Almighty  voice  eld  Ocean  raves. 
Wakes  all  his  force,  and  gathers  all  his  wav«s  ; 
Nature  lies  mantled  in  a  wafiy  robe, 
And  shoreless  billows  revel  round  the  globe  | 
O'er  highest  hills  the  higher  surges  rise. 
Mix  with  the  clouds,  and  meet  the  fluid  skio. 
But  when  in  thunder  the  rebuke  was  giv'n. 
That  shook  th'  eternal  firmament  of  Heav'n  ; 
The  grand  rebuke  th*  affrighted  waves  obey. 
And  in  confusion  scour  their  uncouth  way  s 
And  posting  rapid  to  the  place  decreed. 
Wind  down  the  hills,  and  sweep  the  humble  mead* 
Reluctant  in  their  bounds  the  waves  subside  5 
The  bounds,  impervious  to  the  lasliing  tide. 
Retrain  its  rage  -,  whilst,  with  incessant  roar. 
It  shakes  the  caA-ems,  and  assaults  the  8hor«. 

By  him,  from  mountains  cloth'd  in  lucid  snow 
Through  fertile  vales  the  mazy  rivers  flow. 

Here  the  wild  horse,  uncdnscious  of  the  rein. 
That  revels  boundless  o'er  the  wide  campaign 
Imbibes  the  silver  surge,  with  heat  opprest,      ' 
To  cool  the  fever  of  his  glowing  breast. 

Here  rising  boughs,  adorn'd  with  summer's  prido 
Project  their  waving  umbrage  o'er  the  tide  5  * 

While,  gently  perching  on  the  leafy  spray. 
Each  featherM  warbler  tunes  his  Various  lay  z 
And,  while  thy  praise  they  symphon'ze  around. 
Creation  echoes  to  the  grateful  sound. 
Wide  oVr  the  Heav'ns  the  various  bow  he  bends 
It«8  tinctures  briglitens,  ami  its  arch  extends  •  * 

At  the  glad  sign  the  airy  conduits  flow. 
Soften  the  hills,  and  cheer  the  meads  below  : 
By  genial  fervour  and  prolific  rain, 
Swift  vegetation  clothes  the  smiling  plain  : 
Nature,  profusely  good,  with  bliss  o'crflows. 
And  still  is  pregnant^  tlio*  she  still  bestows. 
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tKtt  wrniit  putnrei  wide  cxtend6d  Ite, 
And  yield  the  f^nnng  herd  exaberant  supply. 
Luxufiaiit  waying  in  the  wmntoa  air, 
Here  golden  grain  rewards  the  peasant's  care : 
Here  Tines  mature  with  fresh  carnation  glow. 
And  HeaT'n  above  difibses  Heav*n  below. 
Erect  and  tall  here  OKwintBin  cedars  rise. 
Wave  in  the  starry  vault,  and  emulate  the  skiei. 

Here  the  wiog'd  ciowd,  that  skim  the  yieldiog  air. 
With  artful  toil  their  liUle  domes  prepam ; 
Ben  bateh  their  tender  young,  and  nurse  their 

rising  care, 
rp  the  steep  hill  aaoends  the  nimble  doe, 
Wbile  tinud  conies  scour  the  plains  below. 
Or  in  the  pendant  rock  elude  the  scenting  foe. 

He  bade  the  siWer  majesty  of  night 
RsTolve  her  circles,  and  increase  her  light; 
Aflign'd  a  province  to  each  rolling  sphere, 
And  tanght  the  Sun  to  regulate  the  year. 
At  his  command,  wide  hov'ring  o*er  the  plain, 
Primeval  night  resumes  her  gloomy  reign : 
Then  fro^  their  dens,  impatient  of  delay. 
The  savage  monsters  bend  their  speedy  way. 
Howl  thro*  the  spacious  waste,  and  chase  their 

■righted  prey. 
Here  stalks  the  shaggy  monarch  of  the  wood, 
Thnght  from  thy  providence  to  ask  his  food  : 
To  thee,  O  Father,  to  thy  bounteoiw  ski«i, 
He  rears  bis  mane,  and  rolls  his  glaring  eyes; 
Heroare;  the  deaerttrembles  wide  around. 
And  repercumive  hills  repeat  the  sound. 

Now  orient  gems  the  eastern  skies  adorn. 
And  joyful  Nature  hails  the  op'ning  mom : 
The  rovera,  conscious  of  approaching  day, 
Fly  to  their  sheKers,  and  fjrget  their  prey.   * 
Laborious  man,  with  mod'rate  slumber  blest, 
Sfirings  cheeiful  to  his  toil  from  downy  rest; 
Till  grateful  evening,  with  her  argent  train. 
Bid  labour  cease,  and  ease  the  weary  swain. 
.    **  Hail !  soiv>reigngijodness,  alUproduotive  mind  ! 
On  all  thy  wwrks  thjrself  inscrib'd  we  find : 
Hqw  various  all,  how  variously  endow'd. 
How  great  their  number,  and  each  part  how  good ! 
How  perfect  then  roust  the  great  Parent  shine, 
Who,  with  one  act  of  energy  divine, 
Laid  the  vast  plan,  and  finished  the  design  !*'  [sue, 
Where-e'er  the  pleasing  search  my  thoughts  pur- 
rnboonded  goodness  rises  to  my  view ; 
Nor  does  our  world  alone  its  influence  share  ; 
EsbaosUesB  bounty,  and  unwearied  care. 
Emends  through  all  tb'  infinitudn  of  space. 
And  circles  Nature  with  a  kind  embrace. 
The  azure  kingdoms  of  the  deep  below. 
Thy  pow'r,  thy  wisdoqi,  and  thy  goodness  show : 
Here  multitudes  of  ra  nous  beings  stray, 
Ciowd  the  profbund,  or  on  the  surface  play : 
Tsll  navies  here  their  doubtful  way  explore, 
And  ev*ry  product  wait  from  ev'ry' shore ; 
Ilcnoe  me^re  want  ezpelPd,  and  sanguine  strife, 
For  the  mild  charms  of  cultivated  life ; 
Hcnoe  social  union  spreads  from  soul  to  soul. 
And  India  joins  in  friendship  with  the  pole. 
Here  the  huge  potent  of  the  scaly  train 
Enonnooa  sails  incumbent  o*er  the  main. 
An  animated  isle ;  and  in  his  way, 
IlBshes  to  Heav'n's  blue  arch  the  foamy  sea : 
Wh^  eides  and  ocean  mingle  storm  and  flame, 
fgftending  instant  wreck  to  Nature's  frame, 


^  PleasM  in  the  scene,  he  mocks,  with  conscious  pride* 
The  volley*d  lighftting,  and  the  surging  tide ; 
And,  white  the  wrathful  elements  engage, 
Foments  with  horrid  sport  the  tempest's  rage. 
All  these  thy  watchful  providence  supplies. 
To  thee  alone  they  turn  their  waithig  eyes ; 
For  them  thou  open'bt  thy  exhaustless  store. 
Till  the  capacious  wish  can  grasp  no  more. 

But,  if  one  moment  thou  thy  face  should'st  hide^ 
Thy  glory  clouded,  or  thy  smiles  denyM, 
Then  widow*d  Nature  veils  her  mournful  eyes. 
And  vents  her  grief  in  universal  cries : 
Then  gloomy  Death  with  all  his  meagre  train. 
Wide  G*er  the  nations  spreads  his  dismal  reign  ; 
Sea,  earth,  and  air,  the  boundlest  ravage  mourn. 
And  all  their  hosts  to  native  dust  return. 
But  when  again  thy  glory  is  displayed, 
Reviv'd  creation  lifts  her  cheerful  head  ; 
New  rising  forms  thy  potent  smiles  obey. 
And  life  rekindles  at  the  gonial  ray : 
United  thanks  replentsh*d  Nature  pays 
And  Heav'n  and  Karth  resound  their  Maker's  praises 

When  time  shall  in  eternity  be  lost, 
And  hoary  Nature  lau,^iti.^h  into  dust; 
For  ever  young  thy  glory  shall  remain, 
Vast  as  thy  being,  endless  as  thy  reign. 
ThoH,  from  the  reziuns  of  eternal  day, 
View'st  all  thy  works  at  one  immense  survey: 
Pteas'd,  thou  behold'st  the  whole  propeosely  tend 
To  perfiict  happine<is,  its  glorious  end. 

if  thou  to  Earth  but  turn  thy  wrathful  eyes. 
Her  basis  trembles,  and  her  offspring  dies : 
Thou  smit^st  the  bills,  and,  at  th*  Almighty  blow. 
Their  summits  kioflle,  and  their  inwards  glow. 

While  this  immortal  spark  ofheav'nly  flame 
Distends  my  breast,  and  animates  my  frame  ; 
To  thee  my  ardent  praises  shall  be  borne 
On  the  first  breeze  that  wakes  the  blushing  morn  i 
The  latest  star  shall  hear  the  pleasing  sound, 
And  Nature  in  full  choir  shall  join  around. 
When  full  of  thee  my  apul  excursive  flies 
Thro*  air,  earth,  ocean,  or  thy  regal  ^kies ; 
Fnim  world  to  world,  new  wonderw  still  I  find. 
And  all  the  Godhead  flashes  on  my  mind.      [flight 
When,  wing*d  with  whiriwinds^  Vice  shall  take  its 
To  the  deep  bonom  of  eternal  night. 
To  thee  my  soul  shall  endless  praises  pay  t 
Join,  men  and  angels,  join  th*  exalted  lay  1 


PSJLM  CXXXIX.      IMITATBB. 

Me,  O  my  God  !  thy  piercirg  eye. 

In  motion,  or  at  rest,  surveys ; 
If  to  the  looely  couch  1  fly. 

Or  travel  Uiro'  frequented  ways  ; 
Where  e*er  I  move,  thy  boundless  reign. 
Thy  mighty  presence,  circles  all  the  scene. 
^V^^ere  shall  my  thonghts  from  thee  retire, 

Whow  view  pervades  my  inmost  heart  1 
The  latent,  kindling,  young  desire. 

The  vnrd,  'ere  horn  my  lips  it  part. 
To  thee  their  various  foifiis  display. 
And  shine  reveal'd  in  thy  suieloiided  day* 
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•Behind  nie  if  I  turn  my  eyei, 

Or  forward  bend  my  wrad'ring  Mght, 
Wbaterer  objects  round  me  rise 

Thro'  the  wide  fields  oi  air  and  light ; 
With  thee  impress'd,  each  various  frame 
The  forming,  moving,  present  God  proclaim. 
Father  of  all,  omniscient  Mind, 

Thy  wisdom  who  can  comprehend  } 
Its  highest  point  what  eye  can  find. 

Or  to  its  lowest  depths  descend  f 
That  wisdom,  which,  'ere  things  began. 
Saw  full  ezprest  th'  all -comprehending  plan  f 
What  cavern  deep,  what  hill  subUme, 

Beyond  thy  reach,  shall  I  pursue  ? 
What  dark  recess,  what  distant  clime. 

Shall  hide  me  iVom  thy  distant  view  } 
Wh^  from  thy  spirit  shall  I  fly, 
Bifiiisive,  vital,  felt  thro'  Earth  and  sky  ? 
If  up  to  Heav'n's  etherial  height, 

lliy  prospect  to  elude,  I  rise ; 
Jn  splendour  there,  severely  bright. 

Thy  presence  shall  my  sight  surprise  t 
There,  beaming  firom  their  source  divine. 
In  full  meridian,  light  and  beauty  shine* 
Beneath  the  pendant  globe  if  laid,  , 

If  plmig'd  in  Hell's  abyss  prolbnndy 
I  call  on  night's  impervious  shade 

To  spread  essential  blackness  round; 
Conspicuous  to  thy  wide  survey, 
Ev>n  Hell's  grim  horrours  kindle  into  day. 
Thee,  mighty  God  !  my  wondering  soul. 

Thee,  all  Iker  conscious  powers  adore » 
Whose  being  circumscribes  the  whole, 

Whose  eyes  its  utmost  bounds  explore; 
Alik^  illum'd  by  native  light. 
Amid  the  Son's  full  blaze,  or  gloom  of  night. 
If  through  the  fields  of  ether  borne. 

The  living  winds  my  flight  sustain  ; 
If  on  the  rosy  wings  of  morn, 

I  seek  the  distant  western  main ; 
There',  O  my  God !  thou  still  art  found. 
Thy  pow'r  upholds  me,  and  thy  arms  suRdnnd. 
Thy  essence  fills  this  breathing  frame. 

It  glows  in  ev'ry  conscious  part ; 
lights  up  my  soul  with  livelier  flame, 

And  feeds  with  life  my  beating  heart; 
Unfelt  akmg  my  veins  it  glides. 
And  through  their  mazes  rolls  the  purple  tides. 
While  in  the  nlent  womb  enclos'd, 

A  growing  embryo  yet  I  lay. 
Thy  hand  my  various  parts  dispos'd. 

Thy  breath  infus'd  life's  genial  ray  $ 
'Till,  finish'd  by  thy  wondrous  plan, 
I  rose  the  dread,  majestic  form  of  man. 
To  thee,  from  whom  my  being  came. 

Whose  smile  is  all  the  Ueav*n  i  know, 
Beplete  with  all  my  wondrous  theme. 

To  thee,  my  votive  strains  shall  flow : 
Great  Archetype !  who  first  design'd. 
Expressive  of  thy  glory,  human  kind. 
Who  can  the  stars  of  Heav'n  explore. 

The  flow'rs  that  deck  the  verdant  plain, 
Th'  unnumber'd  sands  that  form  the  shore. 

The  drops  that  swell  the  spacious  main  ? 
Let  him  thy  wonders  publish  itnmd. 
Till  Earth  and  Hear'n't  eternal  throne  icioand. 


As  subterFaaeotts  flames  ooofin'd. 
From  Earth's  dark  womb  impetuoos  rise. 

The  conflagration,  fann'd  by  wind. 
Wraps  realms,  and  blazes  to  the  skies : 

In  lightning's  flash,  and  tbunder*s  roar. 

Thus  vice  shall  feel  the  teiqiest  of  thy  pow'n 

Fly  then,  as  for  as  pole  from  pole^ 

Ye  sons  of  slaughtar,  quick  retire ; 
At  whose  approach  my  kindling  soul 

Awakes  to  imcRtingttisfa'd  ire : 
Fly;  nor  provoke  the  thmder's  aim. 
You,  who  in  scorn  proooonoe  th'  Atmtgbty's  name. 
The  wretch  who  dares  thy  pow'r  deff , 

And  on  thy  vengeance  loodly  call, 
On  him  not  pity's  melting  eye. 

Nor  partial  forour,  e^er  shall  fall : 
Still  shall  thy  foes  be  mine,  still  sharo 
Unpity'd  torture,  and  unmix'd  despair. 
Behold,  O  God  I  behold  me  stand. 

And  to  thy  strict  regard  disclose 
Whate'er  was  acted  by  my  hand, 

WhateVr  my  inmost  thoughts  propose  z 
If  vice  indulg*d  their  candour  stain. 
Be  all  my  portion  bitterness  and  pain. 
But,0!  if  nature,  weak  and  frail. 

To  strong  temptations  oft  give  way  ; 
If  doubt,  or  passion,  oft  prevail 

O'er  wand'ring  reason's  feeble  ray  ; 
Let  not  thy  frowns  my  foult  reprove, 
But  guide  thy  creature  with  a  Father's  love. 


AN  HYMN  TO  DIVINE  LOVE. 

IN  IMITATIOW  OF  SFEIfCtlU 

No  more  nf  lower  flames,  whose  pleasing  rage 
With  sighs  and  soft  complaints  I  weakly  fed  $ 
At  whose  unworthy  shrine,  my  budding  age, 
And  willing  Muse>  their  first  devotion  paid. 
Fly,  nurse  of  madness,  to  eternal  shade : 
Far  from  my  soul  abjur'd  and  hanish'd  fly. 
And  yield  to  nobler  fires,  that  lift  the  soul  more 
high. 
O  Love !  coeval  with  thy  parent  God, 
To  thee  I  kneel,  thy  present  aul  implore ; 
At  whose  celestial  voice  and  pow>rfnl  nod 
Old  Disoonl  fled,  and  Chaos  ceasM  to  roar. 
Light  smii'd,  and  order  rose,  unseen  before. 
But  in  the  plan  of  the  eternal  mhid,     [design^. 
When  God  designed  the  work,  and  lov*d  the  vrork 
Thou  fill'di>t  the  waste  of  ocean,  earth,  and  air. 
With  multitudes  that  swim,  or  walk,  or  fly : 
From  rolling  worlds  descends  thy  generous  caure. 
To  insect  crowds  that  'scape  the  nicest  eye : 
For  each  a  sphere  was  circumscrlb'd  by  thee. 
To  bless,  and  to  be  bless'd,  their  noblest  end  ; 
To  which,  with  speedy  course,  they  all  onerrin^ 
'  tend. 
Consdous  of  thee,  with  nobler  pow'rs  endu'd* 
Next  man,  thy  darling,  into  being  rose. 
Immortal,  form'd  for  fcigh  beatitude. 
Which  naither  end  nor  interruption  knows. 
Till  evil,  oouch'd  in  fraud,  be^o  his  woes  s 
Then  to  thy  aid  was  boundless  wisdom  joined. 
And  for  apostate  man  redemptkxi  thus  deaign'd. 
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By  thM,  hk  gM«i  mif d  in  iaortAl  tbiood, 
God's  dtfliaff  oApring  left  bit  teat  <m  high  | 
And  ReaT^and  Euth,  mamtfdtmd  tremMiog  ▼iew'd 
Their  voandad  $Qfv*ni|ni  groan,  and  btaed,  and  die. 
fiy  tbea  in  triumph  to  his  natitn  fky, 
Od  angdt  wingi,  thnndor  God  atpir'd. 
Relenting  jiuticesnuFd  and  frowmnfvimthrekiv'd. 

To  (bee,  mimiflc,  erer-flammg  Lore  ! 

Ooe  eodien  hymn  united  nature  ringi : 

To  thee  the  bright  inhabitants  above 

Toae  the  giad  voice,  and  sweep  the  waiting  strings. 

Ffom  pole  to  pdle^  on  erer-waving  wings. 

Winds  waft  thy  praise,  by  rolling  planets  tun*d; 

Aid  then,  O  Love !  my  voice  to  emulate  the  sound. 
It  cooMs !  it  oomes !  I  feel  internal  day  ; 
TbosftiMve  warmth  through  all  my  bosom  glows  $ 
My  soul  expanding  gives  the  torrent  way  ; 
Thro*  all  my  vehis  it  kindles  as  it  flows. 
Thus,  ravish'd  from  the  scene  of  night  and  woes, 

Ob  1  natch  me,  bear  me  to  thy  happy  reign ; 

There  teach  my  tongue  thy  pnuse  in  mora  exalted 
strain. 


JK  HYMN  TO  BENEVOLENCE. 

Har!  source  of  trenqxnt  ever  new; 
Whibt  thy  kind  dictates  I  pursue, 

Itastoajoy  ancere; 
Too  vast  for  little  mrads  to  know. 
Who  on  themselves  alooe  bestow 

Their  wishes  and  their  care, 
fiaughter  of  God  !  delight  of  man  < 
From  thee  felicity  began ; 

Which  sUll  thy  hand  sustains: 
By  thee  sweet  Peace  her  empire  spread. 
Fair  Scienee  rais'd  her  laurel'd  head. 

And  DiKord  gnashM  in  chains. 
Ftf  as  the  pointed  sunbeam  flies, 
Thraugh  peopled  Earth  and  starry  ikies. 

All  Nature  owns  thy  nod : 
We  see  thy  energy  prevail 
Through  Bang's  ever-risinf  scale, 

fion  nothing  «v*a  to  God. 
Envy,  that  tortures  her  own  heart 
Wrfh  plagiies  and  ever-bumoig  smart. 

Thy  channs  divine  expel : 
Agbast  she  shuts  her  livid  eyes, 
Aad,  wing'd  with  tenfold  fury,  flies 

To  nativw  night  and  HelL 
By  tiiea  inqiir'd,  the  gen'rous  breast, 
h  blcKing  others  only  blest. 

With  goodness  large  and  free, 
SeiigfatB  the  widow's  tears  to  stoy, 
lb  leach  the  blind  their  smoothest  way. 

And  aid  the  feeble  knee. 
0  come  I  and  o'er  my  bosom  reign, 
Eipand  my  heart,  inflame  each  vein. 

Thro*  ev*i7  action  sftine  ; 
Each  hnr,  each  selfirii,  wiah  controul. 
With  all  thy  esnnoe  warm  my  soul, 

Aad  nmke  ms  whoUy  thine. 
Nor  let  foir  Virtne^  mortal  bane, 
Ths  swil  cwiiIhHhii  thint  of  gam. 


My  faintest  wishes  sway ; 
By  her  posses8*d,  ere  hearts  reflne, 
In  Hell's  dark  ddpth  shall  mercy  shine. 

And  kindle  endless  day. 
If  from  thy  lacred  paths  I  turn. 
Nor  ieel  their  griefs,  while  others  mourn. 

Nor  with  their  pleasures  glow : 
Banish'd  from  God,  from  bliss,  and  thee. 
My  own  tormentor  let  me  be. 

And  groan  in  hopeless  woe. 


JN  HYMN  TO  FORTITUDE. 

Night,  brooding  o^er  her  mute  domain. 
In  awful  silence  wraps  her  reign ; 
Clouds  pren  on  clouds,  and,  as  they  rise. 
Condense  to  solid  gloom  the  skies. 

Portentous,  through  the  foggy  air. 
To  wake  the  demon  of  despair, 
The  raven  hoarse,  and  boding  owl. 
To  Hecate  curst  anthems  howl. 

Intent,  with  execrable  art, 
To  burn  the  veins,  and  tear  the  heart. 
The  witch,  unballowM  bones  to  ndae, 
Through  fan*ral  vaults  and  cbamels  strays  ; 
Calls  the  damn'd  shade  from  evVy  cell. 
And  adds  new  labours  to  their  Hell.  , 

And,  shield  me  Heaven  !  what  hollow  sound, 
Like  fate's  dread  knell,  runs  echoing  round  ? 
The  bell  strikes  ooe,  that  magic  hour. 
When  rising  fiends  exert  their  pow'r. 
And  now,  sure  now,  some  ctfuse  unblast 
Breathes  more  than  horroor  thro'  my  breast  t 
How  deep  the  breeze !  how  dim  the  light ! 
What  spectres  swim  before  my  sight  1 
My  fhnen  limbs  pale  terrour  chains. 
And  in  wild  eddies  wheels  my  brains : 
My  icy  blood  forgets  to  roll. 
And  death  ev'n  seetns  to  seize  my  soul. 
What  sacred  pow'r,  what  healing  art. 
Shall  bid  my  soul  herself  assert ; 
Shall  rouse  th>  immortal  active  flame. 
And  teach  her  whence  her  being  came  ? 

O  Fortitude  I  divinely  bright, 
O  Virtue's  child,  and  man*s  delight  I 
Descend,  an  amicable  guest. 
And  with  thy  firmness  steel  my  breast : 
Descend  propitious  to  my  lays, 
And,  while  my  lyre  resounds  thy  praise. 
With  energy  divinely  strong, 
Eialt  my  soul,  and  warm  my  song. 

When  raving  in  eternal  patus,  ' 
And  loaded  with  ten  thousand  chains. 
Vice,  deep  in  Phlegeton,  yet  lay. 
Nor  with  her  visage  blasted  day ; 
No  fear  to  guiltless  man  was  known. 
For  God  and  Virtue  reign'd  alone. 
But,  when  from  native  flames  and  m'ght. 
The  cursed  monster  wing'd  her  flight. 
Pale  Fear,  among  her  hideous  train, 
Chas'd  sweet  Contentment  from  her  reign; 
Plae*d  Death  and  Hell  before  each  eye. 
And  wrapt  in  mist  the  golden  sky ; 
Banish'd  from  day  each  dear  daligfat. 
And  shook  with  conscious  starts  the  night 
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WbeD,  from  th'  imperial  Msfai  on  hjgb. 
The  Lord  of  nature  tarn'd  bis  eye 
To  viewtbe^tateof  thiogibelo^i 
Still  blest  to  make  bis  creatures  so : 
From  Eartb  be  saw  Astnea  fly, 
And  seek  her  mansions  in  tbe  sky ; 
Peace,  crovn*d  with  olives,  left  her  tbrooa. 
And  wbite-rob'd  Innocence  was  gone : 
While  Vice,  revealM  in  open  day. 
Sole  tyrant  rulM  with  iron  si^ay ; 
And  Virtue  veiPd  her  weeping  cbarms. 
And  fled  for  refuge  to  bis  arms. 
Her  altars  scom'd,  ber  shrines  defaced— 
Whom  thus  th'  essential  Good  addressU 

"  Thou,  whom  my  soul  adores  alone, 
Effulgent  sbaier  of  my  throne. 
Fair  empress  of  eternity ! 
Who  uncreated  reign*Bt  like  me  ; 
Whom  I,  who  sole  and  boundlen  fway, 
With  pleasure  infinite  obey  : 
To  yon  diurnal  scenes  below. 
Who  feel  their  folly  in  their  woe. 
Again  propitious  turn  thy  flight. 
Again  oppose  yon  tyrant's  might ; 
To  Earth  thy  ckmdless  charms  disclose, 
Bevive  thy  friends,  aind  blast  thy  foes  : 
Thy  triumphs  man  shall  raptur'd  see. 
Act,  suffer,  live,  and  die  for  thee. 
But  since  all  crimes  their  Hell  contain* 
Since  all  must  feel  who  merit  pain. 
Let  Fortitude  thy  steps  attend. 
And  be,  like  tbee,  to  man  a  friend  ; 
To  urge  him  on  tbe  arduous  road. 
That  leads  to  virtue,  bliss,  and  Qod  ; 
To  blunt  the  sting  of  ev'ry  grief, 
And  be  to  all  a  near  relief.'' 

He  said ;  and  she,  with  smiles  divine. 
Which  made  all  Heav'n  more  brightly  shiney 
To  Earth  retnmM  with  all  her  train. 
And  brought  the  golden  age  again. 
Since  erring  mortals,  unconstrain'd. 
The  God,  that  warms  their  breast,  profon'd. 
She,  guardian  of  their  joys  no  more. 
Could  only  leave  them,  and  d^lore : 
They,  now  th^easy  prey  of  pain, 
Curst  in  their  wish,  their  choice  obtain  ; 
Till  arm'd  with  Heav'n  and  fate,  she  came 
Her  destin'd  honours  to  reclaim. 
Vice  and  her  slaves  beheld  her  flight. 
And  fled,  like  birds  obscene,  from  light. 
Back  to  th'  abode  of  plagues  return. 
To  sin  and  smart,  blaspheme  and  bum. 

Thou,  goddess  !  since,  with  sacred  aid. 
Hast  ev'ry  grief  and  pain  allay'd. 
To  joy  converted  ev'ry  smart, 
And  plac'd  a  Heav'n  m  ev'r^  heart : 
By  th^  we  act,  by  thee  sustain. 
Thou  sacred  antidote  of  pain  ! 
At  thy  great  nod  the  Alps  <  subside, 
Reluctsnt  rivers  turn  their  tide ; 
With  all  thy  fbrce  Alcides  warm'd, 
His  hand  against  oppressioa  arm'd : 
By  thee  his  mighty  nerves  were  strung, 
By  tbee  his  strength  for  ever  young ; 
And  whilst  on  brutal  force  he  press'd, 
His  vigodr,  with  his  foes,  increas'd. 

I  Allnding  to  tbe  histoiy  of  Hannibal, 


By  thee,  1^  jQTO*a alnigMy  fcMd^ /^ 
AmbitionVbavoek  to  withstand, 
Timoleon  >  rase,  the  soourge  of  fete. 
And  hori'd  a  tyrant  from  bis  state  ; 
The  brother  ro  bis  sonl  aubdn'd. 
And  warm'd  tbe  poniard  in  his  hkiod ; 
A  sooi  by  so  much  virtue  fir'd. 
Not  Greece  alone,  but  Heav'n  admir'd. 

But  in  these  dregs  of  human  kind. 
These  days  to  guilt  and  fear  resigned. 
How  rara  such  views  the  heart  elate  ! 
To  brave  the  last  extremes  of  Fate  ; 
Like  Heavla's  almighty  pow'r  serene. 
With  fix'd  regard  to  view  tbe  soene, 
When  Nature  quakes  beneath  the  storm. 
And  Honour  wean  its  direst  from. 
Tho^  futura  worlds  ara  now  descry'd, 
Tho'  Paul  has  writ,  and  Jesus  dyM,    ' 
DispellM  tbe  dark  infernal  shade, 
And  all  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns  display'd; 
Curst  with  onnumber'd  groundless  fears. 
How  pale  yon  shiv'ring  wretch  appears ! 
For  him  the  day-light  shines  in  vain. 
For  him  the  fields  no  jojrs  contain ; 
Nature's  whole  charms  to  him  are  lost. 
No  more  the  woods  their  music  boast; 
No  more  the  mods  then-vernal  bloom. 
No  more  the  gales  thnr  rich  perfnme  s 
Impending  mists  deform  the  sky. 
And  beauty  withers  iu  his  eye. 
In  hopes  his  terrour  to  elud#. 
By  day  he  mingles  with  the  crowds 
Yet  finds  his  soul  to  feais  a  prey. 
In  busy  crowds,  and  open  day. 
If  night  his  lonely  walk  surprise. 
What  horrid^  visions  round  him  rise ; 
That  blasted'oak,  which  meets  bis  way,  * 

Shown  by  the  meteor's  sudden  ray. 
The  midnight  murd'rer's  known  retreat^ 
JPelt  Heav'n's  avengeful  bolt  of  late ; 
The  clashing  chain,  the  groan  profound. 
Loud  from  yon  niin'd  tow'r  resound ; 
And  now  the  spot  Ue  teems  to  tread. 
Where  some  self-^anghter'd  corse  was  laid : 
He  feels  fixt  Earth  beneath  him  bend. 
Deep  murmurs  from  her  caves  ascend  ; 
Till  all  his  soul,  by  fency  sway'd, 
Sees  lurid  phantoms  crowd  the  shade ; 
While  shrouded  manes  palely  stara. 
And  beck'ntng  wish  to  breathe  their  care : 
Thu^  real  woes  from  felse  be  bean. 
And  feels  the  death,  the  HeU,  he  fears. 

O  thou  1  whose  spirit  wanna  my  aoqg. 
With  energy  divinely  strong. 
Erect  bis  soul,  confirm  his  breast. 
And  let  him  kitow  the  sweets  of  rest  ^ 
Till  eVry  human  pain  and  care. 
All  that  may  be,  and  all  that  are, 
But  felse  imagin'd  ills  appear 
Beneath  our  hope,  our  grief,  or  fear. 
And,  if  I  right  invoke  thy  aid. 
By  thee  be  all  my  woes  allay'd  ; 
With  scorn  instruct  me  to  defy 
Imposing  fear,  and  lawless  joy  | 

s  Timoleon,  having  long  in  vain  importuned  his 
brother  to  resign  the  despotism  of  Cbrinth,  at 
last  restored  the  Itbeity  of  the  people  by  stabbing 
him.  VidePLUT« 
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To  itiiig{l6  thro  Hilt  106116  Or  fltrinif 

The  paiPB  of  death,  the  paagi  of  life* 

With  ooQiUnt  brow  to  meet  my  fate. 

And  meet  itil)  more,  Euanthe's  halB. 

And,  vfacn  lome  iwain  her  ctaanns  thall  elthB^ 

Who  feeb  not  half  my  gen*roin  flame, 

Whote  cares  her  angel-Toioe  beguiles, 

On  whom  the  bendt  her  hearty  smileai 

For  whom  the  weepg,  Ibr  whom  she  glowi; 

On  whom  her  treasarM  Mtil  bestows ; 

When  perfect  mutual  joy  tbty  share* 

Ah  i  joy  eohaoc'd  by  my  de^mir  1 

Mil  bdnp  io  each  ttaming  ki«, 

Aod  blest,  still  rise  to  higher  blita  s 

Tbra,  then,  awit  thy  otnost  powV» 

And  teach  me  being  to  endure; 

Lcit  reason  from  the  helm  should  itaity 

Aod  lawless  fury  rale  my  heart ; 

Lest  madness  all  my  soul  subdue. 

To  ask  her  Maker,  what  dost  thou  ? 

Yet,  coold^st  thou  in  that  dreadful  hour. 

On  my  rack*d  soul  all  Lethe  pour. 

Or  &n  me  with  the  gelid  breeze. 

That  chains  io  ice  th*  iodignant  seu; 

Or  wrap  my  heart  in  tenfold  steel, 

1  itill  am  man,  aod  still  must  feel. 


THE  WISH  SATBOPIED, 
AN.nUftEOULAE  ODB. 

Too  long,  my  soul  I  tbou'rt  tost  below, 

From  hope  to  hope,  from  fear  to  fear : 
How  great,  how  larting  ev'ry  woe! 

Each  joy  how  short,  how  insincere  I 
Tom  around  thy  eaarchmg  eyes 
Thro'  all  the  bright  varietieei 

And,  with  exactest  care. 
Select  from  all  the  shmlng  crowd. 
Some  lastiDg  joy,  some  sov'reign  good. 

And  fix  thy  wishes  there. 
With  toil  amam  a  mighty  store 
Of  glowiqg  stones,  or  yellow  ore ; 
Pbat  the  fields  with  golden  grain, 
Ctawd  with  lowiog  hods  the  plain, 
Kd  the  mmble  domes  ascend, 
ttd  the  pleasant  view  extend. 
Streams  and  grovws  and  woods  ^ipear. 
And  spring  and  autumn  fill  the  year : 
I        Sore,  these  are  joys,  ftill,  permsaient,  sincere ; 
Soie,  now  each  boundless  wish  can  adL  no  more. 

On  roses  now  reclined, 

I  bngoish  Into  rest ; 
Kb  vacuum  in  my  mind. 

No  craTing  wish  noblest ; 
Butahl  in  vain. 
Some  aboent  joy  sdll  gives  me  pain. 

By  toys  elated,  or  by  toys  depreit 
What  mcHiiig  joy  can  sooth  my  grief? 
I        What  bafaay  pleasure  yield  my  soul  relief } 
lli  found  ;  the  bUss  already  wanm, 
Sbak  in  love's  peranasrre  armi^ 

Enjoying  and  ciQoy*d 
To  taste  variety  of  charms 

Bt  CT^ry  ha^  hour  employU 


' 


As  the  .cpeedy  moiAeHts  rofl. 

Let  some  new  joy  conspire  i 
Hebe,  fill  the  rosy  bowl ; 

Orpheus,  tun4  the  lyre ; 
To  new-born  rapture  wake  the  loul,  « 

And  kindle  young  detire : 
While,  a  beauteous  choir  around. 
Tuneful  virgins  join  the  sound. 
Panting  bosoms,  speaking  eyes. 
Yielding  smiles,  and  tremblmg  sighs : 
Thro*  meltrog  erroor  let  thenr  voices  rove, 
And  trace  th'  enchanting  maae  of  harmony  and  love* 
sun,  stiU  insa^te  of  deUgfat 

My  wishes  open,  as  my  joys  increase : 
What  now  shall  stop  their  restless  flight. 

And  yleM  them  kind  redress  } 
For  something  still  unknown  1  sigh. 
Beyond  what  sUrikes  the  touch,  the  earner  eye> 
Whence  shall  I  seek,  or  how  pursue 
The  phantom,  that  eludea  my  view. 

And  cheats  my  fend  embrace } 
Thus,  while  her  w«nton  toils  fend  Pieasmw  ^picid^ 
By  sense  and  passion  blindly  led, 
I  chas'd  the  syren  thro'  the  flow*ry  maae. 
And  courted  death  ten  thousand  ways : 
Kind  Heav'n  beheld,  with  pitying  eyes^ 
My  restlem  toil,  my  fruitlen  sighs ; 
And,  from  the  realms  of  endless  d«y, 
A  bright  immortal  wing'd  his  way  ; 
Swift  as  asun-heam  down  he  flew. 
And  stood  dischia'd,  effiilgent  to  my  view* 
*'  Fond  man,  he  ery'd,  thy  fruiUem  seareh  fcibotri 
Nor  vuinly  hope,  within  this  narrow  sphere^ 
A  certain  happiness  to  find, 
Unbounded  as  thy  wish,  eternal  as  thy  mind : 
In  Qod,  in  perfect  good  alone. 

The  anxious  soul  can  And  rqpoee  | 
Nor  to  a  bliis  beneath  his  throne. 

One  hour  of  full  enjoyoaent  owes : 
He,  only  he^  can  fill  each  wide  desire. 

Who  to  each  wish  its  being  gave  ; 
Not  all  the  charms  which  morUl  wishes  fire. 
Not  all  whkrh  angels  in  the  skies  admire. 

But  God's  paternal  smile,  can  bid  it  oeaaa  to  cravib 
Him  then  pursue,  without  delay ; 
He  is  thy  price,  aod  virtue  is  thy  way." 
Then  to  the  winds  his  radiant  plumes  he  spread, 
And  from  my  wQod'riug  eyes,  more  swift  thi^i  light* 

ningfled. 


AN  ODE  TO  HAPPINESS. 

Tn  morning  dawns,  the  ev'nfng  shades 
Fur  Nature's  various  fece  dbguise  ; 

No  scene  to  rest  my  heart  persuades. 
No  moment  frees  from  tears  mjr  6ym : 

Whate'er  once  charm'd  the  laughing  hour. 

Now  boasts  no  more  its  pleasing  pow'r; 

Each  former  dtgect  of  delight. 

Beyond  redemption,  wings  its  flight ; 

And,  where  it  smii'd,  tiie  darling  of  my  sight, 
Proqiects  of  woe  and  horrid  phaatoom  rise. 

O  HappoMMl  fanmortal  ftir. 

Where  does  thy  subtile  enence  dwell } 
Dost  thou  relax  the  hermit's  care^ 
Compomon  in  the  lonely  cell  ? 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


190 


BLACKLQCK'S  POEMS. 


Or,  dost  thou  on  the  sunoy  plaift 
Inspire  the  reed,  and  cheer  the  svaia  ? 
Or,  scornful  of  each  low  retreat. 
On  fortune's  fi&vour  dost  thou  wait ; 
And,  in  the  gilded  chambers  of  the  great. 

Protract  the  revel,  and  the  pleasure  swell  ? 
Ah  me  !  the  hermit^s  cell  explore; 

Thy  absence  he,  |tke  me,  complains ; 
While  munn'ring  streams  along  the  shore. 

Echo  the  love-sick  shepherd's  strains : 
Nor,  where  the  gilded  domes  aspire, 
Betgn'st  thou,  O  goddess  !  to  retire : 
Though  there  the  Loves  and  Graces  play, 
Though  wine  and  music  oooit  thy  stay  ; 
Thou  fly'st,  alas  !  and  who  can  trace  thy  way, 

Or  say  what  place  thy  heav'oAy  ^rm  contains  ? 
If  to  mankind  I  turn  my  view, 

Flatter'd  with  hopes  of  social  joy ; 
Rapinf  and  blood  '  mankind  pursue. 

As  God  had  formed  them  to  dettrny. 
Discord,  at  whose  tremendous  view 
Heil  lyoakcfl  with  horroiir  ever  new. 
No  more  by  endless  night  deprest. 
Pours-all  her  venom  thro*  each  breast ; 
And,  while  deep  groans  and  carnage  are  increas'd, 

Smiles  griip,  the  rising  mischief  to  enjoy. 
**  Hence,  hence,  indignant  turn  thine  eyes,'* 

To  my  dejected  soul  I  said; 
"  See,  to  the  shade  Enantbe  flies. 

Go,  find  Euanthe  in  the  shade : 
Her  angel-ibrm  thy  sight  shall  charm. 
Thy  heart  her  angel-goodness  warm  ; 
There,  shall  no  wants  thy  steps  pursue. 
No  wakeful  care  contract  thy  brow ; 
Music  each  sound,  and  beauty  ev'ry  view. 

Shall  ev*ry  sense  with  full  delight  mvade." 
Exulting  in  the  charming  thought, 

Thither  with  hasty  steps  I  press ; 
And  while  th'  enchanting  maid  I  sought, 

Tbank'd  HeavHi  for  all  my  past  distress : 
Increasing  hopes  my  journey  cheer'd, 
And  now  in  reach  the  Miss  appear*d ; 
''  Grant  this  sole  boon,  O  Fate !»  I  cryM ; 
Be  all  thy  other  gifts  deny*d. 
In  this  shall  all  my  wishes  be  snpply'd  ; 

Andaure  a  love  like  mine  deserves  no  less.'' 

In  vain,  alas !  in  vain  my  prayV ; 

Fate  mix'd  the  accents  with  the  wind ; 
Th'  illusive  form  dissolved  in  air. 

And  left  my  soul  to  grief  resign'd : 
As  for  from  all  my  hopes  she  flics 
As  deepest  seat  from  loftiest  sHiM : 
Yet,  still,  on  foncy  deep  hnprest. 
The  sad,  the  dear  ideas  rest ; 
Yet  still  the  recent  sorrows  heave  my  breast. 

Hang  black  o'er  life,  and  prey  upon  my  mind. 
Ah  !  goddess,  scarce  to  moftals  known. 

Who  with  thy  shadow  madly  stray. 
At  length  from  Heav'n,  thy  sacred  throne^ 

Dart  thro'  my  soul  one  cheerfuj  ray  : 
Ah  !  with  some  sacred  lenient  art. 
Allay  the  anguish  of  my  heart ; 
Ah  !  teaeh  me,  patient  to  sustain 
Life's  various  stores  of  grief  and  pain  i 
Or,  if  I  thus  prefer  my  pray'r  in  vain, 

Soon  let  me  find  thee  in  eternal  day. 

'  This  ode  was  written  in  the  year  n45» 


ON  EVAHTEB^S  ABSENCE. 
AN  ODE. 

BLBSTHeav*n!  and  thou  fair  world  belov  I 

Is  there  no  cure  to  sooth  my  smart? 
No  balm  to  heal  a  loveifs  woe. 
That  bids  his  eyes  for  ever  flow. 

Consumes  his  soul,  and  pines  his  heart  I 
And  will  no  friendly  arm  above 
Relieve  my  tortur'd  soul  from  love? 
As  swift^esoending  showers  of  rain, 

Defonn  with  mud  the  clearest  streams^ 
As  rising  mists  HeavVs  azure  stain, 
iTing*d  with  Auroca's  blush  in  vmin ; 

As  fiules  the  flow'r  in  mid-day  beams : 
On  life  thus  tender  sorrows  prey. 
And  wrap  in  gloom  its  promts'd  day. 
Ye  plains,  where  dear  Euanthe  strays, 

Ye  various  objects  of  her  view, 
Bedeck'd  in  beauty's  brightest  blaze  ; 
.Let  all  its  fbrms,  and  all  its  rays, 

Wbere-e'er  she  turns,  her  eyes  pursue  t 
,AII  fair,  as  she,  let  Nature  shine : 
Ah !  then,  how  lovely !  how  divine ! 
Where-e'er  the  thymy  vales  descend. 

And  breathe  ambrosial  fragrance  round. 
Proportion  just,  thy  line  extend, 
And  teach  the  prospect  where  to  end ; 

While  woods  or  mounUins  mark  the  bound ; 
That  each  fair  scene  which  strikes  her  efe^ 
Msy  charm  with  sweet  variety. 
Ye  streams,  that,  in  perpetual  flow. 

Still  warble  on  your  mazy  way, 
Murmur  Euanthe,  as  you  go; 
Murmur  a  love-sick  poet's  woe: 

Ye  feather'd  warblers,  johi  the  lay  ; 
Sing  how  I  suffer,  how  complain ; 
Yet  name  not  him  who  feels  the  pain. 
And  thou,  eternal  ruling  Pow'r ! 

if  spotless  virtue  claims  thy  care. 
Around  unheard  of  blessings  show'r; 
Let  son»e  new  pleasure  crown  each  hour, 

And  make  her  blest,  as  good  and  fair: 
Of  all  thy  works,  to  mortals  known. 
The  best  and  fairest  she  alone. 


AN  ODE  TO  A  YOVNO  GENTLEMAN, 

Bovxn  roa  cvinba. 

Arrsyn  the  Muse,  whose  numbers  flow 
Faithfol  to  sacred  friendship's  woe ; 

And  let  the  Sootian  lyre 
Obtain  thy  pity  and  thy  care : 
While  thy  lov'd  walks  and  native  nir 

The  solemn  sounds  in^ire. 

That  native  air,  these  walks,  no  more 
Blest  with  their  fav'rite,  now  deplore. 

And  join  the  plaintive  strain : 
Wliile,  urg'd  by  winds  and  waves,  he  flies, 
VMiere  unknown- stars,  thro'  unknown  skiei^ 

Their  trackless  course  maintain. 
Yet  think  ;  by  ev'ry  keener  smart. 
That  thrills  a  firiend  or  brother's  heart; 
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Sf  an  the  grieK^  that  rise. 
And  with  dumb  anguish  heave  thy  breaity 
Vflm  absence  robe  thy  soul  of  rest. 

And  fiiells  with  tears  the  eyes : 
By  all  oor  aonrows  ever  new, 
Think  when  yoa  fty,  and  what  pnnoe ; 

And  judge  by  yonr's  our  pain : 
Final  friendships  dear  tenacious  aims. 
Yon  fly,  pwhsys,  to  wars  alarms. 

To  ai^grj  akics  and  main. 
The  smifiof  plain,  the  solemn  shade. 
With  all  the  varioas  ch«rnis  display VI, 

TYat  Sanuiier*s  hce  adorn ; 
Sommer,  with  all  that's  gay  or  sweet, 
With  tranqtort  longs  thy  sense  to  meet. 

And  ooorts  thy  dear  return. 
Hie  gentle  Son,  the  fiinning  gale, 
The  vocal  wood,  the  ikmgrant  tale, 

Thy  preaence  all  implore: 
Can  then  a  waste  of  sea  and  sky. 
That  knows  no  limits,  charm  thine  eye. 

Thine  ear  the  tempest's  roar^ 
But  why  sach  weak  attractions  nams; 
While  ev'ry  warmer  social  claim 

Demnnds  the  mouroftil  lay  ? 
Ah  !  hear  a  brother's  moving  rigbs. 
Thro'  tean,  behold  a  sister's  eyes 

Emit  a  faded  ray. 
Tby  yoong  allies,  by  Nature  taught 
To'fed  the  tender  pang  of  thmight 

Which  friends  in  absence  claim  { 
To  tbee,  with  soirow  all-nnoere. 
Oft  pay  the  tributary  tear. 

Oft  lisp  with  joy  thy  name. 
Nor  these  tby  absetice  moom  alone, 
O  dearly  lovM  !  thd' faintly  known ; 

One  yet  unsnng  remains : 
Nature,  when  scarce  fair  light  he  knew, 
Soatch'd  Heav'n,  Earth,  beauty  from  his  view. 

And  darkness  round  him  reigna. 
The  Mose  with  pHy  view'd  his  doom  j 
And,  darting  thro*  th'  eternal  gloom 

An  intellectual  ray. 
Bade  him  with  music's  voice  inspire 
The  plaintive  flute,  the  sprightly  lyi«, 

And  tune  th'  impa»ion'd  lay. 

Thus,  Uio'  despairing  of  relief, 

Wiih  ev'ry  mark  of  heart-felt  grief,   ' 

Thy  absence  we  complain : 
While  now,  perhaps,  th'  auspicious  gale 
Invites  to  spread  the  flying  sail. 

And  all  our  tears  are  vain. 
Protect  him  Heav'n :  but  hence  each  fear ; 
Since  endless  goodness,  endless  care 

This  mighty  fabric  guides ; 
Commands  the  tempest  where  to  stray, 
DtrecU  the  lightning's  slanting  way. 

And  rales  the  refluent  tides. 
See,  from  th'  effulgence  of  his  reign. 
With  pleased  survey,  Omniscienee  deign 

Thy  wondrous  worth  to  view : 
See,  ftmn  the  realms  of  endless  day. 
Immortal  guardians  wing  their  way. 

And  all  thy  steps  punue. 
If  saUe  clooda,  whose  wombs  cooUin 
l^he  mnrm^ring  bolt,  of  dashing  rain, 


The  blue  serene  deform ;         * 
Myriads  from  Heav'n's  etherial  height^ 
Shall  clear  the  gloom,  restore  the  light. 

And  chase  th'  impending  storm. 


j4n  irregular  ode, 

SIKT  TO  A  LAOV  OM  UlS  KAEaiAOa-mT. 

Wrm  all  3'onr  wings,  ye  moments,  fly, 

And  drive  the  taniy  Sun  along ; 
mi  that  glad  morn  shall  paint  the  sky,         [song. 

Which  wakes  the  Muse,  and  claims  the  raptur'd 
See  Nature  with  our  wishes'join. 
To  aid  the  dear,  the  blest  design  ; 
See  Time  precipitate  his  way. 
To  bring  th'  expected  happy  day ; 
See,  the  wish'd -for  dawn  appears, 
A  more  than  wonted  glow  she  wears : 

Harkl  Hymeneals  sound ; 
Each  Muse  awakes  her  softest  lyre ; 
£ach  airy  warbler  swells  the  choir ; 

Tis  music  all  around. 
Awake,  ye  nymphs,  the  blushing  bride, 
T'eclipse  Aurora's  rosy  pride ; 
While  virgin  shame  retards  her  way. 
And  Love,  half>angry,  chides  her  stay: 
While  hopes  and  fears  alternate  reign. 
Intermingling  bliss  and  pain ; 
O'er  all  her  charms  diffuse  peculiar  gnoe^ 
Pant  in  her  shiv'ring  heart,  and  vary  in  her  froa. 
At  length  consent,  reluctant  fair. 

To  bless  thy  long-expecting  lover's  eyes  f 
Too  long  his  sighs  are  lost  in  air. 

At  leagth  resign  the  bliss  for  which  he  diesr 
The  Muses,  prescient  of  your  future  jay% 

Dilate  my  soul,  and  prompt  the-cheerful  lay; 
While  they,  thro'  coming  times,  with  glad  surprise. 

The  long  suooessive  brightning  scenes  survey. 
TiO  !  to  your  sight  a  blooming  dbpring  rise. 
And  add  new  ardour  to  the  nuptial  ties; 

While  in  each  form  you  both  united  shine  ; 
Fresh  honours  wait  your  temples  to  adorn  $ 
For  you  glad  Ceref  fills  the  flowing  horn, 

And  Heav'n  and  fete  to  bless  your  days  oooAbine. 
While  life  gives  pleasure,  lii^  shall  still  remain. 
Till  Death,  with  gentle  hand,  shall  shut  the  pleas* 
ing  scene :  * 

Safe,  sable  guide  to  that  celestial  shore,  [no  more  I 
Where  pleasure  knows  no  end,  and  change  is  fear'd 


TO  A  COSUETTB, 

AN  ODE. 

At  length,  vain,  airy  flutt'rsr,  fly  > 
Nor  vex  the  public  car  and  eye 

With  all  this  noise  aofl  glare : 
Thy  wiser  kipdred  guaU  behold 
All  shrouded  in  their  parent  mould. 

Forsake  the  chilling  air. 
Of  conquest  there  they  safely  dream ; 
Nor  gentle  breeze,  nor  trimsisBt  glfais^ 
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Allures  them  fbrtfi  to  play : 
But  thou,  alike  in  firott  and  flamep 
Insatiate  of  the  cruel  ^me. 

Still  on  mankind  wonld'st  prey/ 

thy  coniciotts  charms,  thy  pracUs'd  arts. 

Those  adventitious  Kams  that  round  thee  shiitei 
Iteserve  for  unexperieocM  hearts : 

Superior  spells  despair  to  conquer  mine. 
€k>,  bid  the  stinshme  of  thine  eyes 
Melt  rigid  winter,  warm  the  skies. 

And  set  the  rivers  free ; 
O^'er  fields  immers'd  in  frost  and  snow, 
-  Kd  flowers  with  smiling  verdure  grow  ; 

Then  hope  to  soften  me. 

Vo,  Heav'n  and  freedom  witness  bear, 
This  heart  no  secodd  frowtf  shflll  fear, 

No  second  yoke  sustsun  ; 
Enough  of  female  scorn  I  know ; 

Scarce  fate  could  break  my  chalrf. 
Ye  hours,  consumed  in  hopeless  pain. 

Ye  trees,  inscribed  with  many  a  flsiming  vow. 
Ye  echoes,  oft  invoked  in  vain. 

Ye  moon-light  walks,  ye  tinkling  rill's,  adieu  I 
Your  paint  that  idle  iiearts  controls ; 
Your  fairy  nets  for  feeble  souls. 

By  partial  fancy  wrought ; 
Your  syren  voice,  your  tempting  air. 
Your  borrowed  visage  fiilsely  fair. 

With  me  avail  you  nought* 

Let  ev'ry  ebarm  that  wakes  desire^ 
het  eaeh  insnaring  art  coospire  ; 

Not  all  can  hurt  my  rest: 
Trach'dby  Ithuriel's  ^  potent  spetfr. 
At  once  unmask'd  the  fiends  appear, 

In  native  blackness  drest. 
The  speakmg  ghinoe,  the  heaving  breast. 

The  cheek  with  lihes  ting'd  and  rosy  dye  ;    - 
Ulilse  joys,  which  ruin  all  who  taste. 

How  swift  they^fade  in  reason's  pierdi^  eye  I 
Seest  thoa  yon  taptr*s  vivid  ray, 
Which  emulates  the  blaze  of  day. 

Diffusing  far  its  light  ? 
Tho*  it  from  bUsts  shall  stand  secure. 
Time  urges  on  the  destined  boor. 
And,  lo  !  it  sinks  in  night 
Such  is  thy  glory,  such  iti  date, 
^av'd  by  the  sportive  hand  of  &te, 

A  while  to  catch  our  view  : 
Nov  bright  to  Hcav'n  the  blaze  aspires. 
Then  sijdden  from  our  gaze  retires. 
And  yields  to  wonders  new. 
Like  this  poor  torch,  thy  haughty  airs. 

Thy  short»liv>d  splendour  on  a  puff  depends ; 
And,  soon  as  fate  the  stroke  prepares. 

The  flash  in  dntt  and  nameous  vapuurs  ends. 


AV  ODE 

ON  THB  REFINEMENTS  IN  METAPHYSICAL 
PHILOSOPHY. 

fcsl  wisdom,  fly,  with  all  thy  owls  • ; 
dnst  and  cobwebs  of  the  ichoob 
>  See  Paradise  Lost,  book  !▼,  verse  810. 
*  Formeriy  the  bird  of  Minervt,  but  by  tb«  mo- 
4pnii  aacribe^  to  DttUowi. 


For  me  have  charms  no  more  i 
The  gross  Minerva  of  our  days, 
In  mighty  bulk  my  learned  Essays  ^ 

Reads  joyful  o*er  and  o*er. 
Led  by  her  hand  a  length  of  tioae. 
Thro*  sense  and  nonsense,  prose  and  riiyne> 

I  beat  my  painful  way  ^ 
Long,  long,  revolv'd  Ibe  mystic  page 
Of  many  a  Datch  and  German  sage. 

And  hop'd  at  last  for  day. 
But,  as  the  mole,  hid  uivisr  grouod. 
Stilt  works  n^ore  dark  as  more  profound^ 

So  all  my  toils  were  vain  t 
For  truth  and  sense  indignant  fly^ 
As  far  as  ocean  from  the  skyj 

From  all  the  formal  train. 

The  Stagyrite  «,  whose  fruitful  quitf 
O'er  free-bom  nature  lords  it  still, 

SustainM  by  form  and  phrase 
Of  dire  portent  an4  solemn  sound. 
Where  meaning  seldom  can  be  found/ 

From  me  shall  gain  no  praise^ 
But  you,  who  would  be  truly  wise. 
To  Nature's  light  unveil  your  eyes,- 

Her  gentle  call  obey  j 
She  leads  by  no  |ahe  wand 'ring  glarCf^ 
No  voice  ambiguous  strikes  your  ear/ 

To  bid  you  vainly  stray. 
Not  in  the  gloomy  eell  rechise. 
For  noble  deeds  or  gen'rous  views/ 

She  bids  us  w%tch  the  night ; 
Fair  Virtue  shines,  to  all  display'd. 
Nor  asks  the  tardy  schoolmao^s  aid/ 

To  teach  us  what  is  right. 
Pleasore  and  paia  the  sets  in  view. 
And  which  to  shun,  and  which  punue,  . 

•  Instructs  ber  pupil's  heart  3 
Then,  lette^d  pride,  say,  what  thy  gaiii^ 
To  maak,  with  ao  much  fruitless  pain. 

Thy  ignorance  with  art  ? 
Thy  stiff  grimaee,  and  awfUl  tone. 
An  idkit's  woniler  move  alone  $ 

And,  spite  of  all  thy  rules. 
The  wise  in  ev'ry  age  ooockide. 
Thy  foirest  prospects,  rightly  viewed/ 

The  Paradise  of  Fools. 
The  gamester's  hope,  when  doom'd  to  lose. 
The  jo]rs  6i  wine,  the  wanton's  vows. 

The  faithless  calm  at  sea. 
The  courtier's  word,  the  crowd's  applause. 
The  Jesuit's  faith,  the  sense  of  laws» 

Are  not  more  &lse  than  thee. 

Blest  he  I  who  sees,  without  surprise. 
The  various  systems  fall  and  rise. 

As  shifb  the  fickle  gale  ; 
While  ail  their  utmost  force  esert. 
To  wound  the  foe^  unguarded  part. 

And  all  alike  prevail. 


'  The  author,  like  others  of  greater  nnme^  had 
formeriy  attempted  to  demonstrate  matters  of  fact 
4  priori. 

*  Aristotle,  inventor  of  ■yllngiiMiii  air  s«cb  ooly 
mentioned  herob 
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Thot  (acred  huAi  <  of  jrore  hvrt  tung), 
Hifh  HeiT'n  with  Diartial  clajoours  rung, 

And  deedt  of  mortal  wrath  ; 
Wbeo  CFuies  mod  pigoues  glory  sought, 
Aod  io  the  fields  of  ether  foiigbt. 

With  matDal  wounds  and  death. 
Ijet  Logie*s  soos»  mechanic  throng. 
Their  syllogistic  war  prolong. 

And  reason's  empire  boast ; 
Imhrin'd  in  deep  congenial  gloom. 
Eternal  wrangling  be  their  doom^ 

To  truth  and  nature  lost ! 
AmosM  by  fiincy*s  fleeting  fire, 
Let  Malebraoche  &  still  for  Trhth  loquirQ, 

And  rack  his  aching  sight  t 
While  the  coy  goddess  wings  her  way. 
To  scenes  of  uncreated  day» 

Absorb'd  in  daxzKng  light. 
With  firmer  step  and  graTer  gnifte. 
Whilst  Locke  <^  m  conscious  triumph  tries, 

H<^  dwelling  to  explore  ; 
Swift  she  eludes  hb  ardent  chace, 
A  shadow  courts  his  fmd  embrace. 

Which  Uobbes  f  caressed  before. 
Let  Uodwell  •  with  th«  fathers  join* 
To  strip  of  energy  divine 

The  heav'o-deicended  soul ; 
The  test  of  sense  let  Berkley  ^  scorn. 
And  both  on  borrowed  pinions  home. 

Annihilate  the  whole. 
In  academic  Tales  retir'd. 
With  Pfaito*s  love  and  beauty  fiHd, 

My  steps  let  et»dour  guide ; 
Bt  tenets  vain  unpreposscst. 
Those  lawless  tyrants  of  the  brf  ast, 

Ofi*pring  of  zeal  and  pride ! 
Or,  while  thro*  Nature's  walks  I  stray, 
WooU  Truth's  bright  source  emit  one  ray, 

And  alt  my  soul  inflame ; 
Citation,  and  her  honnteoos  laws. 
Her  order  fiz*d,  her  glorious  cause^ 

SbouU  be  my  &T'rite  theme. 


jSNODB 
TOMR&E-— ^ 


Ofl  TBI  SBATH  OF  A  mOMISUia   INFANT. 

Wmte,  toncfa'd  with  all  thy  tender  pain, 
The  Moaes  breathe  a  mournful  strain, 

*  See  Homer. 

^  He  tiMMight  the  medium,  by  which  sensible  per- 
ceptions were  oooreyed  to  us,  was  God  ;  in  whose 
(SMnee  truth  was  seen,  as  In  a  mirror. 

<  His  aecuunt  of  virtue  diifers  not  moch  from  that 
of  the  leviathan. 

''IVe  aothor  of  the  last  mentioned  pioee ;  who 
denied  the  distinction  between  vice  and  virtue,  and 
aflbmed  power  and  right  to  be  the  same. 

'  He  attempted  to  prove  the  natural  mortality 
of  the  aonl,  and  quoted  the  fhthers  in  favour  of  his 


*  Anther  of  Dialoguet  on  the  Non-esistcnce 
Matter. 
Vol.  XVUt 


O  I  lift  thy  languid  eye  ! 
O  !  deign  a  caloi  auspicious  ear ; 
The  Muse  shall  3ueid  thee  tear  for  tear. 

And  mingle  sigh  with  sigh. 

Not  for  the  Thracian  bard,  whose  lyre 
Could  rocks  and  woods  with  soul  inspire. 

By  jealous  fury  slain, 
While  mnrm'rmg  on  his  trembling  tongue 
Eurydice  imperfect  hung, 

Tlvi  nine  could  more  complain. 

Ah  !  say,  harmonious  sisters,  say : 
When  swift,  to  pierce  the  lorely  prey. 

Fate  took  its  cniel  aim  ; 
When  lanpuish'd  evVy  tender  grace, 
Each  op'ning  bloom  that  ting*d  his  fkce^ 

And  pangs  convuls'd  his  frame : 

Say,  could  no  song  of  melting  woe. 
Revoke  the  keen  determm'd  blow. 

That  clos*d  his  sparkling  eye  ? 
Thus  roses  oft,  by  eariy  doom, 
Robb*d  of  their  blush  and  sweet  perfume. 

Grow  pale,  recline,  and  die. 

Pale,  pale  and  cold  the  beauteous  frame  I 
Nor  salient  pulse,  nor  vital  flame, 

A  mother's  hopes  restore  :  ' 
In  vain  keen  anguish  tears  her  breast. 
By  eT*ry  tender  mark  exprest. 

He  lives,  he  smiles  no  more  1 

Such  is  the  fate  of  human  kind  ; 
The  fairest  form,  the  brightest  mind. 

Can  no  exemption  know  : 
The  mighty  mandate  of  the  sky, 
"  That  man  when  bom  begins  to  die,'* 

Extends  to  all  below. 

In  vain  a  mother's  pmy'rs  a^^end. 
Should  nature  to  her  sorrows  lend 

The  native  voice  of  smart ; 
In  ^n  would  plaints  their  force  essay 
To  hold  precarious  life  one  day. 

Or  Fate's  dread  hand  avert. 

Fix'd  as  the  rock  that  braves  the  main, 
Fix'd  as  the  poles  that  all  sustain. 

Its  purpose  stands  secure : 
The  humble  hynd  who  toils  for  bread. 
The  soepier'd  hand,  the  taurel'd  head. 

Alike  oonfen  itt  poWr. 

Since  time  began,  thft  stream  of  woes     « 
Akmg  its  rapid  current  flows ; 

Still  swells  the  groan  prolband  ; 
While  age,  re-echoing  still  to  age. 
Transmits  the  annals  of  its  rage. 

And  points  the  recent  wound. 

When  human  hopes  sublimest  tow'r,' 
Then,  wanton  in  th'  excess  of  pow'r 

The  tyrant  throws  them  down ; 
The  orphan  early  robb'd  of  aid, 
The  widow*d  wife,  the  plighted  maid. 

His  sable  triumph  crown. 

At  length  to  life  and  joy  return  ; 
Man  was  not  destined  sriU  to  mourn, 

A  prey  to  endless  pafn  : 
Heav*n*s  various  hand,  the  heart  to  form. 
With  bliss  and  anguish,  calm  and  storm, 

Diversifies  the  scene : . 

O 
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But  bkles  with  care  from  hmnan  eyes. 
What  bliss  beyond  this  prospect  lies ; 

Lest  we,  with  life  opprest. 
Should  grieve  its  burden  to  endare. 
And,  with  excursion  premature^ 

Pursue  eternal  rest. 
From  disappointment,  grief,  and  care. 
From  every  pang  of  sharp  despair, 

TTiy  charmer  wings  hts  way  ; 
And,  while  new  scenes  his  bosom  fire. 
He  learns  to  strike  the  golden  lyre. 

And  Heav*n  resounds  his  lay. 
Lo  I  where  his  sacred  reliques  lie, 
Immortal  guardians  from  the  sky 

Their  silver  wings  display  ;     , 
Till,  bright  emerging  from  the  tomb. 
They  rise  to  Heaven,  their  destinM  home, 

And  hail  eternal  day. 


AN  ODE. 

WRITTEN   WHBW   SICK. 

O  PRTMB  of  life  !  O  taste  of  joy  ! 
Whither  so  early  do  you  fly  ? 
Scarce  half  your  transient  sweetness  kDOwn, 
Why  arc  you  vanish'd  ere  full-blown  ^ 

TikQ  beauteous  progeny  of  spring, 
That  tinge  the  zephyr's  fragrant  wing^ 
Each  tender  bfoom,  each  short-livM  flowV^ 
Still  flourish  till  their  destin>*d  hour  : 
Your  winter  too,  too  soon  will  come. 
And  chill  in  death  your  vernal  bloom. 

On  my  wan  cheek  the  colour  dies, 
Snflus'd  and  languid  roll  mine  eyes; 
Cold  horrours  thrill  each  sick'ning  vein; 
Beep  broken  sighs  my  bosom  strain ; 
The  salient  pttlse  of  health  gives  o'er. 
And  life  and  pleasure  are  no  more. 


AN  ODE 

TO  HEALTH. 

MoTBEA  of  all  human  joys. 
Rosy  cheeks,  and  sparkling  eyet;^ 
In  whose  traia,  for  ever  gay. 
Smiling  Loves  and  Ghraees  play: 
If  complaints  thy  soul  can  move. 
Or  music  charm,  the  voice  of  Love  t 
Hither,  goddess,  ere  too  late, 
Tam,und  stop  impending  fi&te. 

Over  earth,  and  sea,  and  sky. 
Bid  thy  airy  heralds  fly ; 
With  each  balm  which  Nature  yields 
IVom  the  gardens,  groves,  and  fields^ 
From  each  flow*r  of  varied  hue, 
From  each  herb  that  sips  the  dew. 
From  each  tree  of  fragrant  bloom. 
Bid  the  gales  their  wings  perfume ; 
And,  around  fair  Celia's  h^ad. 
All  the  mingled  incense  shed : 
Till  each  living  sweetness  rise. 
Paint  her  cheeks,  and  aim  her  eycs^ 


Mild  as  ev'ning's  humid  rav. 
Yet  awful  as  the  blaze  of  day. 

Celia  if  the  fates  restore. 
Love  and  beauty  weep  no  more  : 
But  if  they  snatch  the  lovely  prize. 
All  that's  fiiir  in  Celia  dies. 


AN  ODE 


TO   A    LITTLS  GIRL   WBOM    I   BAD   OFriMDBO  S 

wRrrrsN  at  twelve  years  of  ace. 

How  long  shall  I  attempt  in  rain 
Thy  smiles,  my  aneel,  to  regain  ? 
ril  kiss  your  hand,  IMl  weep,  ril  kneel : 
Will  nought,  fair  tsrruit,  reconcile  ? 
That  goldfinch,  with  her  painted  wings. 
Which  gayly  looks,  and  sweetly  sings  ^ 
That,  and  if  aught  I  have  more  fine. 
All,  all  ujy  charmer,  shall  be  thine. 

When  next  mamma  shall  prove  severe, 
I'll  interpose,  and  save  my  dear. 
Soften,  my  fair,  those  angry  eyes. 
Nor  tear,  thy  heart  with  broken  sighs : 
Think,  while  that  tender  breast  they  strain^ 
For  thee  what  anguish  I  sustain. 

Should  but  thy  fair  companions  view. 
How  ill  that  frown  becomes  thy  brow  ; 
With  fear  and  grief  in  ev'ry  eye. 
Each  would  to  each,  astonished,  cry, 
"  Hea^ns  !  where  is  all  her  sweetness  flown  t 
How  strange  a  figure  now  she's  grown  t 
Run,  Nancy,  let  us  run,  lest  we 
Grow  pettish,  aukward  things,  as  she." 

'TIS  done,  tis  done  ;  my  cherub  smiles. 
My  griefs  suspends,  my  fears  beguiles : 
How  the  quick  pleasure  heaves  my  breast  I 
Ah  !  still  be  kind,  and  I'U  be  blest  I 


TO  LESBIA. 

TftANStATED  PRQM  CATVtLUS. 

Tho^  soor,  loquacious  age  reprove. 
Let  us,  my  Lesbia,  live  for  love : 
For,  when  the  sbort-liv'd  suns  declme^ 
They  but  retire  more  bright  ta shine: 
But  we,  when  fleeting  life  is  o'er 
And  light  and  love  can  bless  no  more; 
Are  ravish'd  from  each  dear  delight. 
To  sleep  one  long  eternal  night. 
Give  me  of  kisses  balmy  store. 
Ten  thousand,  and  ten  thousand  more  ; 
Still  add  ten  thousand,  doubly  sweet ; 
The  dear,  dear  number  still  repeat : 
And,  when  the  sum  so  high  shall  swell. 
Scarce  thought  can  reach,  or  tongue  can  tM  $, 
Let  us  on  kisses  kisses  crowd. 
Till  number  sink  m  multitude  ; 
Lest  our  full  bliss  should  limits  knoir» 
And  othen,  numbering,  envioiis  grow. 
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A  TRANSLATION 

Of  AH  I 

OLD  SCOTTISH  SOSG. 

Snci  fobb*d  of  all  tbat  charmM  my  new. 

Of  all  my  soul  e'er  fiucied  fair. 
Ye  uniliof  native  scenes,  adieu  ! 

With  each  delightful  object  there. 
Te  vales,  which  to  the  raptar'd  eye 

DbclosM  the  flow*ry  pride  of  May  ; 
Te  eircling  hills,  whose  sommits  high 

BhishM  with  the  rooming's  earliest  ray*t 
Where,  heedless  oft  how  far  I  stray'd. 

And  pleas'd  my  ruin  to  pursue ; 
I  mg  my  dear,  my  cruel  maid : 

Adiea  for  erer !  ah  !  adieu ! 
Ye  dear  aswciates  of  my  breast, 

Wboae  hearts  with  speechless  sorrov  swell ; 
And  thou,  with  hoary  age  opprest. 

Dear  aothor  of  my  lifc,  farewel  1 

For  me,  alas  *  thy  fruitless  tears. 

Far,  fisr  remote  from  friends  and  home. 
Shall  blast  thy  venerable  years» 

And  bend  thee  pining  to  the  tomb* 
Shaip  are  the  pangs  by  nature  felt. 

Pram  dear  relations  torn  away. 
Yet  sharper  pangs  my  viuls  melt. 

To  hopeless  love  a  destin'd  prey  1 
While  she,  as  angry  Heav*n  and  main 

Deaf  to  the  helpless  sailor's  pray'r, 
Exgoys  my  soul-consuming  pain, 

And  wantons  with  my  deep  dapair. 
fnm  coned  gold  what  ills  arise  ! 

What  horronrs  life's  fair  prospect  stain  ! 
Friends  blast  their  friends  with  angry  eyet, 

And  brothers  bleed,  by  brothers  slain. 
Fran  cursed  gold  I  trace  my  woe ; 

Could  I  this  splendid  mischief  boast, 
Nor  would  my  tears  unpitied  flow, 

Nor  would  my  sighs  in  air  be  lost 
Ah  !  when  a  mother's  cruel  care 

Nttn'd  me  an  infant  on  the  breast. 
Had  early  fate  surpris'd  me  there. 

And  wrapt  me  in  eternal  rest : 
Then  had  this  breast  ne'er  leam'd  to  beat» 

And  tremble  with  unpitied  pain; 
Kor  bad  a  maid's  relentless  hate. 

Been,  ev'n  in  death,  deplor'd  in  vain. 
Oft,  in  the  pleasing  toib  of  love. 

With  ev'ry  winning  art  I  try'd 
To  Catch  the  coyly  flotfring  dove. 

With  killing  eyes  and  plumy  pride : 
But,  far  on  nimble  pinions  borne 

From  love's  warm  gales  and  flow'ry  plains. 
She  sought  the  northern  climes  of  scorn. 

Where  ever-freezing  wmter  reigns. 
Ah  me !  had  Heav'n  and  she  prov'd  kind. 

Then  full  af  age,  and  free  from  care. 
Bow  Uest  had  I  my  life  resign'd. 

Where  first  1  breath'd  this  vital  air  I 
Bat  rince  no  flatt'ring  hope  remains. 

Let  me  my  wretched  kA  pursoe : 

Adieu,  dear  friends,  and  native  scenes, 

To  all,  hoi  giief  and  tore,  adiaa ! 


A  SONG: 


It)  TBI  TaVl  or  THS  BRASS  OF  BAlLAKDTKSt 

Bbniath  a  green  shade,  a  lovely  young  swain. 
One  ev'ning^reclin'd,  to  discover  his  pain : 
So  sad,  yet  so  sweetly,  he  warbled  his  woe. 
The  winds  ceas'd  to  breatbe,and  the  fountains  to  flow: 
Rude  wiads,  with  compassion,  could  hear   him 

complain ; 
Yet  Chloe,  less  gentle,  was  deaf  to  his  strain. 
"  How  happy,"  he  cry'd,  **  my  moments  once  flew  1 
Ere  Chloe's  bright  charms  first  flash'd  in  my  view ; 
Th^se  eyes  then  with  pleasure  the  dawn  could  survey  ; 
Nor  smil'd  the  fair  morning  more  cheerful  then  theyt 
Now  scenes  of  distress  please  only  my  sight ; 
Vm  tortur'd  in  pleasure,  and  languish  in  light. 
*'  Through  changes  In  vain  relief  I  pursue ; 
All,  all  but  conspire  my  griefs  to  renew : 
From  sunshine  to  zephyrs  and  shadeb  we  repair  ^ 
To  sunshine  we  fly  from  too  piercing  an  air : 
But  love's  ardent  fever  bums  always  the  same; 
No  winter  can  cool  it,  no  summer  mflame. 
"  But  see  !  the  pale  Moon  all  clouded  retires  ; 
The  breezes  grow  cool,  not  Strepbon*s  desires : 
I  fly  from  the  dangers  of  tempest  and  wind. 
Yet  nourish  the  madness  that  preys  on  my  mtnd. 
Ah  wretch  I  how  can  life  thus  merit  thy  care,  [pairl" 
Since  length'ning  its  moments,  but  lengthens  des* 


THE  RAVISWD  SHEPHERD, 
A  SONG. 

Azwn  dawn,  whose  cheerful  ray     . 

Bids  all  Nature's  beauties  rise. 
Were  thy  glories  doubly  gay. 

What  art  thou  to  Chloe's  eyes  ? 
Boast  no  more  thy  rosy  light. 

If  Chloe  smile  thee  into  night. 
Gentle  Spring,  whose  kind  return 

Spreads  diflPusive  pleasure  round, 
Bids  each  breast  enamoor'd  bum. 

And  each  flame  with  bliss  be  crown'd  ; 
Should  my  Chloe  leave  the  plain. 
Fell  winter  soon  would  blast  thy  reign. 
Ev'ry  charm,  whose  high  delight 

Sense  enjoys,  or  soul  admires  ; 
All  that  ardour  can  excite. 

All  excited  love  requires. 
All  that  Heav*n  or  Earth  call  fair. 
View  Chloe's  face,  and  read  it  there. 


A  PASTORAL  SONG. 

Savvt,  the  gay,  the  blooming  swain. 

Had  lang  firae  love  been  firee  ; 
Lang  made  ilk  heart  that  fill'd  the  plain 

Dance  quick  with  harmless  glee. 
As  blythsome  lambs  that  scour  the  | 

His  mind  was  unconstrain'd  ; 
Nae  face  could  aver  fix  bis  een, 

Nae  sang  his  ear  detain*d« 
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Ah  ?  luckless  youth  !  ashort-livMjoy 

Thy  cruel  fates  decree ; 
Fell  tods  shall  on  thy  lambkins  prey, 

And  love  mair  fell  on  thee. 
Twas  e'er  the  Sun  exhal'd  the  dew, 

Ae  mom  of  cheeif nl  May, 
Forth  Girzy  ira1k'd,.the  flow'rs  to  view, 

A  aow'r  mair  swcft  than  they  I 
Like  sunbe&ms  sheen  her  waving  locks  ; 

Her  een  like  stars  were  brij^ht ; 
The  rose  lent  blushes  to  her  cheek; 

The  lily  purest  white. 
Jimp  was  her  waist,  like  some  tall  pine 

That  keeps  the  woods  in  awe  ; 
Her  limbs  like  iv'ry  columns  turnM, 

Her  breasts  like  hills  of  snaw. 
Her  robe  around  her  loosely  thrown. 

Gave  to  the  shepherd'*  een 
What  fearless  innocence' would  show  ; 

The  rest  was  all  unseen. 
He  fixM  his  look,  he  sigh'd,  he  qoak'd^ 

His  colour  weni  and  came ; 
Dark  grew  his  een,  his  ears  resound, 

His  breast  was  all  cm  flame. 
Naa  inair  yon  glen  repeats  his  sang. 

He  jokes  and  smiles  nae  mair  ; 
Unphited  now  his  cravat  hung, 

Undrest  his  chesnut  hair. 
To  him  how  lang  the  shortest  night  T 

How  dark  the  brightest  day  ! 
Till,  with  the  slow  consuming  fire* 

His  life  was  worn  away. 
Far,  fiir  ftae  shepherds  and  ttieir  flocks, 

Opprest  with  care,  he  lean'd ; 
And,  in  a  mirky,  beachen  shade. 

To  hills  and  dales  thus  plean'd : 
"  At  length,  my  wayward  heart,  retunr, 

Too  ffv,  alas  !  astray : 
Say,  whence  you  caughtibat  bitter  smart. 

Which  wprks  me  such  decay. 
"  Ay  me  !  'twas  Love,  'twas  Giny's  charou. 

That  first  began  vaj  woes ; 
Could  he  see  soft,  or  she  sae  fair, 

Prove  such  relentless  foes  ? 
*'  Fierce  winter  nips  the  sweetest  flower; 

Keen  lightning  riyes  the  tree ; 
Bleak  nyldew  taints  the  fairest  crop. 

And  love  has  blasted  me. 
**  Sagacious  hounds  the  foxes  chase ; 

The  tender  lambkins  they ; 
Lambs  follow  chise  their  member  ewes» 

And  ewes  the  blooms  of  May. 
"  Sith  a'  that  live,  with  a*  their  might. 

Some  dear 'delight  pursue ; 
Cease,  ruthless  maid  !  to  acorn  the  heart 

Thai  only  pants  fur  you. 
**  Alas  !  for  griefs,  to  her  ntikenM, 

I^Tiat  pity  can  I  gain  ? 
And  should  she  ken,  yet  love  refuse, 

Coukl  that  redress  my  pain  ? 
'•"Come,  Death,  my  wan,  my  frozen  bride. 

Ah  !  close  those  wearied  eyes : 
But  Death  the  happy  still  puis<ie<r. 

Still  from  tbf^  wretched  flies. 


"  Could  wealth  avail ;  what  wealth  is  mine 

Her  high-bom  mind  to  bond  ? 
Her's  are  those  wide  delightful  plains. 

And  ber's  the  flocks  I  tend. 
"  WTiat  tUo',  whene'er  I  twn'd  my  pipe. 

Glad  fairies  heard  the  sound. 
And,  clad  in  freshest  April  green. 

Aft  tript  the  circle  round  : 
"  Break,  landward  clown,  thy  dinsone  reed. 

And  brag  tjiy  skill  nae  mair : 
Can  aught  that  gies  na  Girzy  joy. 

Be  worth  thy  lightest  care  ? 
*'  Adieu !  ye  harmless,  sportive  flocks  1 

Who  now  your  lives  shall  guard  ? 
Adieu  f  my  feithful  dog,  who  oSi, 

The  pleashig  vigil  shar'd  : 
"  Adieu  !  ye  plains,  and  light,  anes  sweet. 

Now  painful  to  my  view  : 
Adieu  to  life;  and  thou,  mair  dear, 

Who  caus'd  my  death ;  adieu!'' 


A  PASTORAL 
ON  THE  DF^TH  OF  STELLA. 

INSCftlBBD  TO  mn  SMTEt. 

See  on  those  ruby  lip^  the  trembling  breath. 
Those  cheeks  now  faded  at  the  blast  of  death  ; 
Cold  is  that  breast  which  warm'd  the  world  before. 
And  those  love-darting  eyes  bball  roll  no  more. 

Pops. 

Now  purple  ev'ning  ting'd  the  blue  serene. 
And  milder  breesst^  fiiim'd  the  verdant  plain  ; 
Beneath  a  blasted  oak's  portentotis  shade. 
To  speak  his  grief,  a  peneive  swain  was  laid  : 
Birds  ceas*d  to  warble  at  the  monmful  sound  ; 
The  iaufrhing  landscape  sadden'd  all  around  : 
For  Stella's  fkte  he  breath'd  bis  tuneful  moan. 
Love,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  your  durling  fooe  I 

0  thou  !  by  stronger  ties  than  blood  ally'd. 
Who  dy'd  to  pleasure,  when  a  sister  dy'd  i  ; 
Thou  living  image  of  those  charms  we  lost. 
Charms  which  exulting  Nature  once  might  boost  I 
Indulge  the  plaintive  Muse,  whose  simple  strain 
Rejieats  the  heart-felt  anguish  of  the  swain : 

For  Stella's  fate  thus  flow'd  his  tonefu^  moan. 
Love,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  yonr  darling  gmtt  ! 

"  Are  happhiess  and  joy  for  ever  fled. 
Nor  haunt  the  twilight  grove,  nor  sunny  glade  ? 
Ah  !  fled  for  ever  from  my  longing  eye ; 
With  Stella  bora,  with  Stella  too  they  die  : 
Die,  or  with  me  your  brightest  image  moan; 
Ivove,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  ! 

"  Sweet  to  the  thirsty  tongue  the  chrystal  streasn, 
,To  nightly  wand'rers  sweet  the  morning  beam  ; 
Sweet  to  the  wither'd  gri|ss  the  gentle  show'r^ 
To  the  fond  lover  sweet  the  nuptial  hour ; 
Sweet  fragrant  ganlens  to  the  lab'ring  bee. 
And  lovely  StclFa  once  was  Heav'n  to  roe  r 
lliat  Heav'n  is  faded,  and  those  joys  are  flown. 
Love,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  t 

1  Mrs.  M'Culloch,  a  lady  distinguislied  for  erery^ 
personal  grace  and  qualificatkm  of  mind,  wbich 
could  adorn  her  sex  and  natara^ 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


PASTORALS. 


197 


«  Ah !  where  if  nov  that  forat  which  chacm'd  my 
light? 
Ah '  where  that  wiidoro,  sparkl'mg  heavenly  bright  ? 
Ah !  where  that  sweeteeae  like  the  layB  of  spriog. 
When  breathe  iu  flow'rs,  and  all  its  warblers  sing  ? 
5(iw  fv\t,  ye  flow^rs^ye  warblers,  join  my  moaD ; 
Lure,  Beauty,  Virtue,  mourn  yotir  darhng  gone  ? 

*'  Ah  me  I  tho>  wiwler  desolate  the  field, 
A;raiD  shall  flowers  their  blended  odour«  yield  ; 
AgA'D  shall  birds  the  remal  aeasoD  hail,  x 
And  beauty  paint,  and  music  charm  the  rale: 
Bat  sbt  no  more  to  bless  me  shall  appear  $ 
No  more  her  angel  voice  enchant  my  rar ; 
Ko  nsare  her  angel  smile  relieve  my  mi»n  : 
Love,  Beauty^  Virtue,  mourn  your  darling  gone  !»' 

He  ceas'd ;  »br  mighty  grief  his  voice  snpprest, 
ChiM'tf  all  his  mns,  and  struggled  in  his  breast ; 
Fr.sn  his  wan  cheek  the  rosy  tincture  Aics; 
llie  lustre  languishM  m  his  closing  eyes : 
Too  a  on  shall  life  return,  unhappy  jswain  ! 
If,  with  retumiBfT  sense,  returns  thy  pain,   [moan ; 
Hills,  woods,  and  streams,  resound  the  shepherd^s 
Lore,  Bea«ty,  Virtae,  monm  your  darling  gone  ! 


A  PASTORAL. 

INSCRIBED  TO  EUANTHE. 

Wriist  I  rehearse  unhappy  Damon^s  lays, 
At  which  his  fleecy  charge  forgot  to  graee. 
With  drooping  heads  and  griev'd  attention,  stood, 
Korfristf  d  the  green,nor  sought  the  ncigbb  Ving  flood; 
Eueotial  Sweetness !  deign  with  me  to  stray, 
Where  yon  close  shades  excliide  the  heat  of  day } 
Or  where  yon  fountain  murmurs  soft  along, 
Mixt  with  his  tears,  and  vocal  to  his  song  ; 
There  hear  the  sad  relation  of  his  fate. 
And  pity  all  the  pams  thy  charms  create. 

Close  in  th'  adjacent  shade,  conceal'd  from  view, 
I  Maid,  and  heard  him  thus  bis  griefs  pursue. 

"  Awake,  my  Muse !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain  ; 
Mild  gleams  the  purple  evening  o*er  the  plain  } 
MiU  fu  the  breeses,  mdd  tbe  waters  flow. 
And  Heav'n  and  Earth  an  equal  quiet  know  ; 
With  ease  the  shephenls  a'nu  their  flocks  are  blest, 
Ao4  eT*ry  grief,  bol  mine,  consents  to  rest. 

**  Awake,  my  Muse,  the  soft  Sicilian  strain } 
SieilisD  nmnbere  may  delude  my  pain  : 
The  thnsty  field,  which  soorcbing  heat  devours, 
li  ne'er  supply'd,  too'  Heav'n  deKend  in  sbow*rs : 
From  towV  to  flow'r  the  l)ee  sUU  plies  her  wing, 
Of  sweets  insatiate,  tho*  she  drun  the  spring : 
Still  from  those  eyes  lore  calls  their  liquid  store. 
And,  when  their  currents  fail,  still  thirsts  fur  more. 

"  Awake,  my  Mnse !  the  soft  Sicilian  stmm : 
Yet  why  to  ruthless  stomas  should  I  compfaiin  K 
Deaf  stonns  and  death  itself  complaints  may  move. 
But  groans  are  music  to  the  tyryit  Love. 
0  Love !  thy  genius  and  thy  force  1  know^ 


Thy  burning  torch,  and  pestilential  bow : 
Prom  soow  formented  tempest  of  the  main. 
At  once  commenc'd  thy  being,  and  thy  reign  j 
Nan'd  by  fell  faarpitt  in  some  howling  wood, 
loor'd  to  slaogfater,  and  regal'd  with  blood : 
Relentless  mischief!  at  whose  dire  command, 
A  aotUr  ilafaiM  with  filial  Uood  her  kmnd  X 


Curst  boy  !  curst  mother^  idiich  most  impious,' say, 
Shti  who  coulrl  wunnd,  or  ht:  who 'could  betray  ? 

"  A«ake,my  MiiMt  I  the  »>ft  Sicilian  strain:  [tain. 
From  love  tlsosc  sigh.s  I  UcMlbe,  those  plagues  sos« 
Why  did  1  fu-st  lutan'he'b  c ha iins  admire. 
Bless  the  soft  smart,  and  fan  the  growing  Hre  ? 
Why,  happy  ^till  my  danger  to  conceal. 
Could  I  MO  rtiiu  fear,  till  sure  tp  feci  } 
So  seeks  the  swain  by  night  his  doubtful  way. 
Led  by  th'  insidious  meteor's  fleeting  ray ; 
Siill  on,  attracted  by  th*  illusive  beam, 
He  tempts  the  faithless  marsh,  or  fatal  stream : 
Away  with  scorn  the  laugliing  demon  Aies, 
While  shades  eternal  seal  the  aTCtch's  eyes. 

'*  Awabc,  uiy  M^ae  !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain  ; 
Ah  !  can  no  last,  no  darhng  hope  remain,    f  twine. 
Round  which  my  soul  with  all  her  strength  may 
And,  tho^  but  iattcr'd,  call  the  treasure  mine  ? 
Wretch  I  to  the  charmer's  sphere  canst  thou  ascend. 
Or  dar'st  thou  ftincy  she  to  thee  will  bend  ? 
Say,  shall  the  chirpigg  grassliopper  assume 
The  varied  accent,  and  the  soaring  plume ; 
Or  shall  that  oak,  the  tallest  of  bis  race. 
Stoop  to  his  root,  and  meet  yon  shrub's  embrace  ? 

'*  Awake,  my  Muse  I  the  soft  Sicilian  strain ; 
Those  pallid  clieeks  how  long  shall  sorrow  stain  ? 
Well  I  rcitiember,  O  my  soul !  too  well, 
When  in  the  snare  of  fote  1  thoughtless  fell : 
Languid  and  sick*  she  sought  the  distant  t 
Where,  led  by  love  or  destiny,  1  stray*d : 
There,  from  the  nymphs  retir'd,  depress-d  she  lay. 
To  unremitting  pain  a  smiling  prey  : 
Ev'n  then  I  saw  her,  as  an  angel,  bright; 
1  saw,  I  lov'd,  I  peirish'd  at  the  sight ; 
I  sigh'd,  I  Uush'd,  I  gaz'd  with  fix'd  surprise, 
And  all  my  soul  htmg  raptur'd  in  my  eyes. 

"  Forbear,  my  Muse  !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain  ; 
Which  Heav'n  bestows,  and  art  refines,  in  vain  : 
What  tho'  tbe  Hcav'n-born  Muse  my  temples  shade 
With  wreaths  of  fame,  and  bays  that  never  fade  ? 
What  tho'  tbe  sylvan  pow'rs,  while  I  complain, 
Attend  my  flocks,  and  patronize  my  strain  i 
On  ne  my  stars,  not  gifts,  but  ills  bestow. 
And  all  the  change  I  feel,  is  change  of  woe. 

*<  But  see  yon  rock  projected  o'er  the  main. 
Whose  giddy  prospect  turns  tbe  gazer's  brftin : 
Object  is  lost  beneath  its  vast  profound. 
And  deep  and  boar«e  below  the  surges  sound ; 
Oft,  while  th'  unthinking  world  is  lost  in  sleep, 
My  sable  genins  tempts  me  to  the  steep; 
In  fancy  *s  view  bids  endless  herrours  move, 
A  barren  fortune,  and  a  hopeless  love, 
I^ife  has  no  charms  for  me ;  why  longer  stay  ? 
I  hear  tbe  gloomy  mandate,  and  obey. 
What !  &11  the  victim  of  a  mean  despahr. 
And  crown  the  triumph  of  the  cruel  fkir  ? 
No,  let  me  once  some  conscious  merit  show, 
Aud  tell  the  world,  I  can  sunrve  my  woe. 

"  Forbear,  my  Muse  !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain : 
Fool !  wretched  fool !  what  frenzy  fires  thy  brain  ? 
See,  chok'd  with  weeds,  thy  languid  flow'rs  recline, 
l^hy  sheep  unguarded,  and  unpropM  thy  vine. 
At  length  recalled,  to  toil  thy  hands  inure, 
Or  weave  the  basket,  or  the  fold  secure. 

"  What  tho'  her  cheeks  a  living  blush  display, 
Pure  a9  the  dawn  of  Heav'n's  unclouded  day; 
Tho'  Love  from  ev'ry  glance  an  arrow  wings, 
And  all  the  Muses  warble^  when  she  sings  ? 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


19« 


BLACKLOCK'S  POEMS. 


Foiliear,  my  Mase !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain ; 
Some  n>niiph,  as  fair,  a  sprigfatJier  note  may  gain : 
There  are  who  know  to  prize  more  genuine  charms, 
^Uliich  genius  brightens,  and  which  virtue  warms : 
Forbear,  my  Muse  !  the  soft  Sicilian  strain ; 
Some  nymph,  as  fair,  may  smile  tho'  she  disdain.'* 


A  PASTORAL  ELEGY. 

THE  PLAINTIVE  SHEPHERD. 

£heu  !  quid  volui  misero  mihi  ?  floribns  austrum 
Perditus,  et  liquidis  immisi  fontibus  apros. 

Vtto. 

Colin,  whose  lays  the  shepherds  all  admire. 
For  Phoebe  long  consumM  with  hopeless  fire ; 
Kor  durst  his  tongue  the  hidden  smart  convey. 
Nor  tears  the  torment  of  his  spul  betray : 
But  to  the  wildness  of  the  woods  be  flies, 
And  vents  his  grief  in  unregarded  sighs : 
Ye  conscious  woods,  who  still  the  sound  retain, 
Repeat  the  tuneful  sorrows  of  the  swain. 

"  And  must  I  perish  then,  ah  cruel  maid  I 
To  early  fate,  by  love  of  thee,  betray *d  ? 
And  can  no  tender  art  thy  soul  subdue. 
Me,  dying  me,  with  milder  eyes  to  view  ? 
The  flowV  that  withers  in  its  op'ning  bloom, 
Kobb*d  of  its  charming  dyes,  and  sweet  perfume ; 
The  tender  lamb  that  prematurely  i^ines, 
And  life's  untasted  joys  at  once  resigns ; 
For  these  thy  tears  in  copious  tributes  flow. 
For  these  thy  bosom  heaves  with  tender  woe  ? 
And  canst  thou  then  with  tears  their  fote  survey. 
While,  blasted  by  thy  coldness,  I  decay  ? 

"  And  now  the  swains  each  to  their  cots  are  fled. 
And  not  a  warble  echoes  thro'  the  mead  ; 
Vow  to  their  folds  the  panting  flocks  retreat, 
Soorch'd  with  the  summer  noon*s  relentless  heat : 
From  summer's  heat  the  shades  a  refuge  prove ; 
But  what  can  shield  my  heart  frem  fiercer  love  ? 
All-bounteous  Nature  taught  the  fertile  field 
For  all  our  other  ills  a  balm  to  yield ; 
But  love,  the  sharpest  pang  the  soul  sustains. 
Still  cruel  love  incurable  remains. 

"  Yet,  dear  destroyer  1  yet  my  suflPrings  hear : 
By  lovers  kind  look,  and  pity^s  sacred  tear. 
By  the  strong  grie6  that  in  my  bosom  roll. 
By  all  the  native  goodness  of  thy  soul. 
Regard  my  bloom  declining  to  the  grave, 
And,  like  eternal  Mercy,  smile  and  lave. 

**  What  tho'  no  sounding  names  my  race  adorn. 
Sustained  by  labour,  and  obscnrely  born  ; 
With  foirest  flow'rs  the  humble  vales  are  spread. 
While  endless  tempests  beat  the  mountain's  head. 
What  tho*  by  fate  no  riches  are  my  share  ^ 
Riches  are  parents  of  eternal  care ; 
While,  in  the  lowly  hut  and  silent  grove, 
Content  plays  smiling  with  her  sister  Love. 
What  tho'  no  native  charms  my  person  grace. 
Nor  beauty  moulds  my  form,  nor  paints  my  fitce ; 
The  sweetest  fruit  may  often  pall  the  taste. 
While  sloes  and  brambles  yield  a  safe  repast 

"  Ah !  prompt  to  hope,  forbear  thy  fruitless  strain  ; 
Th  hopes  are  frantic,  and  thy  lays  are  vain. 
Say,  can  thy  song  appease  the  stormy  deep 
Or  loll  tb'  impetuous  hurricane  asleep  } 


Thy  number*  then  her  ttedfiut  soul  may  move. 
And  change  the  purpose  of  determined  love. 

**  Die,  Colin,  die,  nor  groan  with  grief  opprest ; 
Another  image  triumphs  in  her  breast  ? 
Another  soon  shall  call  the  fisir  his  own,       [crown. 
And  Heav'n  and  Fate  seem  pleased  their  vows  to 

"  Arise,  Menalcas,  with  the  dawn  arise  ; 
For  thee  thy.  Phoebe  looks  with  longing  eye9  ; 
For  thee  the  shepherds,  a  delighted  throng. 
Wake  the  soft  reed,  and  hymeneal  song  ; 
For  thee  the  hasty  virgins  rob  the  spring. 
And,  wrought  with  care,  the  nuptial  garUnd  bring. 

"  Arise,  Menalcas,  with  the  dawn  arise; 
Ev^n  time  for  thee  with  double  swiftness  flies  : 
Hours  urging  hours,  with  all  their  speed  retire. 
To  give  thy  soul  whatever  ii  can  desire. 

**  Yet,  when  the  priest  prepares  the  rites  divine. 
And  when  her  trembling  hand  is  daspM  in  thine. 
Let  not  thy  heart  too  soon  indulge  its  joys  ; 
But  think  on  him  whom  thy  delight  destroys  I 
Thee  too  he  lov'd ;  to  thee  his  simple  heart. 
With  easy  faith  and  fondness  breath'd  its  smart  s. 
So  fools  their  flocks  to  sanguine  wolves  resign. 
So  trust  the  cunning  fox  to  prune  the  vine. 
Think  thou  behold'sthim  from  some  gaping  woand 
Effuse  his  soul,  and  stain  with  blood  the  groand  : 
Think,  while  to  earth  his  pale  remains  they  besir. 
His  friends  with  shrieking  sorrow  pierce  thine  ear  : 
Or,  to  some  torrent^s  headlong  rage  a  prey. 
Think  thou  behold'st  him  floating  to  the  sea. 

"  But  now  the  Son  declines  his  radiant  bead. 
And  rising  hills  project  a  lengthening  shade  : 
Again  to  browze  the  greeu  the  flocks  return. 
Again  the  swains  to  sport,  and  I  to  mourn  : 
I  homeward  too  must  beixi  my  painftil  way. 
Lest  old  Damoetas  sternly  chide  my  stay.*' 


DESIDERWM  LUTETIAE  ; 

PaOM  aOCHAKAK, 

AN  ALLEGORICAL  PASTORAL, 

IH  WHICH  HI  ABOarrS  HIS  ABSXNCB   PROM  PAHlS, 
IMITATSn. 

WntLB  far  remote,  thy  swain,  dear  Chloe!  «gli% 

Depriv'd  the  vital  sunshine  of  thine  ejres ; 

Seven  summer  beats  already  warm  the  plains  ; 

In  storms  and  suow  the  sev'ntfa  bleak  wintar  leigna  : 

Yet  not  seven  years  revolving  sad  and  sloir. 

Nor  summer^  heats,  nor  winter's  storms  and  hdov« 

Can  to  my  soul  the  smallert  ease  procure, 

Or  free  from  lore  and  caro  one  tedious  hour. 

llMe,whenfrom  Heav'n  descend  the  dewa  of  moniy 
To  crop  the  verdant  mead  when  flocks  retam  ; 
Hiee,  when  the  Sun  has  oompass'd  half  his  way. 
And  darts  around  unsuiferable  day ; 
Thee,  when  the  e^in^,  o'er  the  worid  display'd. 
From  rising  hills  projects  a  length'ning  shade; 
Thee  still  I  sing,  unweary'd  of  my  theme. 
Source  of  my  song,  and  olgect  of  my  flame  ! 
Ev'n  night,  in  whose  daric  bosom  Natnro  Isiid, 
Appears  one  blank,  one  undistinguish'd  shade, 
Ev'n  night  in  vain,  with  all  her  horrours,  tries 
To  blot  thy  lovely  form  from  fknc;y's  eyes. 

When  sbort-livM  slnmben,laDg  invok'd,  d< 
To  sooth  etch  care,  and  ev'ry  sense  saqpcn^ 
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VqII  to  my  sight  once  more  thy  charms  appear ; 
Once  more  my  ardent  tows  salute  thine  ear ; 
Ooee  more  my  aDxioiu  soul,  awake  to  bliss, 
Feelt,  heart,  detains  thee  in  her  close  embrace : 
Ib  flattering,  thrilling,  gloving  transport  tost, 
TiU  leose  itself  in  keen  delight  is  lost.  [scene  < 

Prom  sleep  I  wake*;  but,  oh  !  how  chang'd  the 
The  charms  illusive,  and  the  pleasure  vain  ! 
The  day  returns  ;  but  ah !  returning  day, 
^liea  ev*ry  grief  but  mine  admits  allay. 
On  these  sad  eyes  it^  glory  darts  in  x-ain  j 
Its  light  restored,  restores  my  soul  to  pain. 

The  house  1  fly,  impelPd  by  wild  despair. 
As  if  my  griefs  could  only  find  me  there. 
Lost  to  the  world,  thro*  lonely  fields  I  rove ; 
Vain  wish  !  to  fly  from  destiny  and  love  ! 
By  wayward  frenzy's  restless  impulse  led, 
Thro^  devious  wilds,  with  heedless  course,  I  tread : 
The  care  remote,  the  dusky  woods  explore. 
Where  human  step  was  ne'er  imprest  before : 
And,  with  the  native  accents  of  despair, 
Fatigoe  the  oooacious  rocki,  and  desert  air. 
Kind  Echo,  fiuthfol  to  my  plaints  alone, 
Sighs  all  my  sighs,  and  groans  to  ev*ry  groan. 
The  streams,  fiimiliar  to  the  voice  of  woe. 
Each  mommful  somid  remurmur  as  they  flow. 

Oft  OQ  some  rock  distracted  I  complain. 
Which  hangs  prcgected  o'er  the  ruffled  main  : 
Oft  view  the  azure  Surges  as  they  roll, 
lod  to  deaf  storms  effuse  my  frantic  soul. 
•*  Attend  my  sorrows,  O  cerulean  tide  ! 
Ye  blue-ey*d  nymphs  that  thro'  the  billows  glide, 
Oh !  waft  me  gently  o'er  your  rough  domain ; 
Let  me  at  length  my  darling  coast  attain : 
Or,  if  my  wishes  thus  too  much  implore, 
Shipwreck'd  and  gasping  let  me  reach  the  shore. 
Whil«  wash'd  along  the  floods  I  hold  my  way, 
To  ew'ry  wind  and  ev'ry  wave  a  prey, 
Dear  hope  and  love  shall  bear  my  struggrmgfiramey 
And  nneatingushM  keep  the  vital  flame." 

Oft  to  the  hasfning  zephyrs  have  I  said  : 
"You,  happy  gales !  shall  fan  my  lovely  maid. 
Sa  may  no  pointed  rocks  your  wings  deform  ^ 
So  may  your  qieedy  joomey  meet  no  storm. 
As  soft  you  whisper  round  my  heav'nly  fiiir. 
Play  on  her  breast,  or  wanton  with  her  hair ; 
Faithful  to  love,  the  tender  message  bear. 
And  breathe  my  endless  sorrows  in  her  ear." 

How  oft  rou^  Eiirus  have  I  ask'd  in  vain  1 
As  with  swift  wings  he  brush'd  the  foamy  main : 
*'  Blest  wind  !  who  late  my  distant  charmer  view'd, 
Say,  has  her  soul  no  other  wish  purtu'd  I 
With  mntual  fire,  say,  does  her  bosom  glow ; 
Peels  she  my  wound,  and  pities  she  my  woe  V* 

Heedless  of  all  my  tears,  and  all  1  say, 
The  winds,  with  blusfVing  fury,  wing  their  way. 
Afieezing  horrour,  and  a  chilling  pain, 
Shoots  thro*  my  heart,  and  sUgnates  ev*ry  vein. 
No  mral  pleasores  yield  my  soul  relief ; 
No  melting  shepherd's  pipe  consoles  my  grief: 
The  choral  nymphs,  that  dancing  cheer  the  plain, 
And  Fauna,  tbo' 'sweet  their  song,  yet  sing  in  vain. 
Deaf  to  the  voice  of  joy,  my  torUir'd  mind 
Gail  only  room  for  love  and  anguish  find : 
By  these  my  soul  and  all  its  wishes  caught, 
Can  to  no  other  object  yield  a  thought. 
Lyosca,  skilful  with  her  lyre  to  move 
£Mh  tender  wiib,  and  melt  the  soul  to  love : 


Melaenis  too,  with  ev'ry  sweetness  crownM, 
By  Nature  formed  with  evVy  glance  to  wound : 
With  emulation  both  my  love  pursue,  . 
And  both,  with  winning  arts,  my  passion  woo. 
The  freshest  bloom  of  youth  their  cheeks  display  ;' 
Their  eyes  are  arm'd  with  beauty's  keenest  ray ; 
AvVice  itself  might  count  their  fleecy  store, 
(A  prize  beyond  its  wish  1)  and  pant  no  more. 

.Me  oft  their  dow'rs  each  gen'rous  sire  hati  told, 
An  hundred  playful  younglings  from  the  fold. 
Each  with  its  dam  i  their  mothers  promise  more. 
And  oft,  and  bng,  with  secret  gifts,  implore. 
Me  nor  an  hundred  playful  younglings  move. 
Each  with  its  dam ;  nor  wealth  can  bribe  my  love  j 
Nor  all  the  grieCa  th'  imploring  mothers  show ; 
Nor  all  the  secret  gifts  they  would  bestow ; 
Nor  all  the  tender  things  the  nymphs  can  say  ; 
Nor  all  the  soft  desires  the  nymphs  betray. 
As  winter  to  the  spring  in  beauty  yields. 
Languor  to  health,  and  rocks  to  verdant  fields  ^ 
As  the  fair  virgin's  cheek,  with  rosy  dye 
Blushing  delight,  with  lightning  arm'd  her  eye, 
Beyotid  her  mother's  faded  form  appears, 
Mark'd  with  the  wrinkles  and  the  snow  of  years ; 
As  beauteous  Tweed,  and  wealth-importing  Thamti 
Flow  each  the  envy  of  their  country's  streams . 
So,  loveliest  of  her  sex,  my  heav'nly  maid 
Appears,  and  all  their  fainter  glories  fiside. 

Melaenis,  whom  lore's  soft  enchantments  arm, 
Replete  with  charms,  and  conscious  of  each  charm. 
Oft  on  the  glassy  stream,  with  raptur>d  eyes, 
Surveys  her  form  in  mimic  sweetness  rise ; 
Oft,  as  the  waters  pleas'd  reflect  her  face. 
Adjusts  her  locks,  and  heightens  ev'ry  grace : 
Oft  thus  she  tries,  with  all  her  tuneful  art. 
To  reach  the  soft  accesses  of  my  heart 
"  Unhappy  swain,  whose  wishes  fondly  stray, 
To  slow-consuming  fniitlqss  fires  a  prey  ! 
Say,  will  those  sighs  and  tears  for  ever  flow 
In  hopeless  torment,  and  determin'd  wde  i 
Our  fields,  by  Nature's  bounty  blest,  as  thine. 
The  mellow  apple  yield,  and  purple  vine  ; 
Those  too  thou  lov'st  j  their  free  eiyoyment  share. 
Nor  plant  vain  tedious  hopes,  and  reap  despair." 

Me  oft  Lycisca,  in  the  fiestive  train. 
Views  as  she  lightly  hounds  along  the  plain  : 
Straight,  with  dissembled  scorn,  away  she  flies ; 
Yet  still  on  me  obliquely  turns  her  eyes : 
While,  to  the  music  of  her  trembling  strings. 
Amidst  the  dance  sweet  warbling,  thus  she  sings : 
*'  No  tears  the  just  revenge  of  Heav'n  can  move; 
Heav'n's  just  n»venge  will  punish  slighted  love.  • 
I've  seen  a  huntsman,  active  as  the  mom, 
Salute  her  earliest  blush  with  sounding  horn ; 
Pursue  the  bounding  stag  with  op'iwng  cries. 
And  slight  the  timid  hare,  his  ea^y  prize : 
Then,  with  the  setting  Sun,  his  hounds  restrain  ; 
Nor  bounding  stag,  nor  timid  hare  obtain. 
I've  seen  the  sportsman  latent  nets  display. 
To  catch  the  feather'd  warblers  of  the  spray ; 
Despise  the  finch  that  flutter'd  round  iu.air. 
And  court  the  sweeter  lionet  to  his  snare : 
Yet  weary,  cold,  successless,  leave  the  plain ; 
Nor  painted  finch,  nor  sweeter  linnet,  gain. 
I've  seen  a  youth  the  polish'd  pipe  admire. 
And  scern  the  simple  reed  the  swains  inspire : 
The  simple  reed  yet  cheers  each  tuneful  swain ; 
While  itiU  unblcft  the  scomer  pines  in  vain. 
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Thus  rifhtootts  Hrav'n  chastises  wanton  pride. 
And  bids  intemperate  insolence  8ub<;ide.'*        [pain. 
Thus  breathe  the  am'rous  nynaphs  their  fruitless 
Id  ears  impervious  to  the  soft«t  strain. 
But  first  with  trembling  Iambs  the  wolf  shall  graze; 
First  hawks  with  linnets  join  in  socml  la>'s; 
Tlrst  shall  the  t'ger's  sanguine  thhrst  expire, 
Aud  tim*rotis  fawns  the  lion  fierce  admire ; 
Ere,  with  her  lute  Lycisca  taught  to  charm, 
This  destinM  heart  ere  soft  Melaenis  warm. 
■First  shall  the  finny  nation  leave  the  flood, 
Shadows  the  hills,  and  birds  the  vocal  wood  ; 
The  winds  shall  cease  to  breathe,  the  streams  to  flow; 
£re  my  desires  another  object  know. 
This  infant  bosom,  yet  in  love  untaught, 
From  Ctiloe  first  the  pleasing  ardour  caught: 
Chloe  shall  still  its  faithful  empire  claim. 
Its  first  ambition,  and  its  latest  aim  ! 
Till  ev*ry  wish  and  ev*ry  hope  be  o'tr. 
And  life  and  love  inspire  my  fi-ame  no  more. 


PBILANTHES: 

A 

MONODY. 

^  INSCRIBED  TO  MISS  D-~-Y  B-— >Y  ; 

I 

Occasioned  by  a  series  of  interestiner  evenU  which 
happened  at  Dumfries  on  Friday,  June  12,  1752 
particularly  that  of  her  father's  death.  ' 

Quis  desiderio  sit  pudor,  ant  modus     * 
Tarn  chari  capitis  ?  Praecipe  lugiibres 
Cantus  Melpomene,  cui  liquidam  pater 
Vocem  cam  citliara  dedit.  Uorat. 

ARGUMBMT. 

The  subject  proposed.— Address  to  Mist  H y. 

—General  reflectbns  inspir'd  by  the  subject,  and 
previous  to  it. — ^The  scetie  opens  with  a  prospect 
of  Mrs.  M-«— 0*8  funeral  solemnity :  and  changes 
to  the  untimely  fate  of  n  beautiful  youth,  son  to 
Mr.  J — —s  H— ^11,  whose  early  geniun,  quick 
progress  in  learning,  and  gentle  disfwsitions,  in- 
«pirod  his  firiends,  with  the  highest  expectations 
of  his  riper  attainments.— Transition  to  the  death 

of  Dr.  J 8  H y,  physician  :  his  character 

as  such:  the  general  sonow  occasioned  by  his 
fete :  his  character  as  a  friend,  as  particularly 
qualifiefl  to  so^jth  distress;  as  a  gentleman;  as 
an  husband ;  as  a  fatlier :  his  loss  considered  in 
All  these  relations,  particularly  as  sustained  by 
Miss  H— -y :  her  .ender  care  of  him  during  his 
sickness  described.— The  piece  concludes  with  an 
apotheosis,  in  imitation  of  Virgil's  paphnis. 

A  swAiv,  whose  smi'  the  tuneful  nine  inflame. 

As  to  hi«  western  goal  the  Sun  decltii'd, 
♦Sung  to  the  Hst'ning  shades  no  common  theme; 

While  the  hoarse  breathhrigs  of  the  hollow  wind. 

And  deep  resoomling  surge  in  concert  jom*d. 
Deep  was  the  surge,  and  deep  the  pfaimive  song, 
While  all  the  solemn  sce&fe  in  mute  attention 


Not  thou,  fair  victim  Of  so  jolt  a  wo« ! 
Tho'  still  the  pangs  of  nature  swell  thy  heart, 
Disria'n  the  iaitliful  Muse ;  whose  numbers  ftow 
Sacred,  alas  !  to  f^yinpathetic  smact : 
For  in  thy  griefs  the  Muses  claim  a  part ; 
*Tis  all  they  can,  in  social  tears  to  mourn,  [unk 
And  deck  with  cypress  wre«ths  thy  dear  paternal 
The  swain  began,  while  conscious  echoes  round 
Protract  to  sadder  length  his  doleM  lay. 
Roll  on,  ye  streams,  in  cadence  more  profound  : 
Ye  humid  vapours,  veil  the  face  of  day : 

O'er  all  the  mournful  plain 

Let  night  and  sorrow  feign : 
For  Pan  >  indignant  from  bis  fields  retires. 

Once  haunts  of  gay  delight; 

Now  every  sense  they  fright,  [fires. 

Resound  with  shrieks  of  woe,  and  blaze  with  fun'ral 

What  tho>  the  radiant  Sun  and  clement  sky 
Alternate  warmth  and  showers  dispense  below; 
Tho»  spring  presages  to  the  careftil  eye, 
That  autumn  copious  with  her  firuits  sfaail  ^fanr  ? 
For  us  in  vain  her  choicest  blessings  fiow : 

To  ease  the  bleeding  heart,  alas !  in  vain  [gntin. 

Rich  swells  the  purple  grape,  or  waves  the  golden 
What  suromer-breeie,  on  swiftest  pinions  borne. 
From  fate's  relentless  hand  its  prey  can  save  ? 
What  sun  in  Death's  dark  regions  wake  the  morn. 
Or  warm  the  cold  recesses  of  the  grave  ?        [heave 
Ah  wretched  man  !    whose  breast  scarce  learns  to 

With  kindling  life ;    when,  ere  thy  bud  is  blown, 

Ktemal  winter  breathes,  and  all  its  sweets  are 
gone. 

Thou  all-enlivening  flame,  intensely  bright  I 
Whose  sacred  beams  illume  each  wand'ring  sphere 
That  thro'  high  Heav'n  reflects  thy  trembling  lightl  ^ 
Conducting  round  this  globe  the  varied  year  ; 

As  thou  pursu'bt  thy  way, 

Let  this  revolving  day, 
Dcep-ting'd  witli  conscious  gloom,  roll  slow  along  : 

In  sable  pomp  aiTay'd, 

Let  night  d:ffuse  her  shade,  [thitm^. 

Nor  sport  the  cheericss  hind,  nor  chant  the  vocal 

Scarce,  fipom  the  ardour  of  the  mid-^ay  gleam. 

Had  languid  nature  in  the  cool  respir'd ; 

Scarce,  by  the  margin  of  the  silver  stream, 

Famt  sung  the  birds  in  venlant  shades  retired ; 

Scarce,  o'er  the  thirsty  field  with  sun-shine  fi'r'd. 
Had  ev'ning  gdles  the  sportive  wing  essay'd. 
When  sounds  of  hopeless  woe  the  silent  scene 
invade. 

Sophronia,  long  for  ev'ry  virtue  dear 
That  grac'd  the  wife,  the  mother,  or  the  friend. 
Deprived  of  life,  now  prcss'd  the  mournful  bier, 
In  sad  procession  to  the  tomb  sustain'd. 
Ah  me  !  in  vain  to  Heav'n  and  Earth  oomplain'd 
With  tender  cries  her  nnm'rous  orphan  train  " 
The  tears  of  wedded  \^^e  profuse  were  shed'  in 
vain. 

Fur  her,  was  grief  on  ev'ry  fkce  impiess'd ; 
For  her,  each  bo?om  heav'd  with  tender  sighs « 
An  husband  late  with  all  her  virtues  blesa'd. 
And  weeping  race  in  sad  ideas  rise : 

For  her  ddpress'd  and  pde, 

Ydiir  charms,  ye  Gfaoes,  val,    . 


1  God  of  Arcadia,  who  peeoliariy  pitiidci  orer 
rural  life. 
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Wbom  to  •dora  was  once  year  chief  d^figlA : 
Ye  Viitoet,  ati  deplore 
Yoar  image,  now  no  more,  [night 

And  HjUMO,  ^  quench  thy  torch  in  tears  and  endlesi 
Mr  yet  these  d:smal  prospects  disappear 
Wht J  0  er  t^e  weeping  plain  new  borroitrs  rise. 
And  louder  accents  pierce  each  frighted  ear, 
Acceats  of  grief  imbitter'd  by  surprise  ! 
Pontic  wit)i  woe,  at  once  the  tumult  flies. 
To  snatch  Adtmis  wash*d  along  the  stream, 
And  all  th'  extended  bank  re-echoes  to  bis  nan^e; 

Rang'd  on  the  brink  the  weeping  matrons  stand. 
The  lorely  wreck  of  fortune  to  survey. 
While  o'er  the  flood  he  wav'd  his  beauteous  hand. 
Or  io  coovuhive  aoguisb  struggling  lay. 
By  slow  dejcrei'S  they  view'd  his  force  decay, 
la  froitJeMt  efforts  to  regain  the  shore : 
They  view*d  and  mourn 'd  his  &te :    O  Heaven ! 
they  could  no  more. 

Ye  Naiads  ^,  guardians  of  the  fatal  flood, 
Wts  beauty,  sweetnen^^outh,  no  more  yoor  care  } 
For  beauty,  sweetness,  youth,  your  pity  woo'd, 
Pb«*riul  to  charm,  if  fbte  could  learn  to  spare. 

Stretched  on  cM  earth  he  liesj 

While,  in  his  closing  eyes, 
No  more  the  beaT'n-iUomm^d  lustre  shines; 

His  cbeek,  onoe  Nature's  pride. 

With  blooming  roses  dy'd, 
To  unrelenting  fote  hs  op'nnig  Uufth  reiignt. 

Deir  hapless  youth  !  what  felt  thy  mother's  heart, 
Wben  io  her  view  thy  lifeless  form  was  laid  ? 
^b  anguish  wben  the  soul  and  body  part. 
Such  agonizing  pangs  the  frame  invade. 
"  Was  there  no  hand,"  she  cryM,  *<  my  child  to  aid  ? 
Couid  Heav'n  and  Earth  mimpy*d  his  fall  surrey, 
K<s-  from  th'  insatiate  waves  redeem  tlieh*  lovely 
prey? 

"  Did  I  for  this  my  tend'rest  cares  employ. 
To  nourish  pnd  improve  thy  early  bloom  ? 
Are  all  my  rising  hopes,  my  prorais'd  joy, 
ExUoct  m  death's  inexorable  gloom  ? 
No  more  shall  life  those  faded  charms  relntne, 

Dear  rip'nmg  sweetness  !  sonk  no  more  to  rise ! 

Thee  Nature  monnis,  like  me,  with  food  maternal 
eyes. 

"  Fortune  and  life,  yoor  gifts  how  insecure  I 
How  fiur  yoo  promise !  but  how  ill  perform  ! 
Lke  tender  fruit,  they  perish  premature,     [storm. 
Soorcli'd  by  the   beam,  or  whelm'd  beneath  the 

For  thee  a  {ate  more  kind. 

Thy  mother's  hopes  assign'd, 
Than  thus  to  sink  in  early  youth  deplorM : 

But  late  thou  fled*st  my  sight. 

Thy  pn«nt's  dear  delight !  [stor'd  r " 

AndarttlMMito  my  arms,  ah  !  art  thoQ  thus  re- 
Severe  these  ills;  jet  heavier  still  impend. 
That  wuond  with  livelier  grief  the  smartmg  soul ; 
As,  ere  tlie  long-collected  storm  descend. 
Red  Hghtnbgs  flash,  and  thunder  shakes  the  pole; 
Portentous,  solemn,  loud  its  murmurs  roll : 
While  fnm  the  wahjbet  fleld  the  trembling  Mud 
Views  bHtvitTnhi  threst  Ifae  Iflbowt  of  mankind. 


SGodofnatfliige. 


•Rite^gaddiBiiei. 


For  sicaree  the  bitter  sigh  and  deep*nio^  groan 
In  fainter  cadence  died  away  in  air. 
When,  Io  !  by  fete  a  desedlier  shaft  Was  thrown, 
Whicii  open'd  ev'ry  source  of  deep  despair  : 
As  yet  our  souls  those  recent  sorrows  share, 
Swift  from  th'  adjacent  field  Menalcas  flieS, 
While  grief  impels  hi<  steps,  and  tears  bedew  hiiT 
eyes. 

"  Weep  on,"  he  cry'd,  ''let  tears  no  measure  know  } 
Hence  from  those  fields  let  pleasure  wing  her  way : 
Ye  shades,  be  hallow'd  finom  this  hour  to  woe: 
No  more  with  summer's  pride,  ye  meads,  be  gay. 

Ahl  why,  with  sweetness  erown'd. 

Should  somnter  smile  around  ? 
Philanthes  now  is  nuteber'd  with  the  dead : 

Yoimg  Health,  all  drown'd  in  tears, 

A  livid  paleness  wears ; 
Dim  are  her  radiant  eyes,  and  all  her  roses  fade. 

**  Him  bright  Hygeia  «,  in  life's  early  dawn. 
Thro'  Nature's  fev'rite  walks  with  transport  led. 
Thro'  woods  umbrageous,  or  the  op'ning  lawn. 
Or  where  fresh  fountains  lave  the  flow'ry  mead : 
Their  summer's  treasures  to  his  view  dispbiy'd 
What  herbs  and  flow'rs  salubrious  juice  bestow, 
Akmg  the  lowly  vale,  or  mountain's  arduous  brow. 

'*  The  paralytic  nerve  his  art  confess'd, 
Quick-panting  asthma,  and  consumption  pale : 
Corrosive  pain  he  soften'd  into  rest. 
And  bade  the  fever's  rage  no  more  prevail. 
Unhappy  art !  decreed  at  last  to  fiul. 
Why  lioger'd  then  thy  salutary  pow'r. 
Nor  from  a  life  so  dear  repell'd  the  destin'd  hoor^  . 
"  Yoor  grieft,  O  love  and  friendship,  how  severe  ? 
Wben  high  to  Heav'n  his  soul  pnrsh'd  her  flight;  ' 
Yonr  moving  plaints  still  vibrate  on  my  ear, 
Still  the  sad  vixion  swims  More  my  sight; 

O'er  all  the  mournful  scene. 

Inconsolable  pam, 
In  ev'ry  various  form,  appear'd  express'd : 

The  tear-distilling  eye. 

The  long,  deep,  broken  sigh,  [brea9t4 

Disrolv'd  each  tender  toul,  and  heav'd  in  ev'ry 

"  Such  were  their  woes,  and  oh  !  how  just,  how  due ! 

What  tears  oould  equal  such  immense  distress  ? 

Time,  core  of  fighter  ills,  must  ours  renew, 

And  years  the  sense  of  what  we  lose  increase. 

From  whom  shall  now  the  ilm^bed  hope  redrett  } 
Religion  where  a  nobler  sobject  find. 
So  fevourM  of  the  skies,  so  dear  to  human  kind  ? 

"  Fair  Friendship,  smiling  on  his  natal  hour. 
The  babe  selected  in  her  sacred  train  ; 
She  bade  him  round  diffusive  blessings  &how^. 
And  in  his  bosom  fix'd  her  favVite  fane. 
In  glory  thence  how  long,  yet  how  serene, 
Her  vital  influence  spreads  Hs  cheering  rays  1 
Worth  felt  the  genial  beam,  and  ripan'd  in  thi 


"  As  hicid  streams  iefresh  the  smilhig  ^lain, 
Op'ning  the  flow'rs  that  on  their  borders  grow  ; 
As  grateful  to  the  bert>,  descending  rain. 
That  shrtmk  and  wUh^'d  hi  the  solar  glow : 

So,  when  his  voice  was  heard. 

Affliction  disaj^ar'd  ; 

«  J)9XLiflA/et  of  JEsculUphis,  and  goddess  of  beattt.- 
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Plenm  with  nTish'd  tan  imbib'd  the  aoand; 

Grief  with  its  sweetness  soothed. 

Each  cloady  featare  tmooth'd. 
And  ever-waking  care  Ibrgot  th*  eternal  wound. 

*'  Such  elegance  of  taste,  such  graceful  ease, 
Infus'd  by  Heaven,  thro*  all  his  manners  shone ; 
In  him  it  seemM  to  join  whate*er  could  please. 
And  plan  the  full  perfection  from  its  own : 
He  Giher  fields  and  other  swains  bad  known. 
Gentle  as  those  of  old  by  Phoebus  ^  taught. 
When  polish'd  with  his  lute,  like  him  tlMy  spoke 
and  thought 

**  Thus  form'd  alike  to  bless,  and  to  be  bless'd, 
6och  heav'nly  graces  kindrM  graces  found ; 
Her  gentle  turn  the  same,  the  same  her  taste. 
With  equal  worth,  and  equal  candour  crownM : 
Long  may  she  search  creation's  ample  round, 
The  joys  of  such  a  friendship  to  explore ; 
But,  once  in  him  expir'd,  to  joy  she  lives  no  more. 
*'  As  Nature  to  her  works  supremely  kind. 
His  tender  soul  with  all  the  parent  gkyw*d. 
On  all  his  race,  his  goodness  unconfin'd. 
One  full  exhaustless  stream  of  fondness  flowed ; 

Pleas'd  as  each  genius  rose 

New  prospects  to  disclose. 
To  form  tlie  mind,  and  raise  its  gen'rons  aim ; 

His  thoughts,^with  virtue  warm'd. 

At  once  inspired  and  charmed ;  [flame. 

His  looks,  his  words,  his  smiles  transfus*d  the  sacred 

'*  Say  ye,  whose  minds  for  long  revolving  jrears 
The  jojrs  of  sweet  society  have  known. 
Whose  mutual  fondness  ev*ry  hour  endears,   [one  j 
Whose  pains,  whose  pleasures,  and  whose  souls  are 
O  !  say,  for  you  can  judge,  and  yon  alone, 
What  anguish  pierc'd  his  widowed  consort's  heart. 
When  from  her  dearer  self  for  ever  doom'd  to 

part. 
**  His  children  to  the  scene  of  death  repair. 
While  more  than  filial  sorrow  bathes  thpir  eyes  ; 
His  smiles  indulgent,  his  paternal  care. 
In  sadly-pleasing  recollection  rise : 
But  young  Dorioda,  with  distinguished  sighs. 
Effusing  all  her  soul  in  soft  regret,  [father's fate. 
Seems,  while  she  mourns  his  loss,  to  share  a 
**  Whether  the  day  its  wonted  course  renew'd. 
Or  midnight  vigils  wrapt  the  world  in  shade. 
Her  tender  task  assiduous  she  pursued. 
To  sooth  his  anguish,  or  his  wants  to  aid  j 

To  soften  ev'ry  pain. 

The  meaning  look  explain. 
And  scan  the  forming  wish  'ere  yet  express'd: 

The  dying  father  smil'd 

With  fondness  on  his  child,  [bless'd. 

And  when  his  tongue  was  mute,  bis  eyes  her  goodness 

*'  At  length,  fair  mourner !  cease  thy  rising  woe : 
Its  olgect  still  surviving  seeks  the  skies, 
Where  brighter  suns  in  happier  climates  glow, 
And  ampler  scenes  with  height'uing  charms  surprise: 
There  perfect  life  thy  mudi  lov'd  sire  eq)oyB, 
The  life  of  gods,  exempt  from  grief  and  iwin. 
Where  in  immortal  breasts  immortal  transport» 
reign. 

^  He  was  said  to  polish  the  swains,  when  m  re- 
venge for  fbrghtg  the  bolt  which  killed  his  son,  he 
dew  the  Cyclops^  and  was  doom'd  to  keep  the  flocks 
of    " 


"  Ye  moamiDg  swains,  yonr  loud  oompkfaits  for- 
Still  he,  the  genius  of  onr  green  retreat,         [bear; 
Shall  with  benignant  care  our  labours  cheer. 
And  banish  far  each  shock  of  adverse  fote  ; 
Mild  suns  and  gentle  flow'rs  on  spring  shall  wait. 
His  hand  with  ev'ry  fruit  shall  autuq^n  store  : 
In  Heav'n  your  patron  reigns,  ye  sh«;pherds  weep 
no  more. 
"  flenceforth  his  pow*r  shall  with  your  lares  ^  join. 
To  bid  your  cots  with  peace  and  pleasure  smile  ; 
To  bid  disease  and  languor  cease  to  pine. 
And  fair  abundance  crown  each  rural  toil : 
While  birds  their  lays  resume. 
And  spring  her  annual  bloom. 
Let  verdant  wreaths  his  sacred  tomb  adorn  ; 
To  him,  each  rising  day 
Devout  libations  pay  : 
In  Heav'n  your  pacron  reigns,  no  more,  ye  shep- 
herds, mourn." 


THE  WISH.'    AN  ELEGY. 

TO  URANIA. 

Felices  ter,  et  amplius, 

Quos  irrapta  tenet  copula,  nee  malts 
Bivulsus  querimoniis 

Suprema  citius  solvet  amor  die.  Hor. 

Lbt  others  travel,  with  incessant  pain. 

The  wealth  of  earth  and  ocean  to  secure ; 
Then,  with  fond  hopes,  caress  the  precious  bane  ; 

In  grandeur  abject,  and  in  affluence  poor. 
But  soon,  too  soon,  in  fancy's  timid  eyes. 

Wild  waves  shall  roll,  and  conflagrations  spread. 
While  bright  in  arms,  and  of  gigantic  size. 

The  fear-form'd  robber  hauuts  the  thorny  bed. 

Let  me,  in  dreadless  poverty  retir'd, 

The  real  joys  of  life,  unenvied,  share  : 
Favour'd  by  love,  and  by  the  Muse  inspired, 

I'll  yield  to  wealth  its  jealousy  and  care. 
On  rising  ground,  the  prospect  to  command, 

Unting'd  with  smoke,  where  vernal  breezes  blow^ 
In  rural  neatness  let  my  cottage  stand ; 

kere  wave  a  wood,  and  there  a  ri^er  flow. 
Oft  from  the  neighb'ring  hills  and  pastures  round. 

Let  sheep  with  tender  bleat  salute  my  ear  ; 
Nor  fox  insidious  banntthe  guiltless  ground. 

Nor  man  pursue  the  trade  of  murder  near  : 
Far  hence,  kind  Heav'n  !  expel  the  savage  train, 

Inur'd  to  blood,  and  eager  to  destroy ; 
Who  pointed  steel  with  recent  slaughter  stam. 

And  place  in  groans  and  death  their  cruel  joy. 
Ye  pow'rs  of  social  life  and  tender  song  1 

To  3roa  devoted  shall  my  fields  remain  ; 
Here  undistorb'd  the  peaceful  day  prolong. 

Nor  own  a  smart  but  love's  delightful  pain. 
For  you,  my  trees  shall  wave  their  leafy  shade  ; 
.  For  you,  my  gardens  tinge  the  lenient  air  ; 
For  you,  be  autumn's  blushing  gifts  di^lay'd. 

And  all  that  Nature  yields  of  sweet  or  lieur. 
But,  O  i  if  plaints,  which  love  and  grief  inspire. 

In  heav'nly  breasts  could  e'er  oonoipassion  find. 
Grant  me,  ah !  grant  my  heart's  suprama  dcaire^ 

And  teach  my  dear  Urania  to  be  kind* 

*  Donertic  godf. 
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For  her,  black  sadnc^  ckmdi  my  Inightest  day  ; 

For  her,  in  tean  the  midnight  TigiU  roll ; 
Tor  her,  cold  horronn  melt  my  powers  a«ay» 

And  chill  the  bring  ▼igour  of  my  aouL 

Bnealh  her  toom  each  yoaihful  ardour  diet, 
Iti  joys,  iti  wishes,  and  its  hopes,  expire; 

la  vain  the  fields  of  science  tempt  nay  eyes ; 
In  rain  for  me  the  Moses  string  the  lyre. 

01  let  her  oft  my  hnmble  dwdling  grace, 
Homble  no  more,  if  there  she  deign  to  shine ; 

For  Heav*n,  unlimited  by  time  or  place. 
Still  waits  on  god-like  worth  and  charms  dirme. 

Amid  the  cooling  fragrance  of  the  mom. 
How  sweet  with  her  thro'  lonely  fields  to  stray  ! 

Her  charms  the  loveliest  landscape  shall  adorn, 
And  add  new  glories  to  the  rising  day. 

With  her,  all  nature  shines  in  heightened  bloom ; 

The  sihrer  stream  in  sweeter  mUsic  flows ; 
Odoars  more  rich  the  fanning  gales  perfume  ; 

And  deeper  tinctures  paint  the  spreading  rose. 

With  her,  the  shades  of  night  their  horrours  lose. 
Its  deqicst  silence  charms  if  she  be  by  ; 

Her  voice  the  music  of  the  dawn  renews. 
Its  lambent  radiance  sparkles  in  her  eye. 

How  sweet,  with  her,  in  wisdom's  calm  recess. 

To  brighten  soft  desire  with  wit  refio'd  ? 

Kind  Naturals  laws  with  sacred  Ashley  trace, 

'  And  view  the  fiiirsst  features  of  the  mind ! 

Or  borne  on  Bfilton^s  flight,  as  Heav'n  sublime. 
View  its  full  Maze  in  open  prospect  glow; 

Bless  the  first  pair  in  Eden's  happy  clime, 
Or  drop  the  human  tear  for  endless  woe. 

And  when,  in  Tiitue  and  in  peace  grown  old. 
No  arU  the  languid  lamp  of  life  restore ; 

Her  let  me  gnsp  with  hands  conruls'd  and  cold, 
Till  ev'ry  nerve  relax  'd  can  hold  no  more : 

long,  loqg  on  her  my  dying  eyes  suspend, 
Till  the  last  beam  shall  vibrate  on  my  sight ; 

Then  soar  where  only  greater  joys  attenid. 
And  bear  her  image  to  eternal  light. 

Food  man,  ah  t  whither  would  thy  fonoy  rove  ? 

Tis  thine  to  languish  in  unpitied  smart ; 
lis  thme,  alas !  eternal  scorn  to  prove. 

Nor  foel  one  gleam  of  comfort  warm  thy  heart. 

But,  if  my  foir  this  cruel  law  impose, 
Pleai'dl,  to  her  will  I  all  my  soul  resign ; 

To  walk  beneath  the  burden  of  my  woes. 
Or  sink  in  death,  nor  at  my  fate  repine. 

Tet  when,  with  woes  nnmingled  and  sincere. 
To  earth's  cold  womb  in  silence  I  descend  ; 

X^  her,  to  grace  my  obsequies,  appear. 
And  with  the  weeping  throng  her  sorrows  blend. 

Ah !  no ;  be  all  her  hours  with  pleasure  crowned. 
And  ah  her  tool  from  ev'ry  anguish  firee : 

Skoald  my  sad  fate  that  gentle  boaom  wound. 
The  joys  of  Hear'n  wooM  be  no  Joys  to  me. 


ON  THE  DEATH  OF  MIL  POPE. 


Poets  themselves  must  foil,  like  those  they  suug ; 
Deaf  the  prais'd  ear,  and  mute  the  tuneful  tonguej 
Ev'n  he,  whose  soul,  now  melts  in  mournful  lays. 
Shall  shortly  want  the  gen'rous  tear  he  pays. 

Pope's  Unfortunate  Lady* 

While  yet  I  scarce  awake  from  dumb  surprise. 
And  tepid  streams  profusely  bathe  my  eyes ; 
While  soul-dissolving  sighs  my  bosom  strain. 
And  all  my  being  sinks  oppress'd  with  pain ; 
Deign  you,  whose  souls,  like  mine,  are  form'd  to  know 
The  nice  poetic  sense  of  bliss  and  woe ;  ^ 

To  these  sad  accents  deign  a  pitinng  ear: 
Strong  be  our  sorrow,  as  the  cause  severe. 

O  Pope,  what  tears  thy  obsequies  attend ! 
Britain  a  bard  deplores,  mankind  a  friend  : 
For  thee,  their  darling,  weep  th'  Aonian  choir. 
Mute  the  soft  voice,  unstrung  the  tuneful  lyre,: 
For  thee,  the  virtuous  and  the  sage  shall  moorq. 
And  viiigin  sorrows  bathe  thy  sacred  urn : 
One  veil  of  grief  o'er  Heav^D  and  Earth  be  thrown. 
And  Vice  and  Envy  flaunt  in  smiles  alone. 
Erewhile  depress'd  in  abject  dust  they  lay, 
Nor  with  their  hideous  forms  affronted  day; 
While  thy  great  genius,  in  their  tortur'd  sight, 
Plac'd  Truth  and  Virtue.cloth'd  with  heav'nly  light: 
Now  pleas'd,  to  open  sunshine  they  return. 
And  o'er  the  fote  exult  which  others  mourn. 

Ah  me !  for  other  thoughts  my  soul  inspire  ; 
Far  other  accents  breathes  the  plaintive  lyre : 
Thee,  tho'  the  Muses  bless'd  with  all  their  art ; 
And  pour'd  their  sacred  raptures  on  thy  heart; 
Tho'  thy  lov'd  Virtue,  with  a  mother's  pain. 
Deplores  thy  fote,  alas !  deplores  in  vain  ? 
Silent  and  pale  thy  tuneful  frame  remains ; 
Death  seals  thy  sight,  and  freezes  in  thy  veins : 
"  Cold  is  that  breast,  which  warm'd  the  world  be- 
fore, [more." 
And  that  heav'n-prompted  tongue  shall  charm  no 

Whom  next  shall  Heav'n  to  share  thy  honours 
chuse; 
Whom  consecrate  to  virtue  and  the  Muse ; 
The  Muse,  by  fate's  eternal  plan  design 'd 
To  light,  exalt,  and  humanize  the  mind ; 
To  bid  kind  pity  melt,  just  anger  glow ; 
To  kindle  joy,  or  prompt  the  sighs  of  woe ; 
To  shake  with  horrour,  rack  with  tender  smart. 
And  touch  the  finest  springs  that  move  the  heart. 

Curst  he  > !  who,  without  ecstasy  sincere^ 
The  poet's  soul  effus'd  in  song  can  hear: 
His  aid  in  vain  shall  indigence  require; 
Unmov'd  he  views  his  dearest  friends  expire ; 
Nature  and  Nature's  God  that  wretch  detest ; 
Unsought  his  friendship,  and  his  days  unblest : 
Hell's  mazy  frauds  deep  in  his  bosom  roll. 
And  all  her  gloom  hangs  heavy  on  his  souL 

'  What  we  call  poetical  genius,  depends  entiraly 
on  the  quickness  of  moral  feeling :  he,  therefbra, 
who  cannot  fieel  poetry,  must  either  have  his  afieo- 
tions  and  internal  senses  depraved  by  ▼ice,or  be  natn- 
rally  insensible  of  the  pleasures  resulting  from  the 
exercise  of  them.  But  this  natural  insensibility  is 
almost  never  so  great  in  any  heart,  as  entirely  to 
hinder  the  impression  of  well-painted  paanon,  or 
natmal  imaget  oonnacted  with  it,. 
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A9  when  th«  Bm  begins  bin  eastern  way. 
To  bless  the  nations  with  returning  day, 
Crown'd  with  unfading  splendour,  on  be  flies ; 
Reveals  the  world,  and  kindles  all  the  skies : 
The  prostrate  East  the  radiant  god  adore ; 
So,  Pope,  we  viewed  thee,  but  nrast  view  no  more. 
Thee  angels  late  beheld,  with  mute  surprise, 
Glow  with  their  themes,  and  to  their  accents  rise; 
Ttiey  viewed  with  wonder  thy  unbounded  aim. 
To  trace  thr  mazes  of  th*  eternal  scheme : 
But  Heav'n  those  scenes  to  human  view  denies. 
Those  scenes  impervious  to  celestial  eyes : 
lVbo(i*er  attempts  the  path,  shall  lose  his  way, 
And,  wrapt  in  night,  thro*  endless  errour  stray. 

In  thee  what  talent  shall  we  most  admire; 
The  critic's  judgment,  or  the  poet's  fire  ? 
Alike,  in  both,  to  glory  is  thy  claim ; 
Thine  Aristotle's  taste,  and  Homer's  flame.  ^ 

Arm'd  with  impartial  satire,  when  thy  Muse 
Triumphant  Vice  with  all  her  rage  pursues; 
To  Hell's  dread  gloom  the  monster  scours  away. 
Far  from  the  haunts  of  men,  and  soenes  of  day : 
There,  curst  and  cursing,  rack'd  with  raging  woe, 
Shakes  with  hicessant  howls  the  realm»  Mow. 
But  soon,  too  soon,  the  fiend  to  light  shall  rise ; 
Her  steps  the  Earth  scarce  bound,  her  head  the 
Till  bis  red  terrours  Jove  again  display,        [skies ; 
Assert  bis  laws,  and  vindicate  his  sway. 

When  Ovid's  song  bewails  the  Lesbian  fair, 
Her  slighted  passion,  and  intense  despair  $ 
By  thee  improv'd,  in  each  soul-moving  Hue, 
Not  Ovid's  wit,  but  Sappho's  sorrows  shine. 
When  Eloisa  mourns  her  hapless  fate. 
What  heart  ean  cease  with  all  her  pangs  to  beat ! 

While  pointed  wit,  with  lowing  numbers  grac'd, 
Excites  the  laugh,  ev'n  in  the  guilty  breast; 
The  gaudy  coxcomb,  and  the  fickle  fair. 
Shall  dread  the  satire  of  thy  ravish'd  hair. 

Not  the  ^cilian  ^  breath'4  a  sweeter  song. 
While  Arethusa,  charm'd  and  list'ning,  hung; 
Froib  whom  each  Muse,  from  her  dear  seat  retir'd. 
His  flocks  protected,  and  himself  inspired  : 
Nor  he  ^  who  sung,  while  sorrow  fill'd  the  plain, 
How  Cytherea  nBoum'd  Adoois  slain ; 
Nor  Tityhis  \  who,  in  immortal  lays,. 
Taught  Mantua's  echoes  Galatea's  praise. 
No  more  let  Mantua  boast  unrival'd  fame ; 
Thy  Windsor  now  f  hall  equal  honours  claim : 
Eternal  fragrance  shall  each  breeze  perfume. 
And  m  each  grove  eternal  verdure  bloom. 

Ye  tuneful  shepherds,  and  ye  beauteous  maids, 
Fkom  fair  Ladona's  banks,  and  Windsor's  shades, 
Whose  souls  in  tran<(port  melted  at  his  song. 
Soft  as  your  sighs,  and  as  your  wishes  strong ; 
O  come !  your  copious  annual  tributes  bring, 
The  full  luxuriance  of  the  rifled  spring ; 
Strip  various  Nature  of  each  fairest  flow'r. 
And  on  his  tomb  the  gay  profusfon  show'r. 
Let  long-liv'd  pansies  here  their  scents  bestow. 
The  viol€tt  languish,  and  the  roses  glow ; 
lo  yellcfw  glory  let  the  emcos  shine. 
Narcissus  here  his  love-aick  bead  recline ; 
Here  hyiscinths  m  purple  sweetness  rise, 
Aad  tntips  ting'd  with  beauty's  fairest  dyes. 

Who  shall  sacoeed  thy  worth,  O  dariing  swatn ! 
Attemipt  thy  reede,  or  emulate  tky  strain  ? 
Bacb  painted  Warbler  of  the  vocal  grove 
LamenU  tliy  &te^  wimindfQl  of  bb  love : 


«  Theocritus. 


'Bion. 


*  Virgil. 


Tbee,  thee  the  breexes,  thee  the  fonntaias  moam, 
And  solemn  moans  rcsponnve  rocks  return ; 
Shepherds  and  flocks  protract  the  doleful  sound. 
And  nought  is  heard  but  mingled  plaints  around. 

When  first  Calliope  thy  fall  surrey'd. 
Immortal  tears  her  eyes  profusely  shed  ; 
Her  pow'ijless  hand  the  tuneful  harp  resigned ; 
The  conscious    haip  her  griefs,  low-murrn'riog, 

jittin'd  ; 
Her  voice  is  ttembling  cadence  dy'd  nway. 
And,  lost  in  anguish,  all  the  goddess  lay. 
Such  pangs  tfhe  felt,  when,  from  the  realms  of  lights 
The  fates,  ro  Homer,  ravish'd  her  delight : 
To  thee  her  sacred  hand  consgn'd  his  Ijrre, 
And  in  thy  bosom  kindled  all  his  fire : 
Hence,  in  our  tongue,  his  glorious  labours  drest, 
Breathe  all  the  god  that  warm*d  their  autboi^ 
breast. 

When  horri^  war  informs  the  sacred  page. 
And  men  and  gods  with  mutual  wrath  engage. 
The  clash  of  arms,  the  trumpet's  awful  sound. 
And  groans  and  clamours  shake  the  mountaioi 

round; 
The  nations  roek.  Earth's  solid  bases  groan. 
And  quake  Heav'n's  arches  to  th'  eternal  throne. 

When  Eotns  dilates  the  lawless  wind. 
O'er  Nature's  face  to  revel  unconfin'd. 
Bend  Heav'n's  blue  concave,  sweep  the  fruitful  plain» 
Tear  up  the  forest,  and  inrage  the  main  ; 
In  horrid  native  pomp  the  tempests  shine. 
Ferment,  and  roar,  and  aestuate  in  each  line. 

When  Sisyj^hus,  with  many  a  weary  groan. 
Rolls  up  the  hill  the  still-revolving  stone ; 
The  loaded  line,  like  it,  seems  to  recoil. 
Strains  his  bent  nerves,  and  heaves.with  his  full  toil : 
But,  when  resulting  rapid  from  its  height. 
Precipitate  tlie  numbers  emulate  the  flight. 

As  when  creative  Energy,  employ'd. 
With  ^-arious  beings  fill'd  the  boun<4tes8  void  ; 
With  deep  survey  th'  omniscient  Parent  view'd 
The  mighty  filtbric,  and  oonfess'd  it  good ; 
He  view'd,  exulting  with  immense  delisrht. 
The  lovely  transcript,  as  th'  idea,  bnght: 
So  iSwell'd  the  bard  ^  with  ecstasy  divine. 
When  full  and  finish'd  rose  his  bright  design  ; 
So,  from  the  Elysian  bow'rs,  he  joy 'd  to  see 
All  his  immortal  self  roviv'd  in  thea 
While  fame  enjoya  thy  consecrated  fane. 
First  of  th*  inapir'd,  with  him  for  ever  reign ; 
With  his,  each  distant  age  shall  rank  thy  name, 
And  ev'n  reluctant  Envy  hiss  acclaim. 

But,  ah  !  blind  fate  will  no  distinction  know  ; 
Swift  down  the  torrent  all  alike  must  flow  ; 
Wit,  virtue,  l«%imiog,  are  alike  iCs  prey; 
All,  all  must  tread  th*  irremeable  way. 

No  more  fond  wishes  in  my  breast  shall  roll. 
Distend  my  heart,  and  kindle  all  my  soul. 
To  breathe  my  honest  raptures  in  thy  ear. 
And  feel  thy  kindness  in  returns  sincere ; 
Thy  art,  I  hop'd,  should  teach  the  Muse  to  sing. 
Direct  her  fllgttt,  and  prme  her  mfant  wing ; 
Now,  Mnse,  be  dumb ;  or  let  thy  song  dqptore 
Thy  pleasures  blasted,  and  thy  hopes  no  nsore. 

Tremendous  pom^n  I  who  rale  th'  eternal  state. 
Whose  voice  is  thunder,  and  whose  nod  is  fkte ; 
Did  I  for  empire,  second  to  your  own. 
Cling  round  the  shrine,  and  importune  the  throne  ? 

5  Homer. 
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Pi«y*d  I,  tb«t  fimie  thould  bear  my  name  oo  higli, 
TTiro'  oatiooM  Earthy  or  alUinvolving  sky  ? 
Wao*d  I  fcr  me  the  Sun  to  toil  and  fthine. 
The  fem  to  brighten,  or  mature  the  mioe  ? 
pjo'  «)eep  iuTolv'd  m  adamantine  night, 
isk'd  I  again  to  view  Heav'n's  cheerfal  light  ? 
Pof)e*s  lore  I  soogfat;  that  only  boon  «ieny'd» 
4)  Iffe !  what  pleasure  canst  thou  boaflt  bttide, 
Worth  my  regaid,  or  equal  to  my  pride  } 

Thus  moams  a  tsm'roas  Mnse,  noknown  to  fame, 
Tiin  sheds  her  sweetest  incense  on  thy  name ; 
V^Tiilst  oo  her  lips  imperfiect  accents  die, 
Tear  fcilloiriog  tear,  and  sigh  sacoeedhng  sigh  : 
S^e  monras,  nor  she  ahme,  with  ibiid  regret, 
A  vcrld,  a  ^tng  world,  must  weep  thy  &te. 

Where  polish'd  arts  and  sacred  science  reign, 
Wheie-e*er  the  Nine  their  tuneful  presence  deign ; 
Tlere  shall  thy  glory,  with  unclouded  hbae, 
CommaDd  immortal  monvnients  of  praise  : 
From  clime  to  clime  the  circling  Sun  shall  view 
Its  rival  spleodoor  still  his  own  puisne. 
Wh.'le  the  swift  torrent  from  its  source  descends  $ 
Wbi:e  round  this  globe  Heav'n's  ample  concave 


WbilA  all  its  liring  lamps  their  course  maintain. 
Aid  lead  the  beauteous  year's  revolTing  train ;  ■ 
So  !oQf  shall  men  thy  HeaT*nly  song  admire, 
Aod  Xatore'i  charms  and  thine  at  once  expire. 


ELEGY: 

TO  THE   ICBMORT  OF 

CONSTANTIA  K 

TTs  saltern  'accnmulem  donii,  et  fungar  inani 
Mnnere. 

Virg, 

Bt  the  pale  glimmer  of  the  conscious  Moon, 

•^  ben  sluanber,  oo  the  humid  eyes  of  woe, 

^.^  its  kind  lenitive ;  what  mournful  voice 

^'  »dly  sweet,  on  my  attentive  ear, 

h>  mniag  pl^ot  effuses  :  like  the  song 

<  '^  Philomel,  when  thro"  the  vocal  air, 

•:  ^-M^d  by  deep  inconsolable  grief, 

.^  *  tNcathcs  her  soft,  her  melancholy  strain ;' 

A  ^i  Natore  with  religious  silence  hears } 

T^  fbe;  my  wandVmg  senses  rocognize 

T>  velUkaown  charm,  and  all  my  list'ning  soul 

I*  '^cpnctation.    Oh  I  *tis  that  dear  voice, 

^W'  gentle  accents  charm'd  my  happier  days  ; 

F/f  (harp  aJBiction's  icon  hand  had  prest 

H<^  vnnal  youth,  and  sunk  her  with  the  blow. 

Trll  me,  thou  heav'iily  exoelleBCe )  whose  form 
^  riKs  to  my  view,  whose  melting  song 
tT  rvcr  echoes  on  my  trembling  ear, 
I^^shtfftl  ev'n  in  misery;  O  say  !  ' 
^'ast  bright  distingttish*d  mansion  in  the  sky 
^'^xiva  tfiy  aaffhring  virtue  from  the  storm, 

*  Mm  aeoompiiabed  bat  milbrtunate  young  lady, 
•'iW  city  of  Bdinbui^,  having,  without  the  con- 
«*  rf  her  lather,  married  a  gentleman,  who  car- 
r^j  ber  to  the  West  Indies,  she  was  there  cruelly 
»/nakea  by  him,  and  loaC  her  Ulb  by  a  mistaken 


That  on  thy  tender  blossom  paurVl  ita  raft  ? 
Early,  alas !  too  early  4'wUt  thou  feel 
Its  most  tempestuous  fury.     From  the  cala^ 
The  soft  serenity  of  life  how  led 
An  unsuspecting  victim  !  Ev'ry  blast 
Pierc'd  to  thy  inmost  soul,  amid  the  waste 
Of  cruel  fortune  left  to  seek  tby  v?ay 
Unsheltered  and  akme ;  while  to  thy  graaM 
No  j^en'rons  ear  reclin'd,  no  friendly  roo^ 
With  hospitable  umbrage,  entertaiu'd 
Thy  drooping  sweetness,  uninur'd  to  pain. 
That  liberal  hand,  which,  to  the  tortur'd  sense 
Of  anguish,  comfort's  hc«liog  balm  apfdy'd, 
To  Heav'n  and  Earth  extended,  vainly  now 
Implores  the  oonsolatkNi  once  it  gave^ 
Nor  suppliant  meets  redress.    That  eye  benign. 
The  seat  of  mercy,  which  to  each  distress, 
£v*n  by  thy  foe  susUinM,  the  gentle  tear, 
A  willing  tribute,  paki,  new  fruittess  weeps, 
Ndr  gains  that  pity  it  so  oft  bestow'd. 

Thou  lo^ahest  aacrifice  that  ever  Cell 
To  perfidy  and  unrelenting  hate ! 
How  in  the  hour  of  confidence  and  hope. 
When  love  and  expectation  to  thy  heait 
Spoke  peace,  and  plac'd  felicity  in  view  ; 
How  fled  the  bright  illnsion,  and  at  once 
Fprsook  thee  plung'd  in  exquisite  despair ! 
Thy  friends  $  the  insects  of  a  summer-|pale 
That  sport  and  flutter  in  the  mid'^day  beam 
Of  gay  prosperity,  or  from  the  flow'rs. 
That  in  her  sonsbme  bloom,  with  ardour  snck 
Sweetness  uneam'd ;  thy  temporary  fnendi^ 
Or  blind  with  headlong  fiiry,  or  abus'd 
By  ev>y  jtross  imposture,  or  supine, 
Luird  by  the  soogs  of  ease  and  pleasure,  rnr 
Thy  bitter  destiny  with  cool  r^»rd. 
Thy  wrongs  ev*n  Nature's  voice  proclaimed  in  vain; 
Deaf  to  her  tender  importuning  call. 
And  all  the  father  in  his  sonl  extinct. 
Thy  parent  sat ;  while  on  thy  guiltless  head 
Each  various  torment,  that  imbitters  life. 
Exhausted  ^11  their  force :  and,  to  insure 
Their  execrable  conquest,  black  and  fell, 
Ev'n  M  her  native  region.  Slander  join'd  ; 
And  o'er  thy  virtue,  spotless  as  the  wish 
Of  infant  souls,  inexorable  breath'd 
Her  pestilential  vapour.     Hence  fair  Truth, 
Persuasive  as  the  tongue  of  seraphs,  nrg'd 
Unheard  the  cause  of  Innocence ;  the  blush 
Of  fickle  frieiidship  hence  forgot  to  glow. 

Meanwhile  from  thete  retreats  with  hapless  speed. 
By  ev'ry  hope  and  ev'ry  wish  impellM, 
Thy  stepa  explor'd  protection.     Whence  explored  } 
'  Ah  me  !  from  whom,  and  to  what  cursed  arms 
Wert  thou  betray'd  :  unfeeling  as  the  rock 
Which  splits  the  vessel ;  while  its  helpless  ovw. 
With  shriekaof  horrour«  deprecate  their  fate  ? 
O  Earth  !  O  righteous  Heav'n!  coold'stthou  behold; 
While  yet  thy  patient  hand  the  thm^er  grasp'd. 
Nor  huri'd  the  flaming  vengeance ;  could'kt  Ihou  see^ 
The  violated  vow,  the  marriage  xite 
Profan'd,  and  all  the  saered  ties,  which  hind 
Or  Ood  or  man,  abandon'd  to  Che  soom 
Of  vice  by  long  impunity  confirm^  ^ 

Buttbon,  peffidioQS !  tremble,-,    u  ■    Ifon  high 
The  hand  of  jostjoe  with  impartial  scale 
Each  word,  each  action  poises,  and  exacts 
Severn  atonement  from  th'  offending  heart ; 
Oh!  what  hast  thoa  to  dread?  what  cndlnMpai^    - 
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Wbmt  deep  damnatioii  most  thy  soul  eodnre  } 
On  Earth'  twas  thine  to  perpetrate  a  crime, 
from  whose  grim  visage  guilt  of  shameless  broir, 
Ev'n  in  its  wild  career,  might  shrink  appalPd  r 
Tis  thine  to  fear  herrafter,  if  not  feel, 
Plagues  that  in  Hell  no  precedent  can  boast. 
Ev'n  in  the  silent,  safe  domestic  hoar, 
Ev'n  in  the  scene  of  tenderness  and  peace. 
Remorse,  more  fierce  than  all  the  fiends  below. 
In  fancy's  ears,  shall,  with  a  thousand  tongues. 
Thunder  despair  and  ruin :  all  her  snakes 
Shall  rear  their  speckled  crests  aloft  in  air, 
With  ceaseless  horrid  hiss ;  shall  brandish  quick 
Their  forky  tongues,  or  roll  their  kindlmg  eyes 
With  sanguine,  fiery  glare.    Ev'n  while  each 
Glows  with  the  rapture  of  tnmultaous  joy. 
The  tears  of  injuHd  beauty,  the  complaints 
Of  truth  immaculate,  by  thee  expos'd 
To  wrongs  unnumber'd,  shall  disturb  ^y  bliss ; 
Shall  freeze  thy  blood  with  f^r,  and  to  thy  sight 
Anticipate  th'  impending  wrath  of  Ueav'n. 
In  sleep,  kind  pause  of  being !  when  the  nerve 
Of  toil  unbend^  when,  from  the  heart  of  care, 
Betires  the  sated  vulture,  when  disease 
And  disappointment  quaff  Lethean  draughts 
Of  sweet  oblivion  $  from  his  charge  onblest. 
Shall  speed  thy  better  angel :  to  thy  dreams 
Th'  infernal  gulph  shall  open,  and  disclose 
Its  latent  homwrs.  .  O'er  the  burning  lake 
Of  blue  sulphareoos  gleam,  the  piercing  shriek. 
The  scourge  incessant,  and  the  clanking  chain. 
Shall  scare  thee  ev'n  to  frenzy.    On  thy  mind 
Its  fiercest  flames  shall  prey ;  while  from  its  depth 
Some  gnashing  fury  beckons  thy  approach. 
And,  thirsty  of  perdition,  watts  to  plunge 
Thy  naked  soul,  ten  thousand  fathom  down. 
Amidst  the  boiling  surges.    Such  their  fiate. 
Whose  hearts,  indocile,  to  the  sacred  lore 
Of  wisdom,  truth,  and  virtue,  banish  far 
The  cry  of  soft  compassion ;  nor  can  taste 
Beatitude  supreme  in  giving  joy  ! 
Thy  race,  the  product  of  a  lawless  flame, 
Ev'n  while  thy  ibnd  imagination  plans 
Their  future  grandeur,  in  thy  mock'd  embrace 
Shall  prematurely  perish ;  or  survive 
To  feel  their  father's  infamy,  and  curse 
The  tainted  origin  from  which  thy  sprung. 
For,  oh  !  thy  soul  no  soft  compunction  knew. 
When  that  fair  form,  where  all  the  Graces  Itv'd, 
Perfection's  brightest  triumph,  from  thy  breast. 
The  sport  of  mikler  winds  and  seas  was  thrown. 
To  glow  or  shiver  in  the  keen  extremes 
Of  ev'ry  various  climate :  when  that  cheek, 
Thig'd  with  the  blush  of  Heav'n's  uofiiuJing  rose, 
Grew  pale  with  pining  anguish ;  when  that  voice. 
By  ai^pels  tum*d  to  harmony  mod  love. 
Trembled  with  agony ;  and,  in  thine  ear, 
UtteHd  the  last  extremity  of  woe. 

From  foreign  bounty  she  obtain'd  that  aid 
Which  friendship,  love,  humanity,  at  lioine, 
Deny'd  her  blasted  worth.     From  foreign  hands 
Her  glowing  lips  reoeiv*d  the  cooling  draught. 
To  sooth  the  fever's  rage.     From  foreign  eyes 
The  tear,  by  nature,  love  and  friendship  due,  [death 
Flow'd  copious  o'er  the  wreck,  wliose  charms,  in 
Still  blooming,  at  the  hand  of  ruin  smil'd. 
Destin'd,  alas !  in  foreign  climes  to  leave 
Her  pale  remains  unhononr'd ;  while  the  herse 
Of  wealthy  guilt  crablaaon'd  boasto  the  pridt 


Of  painted  heraldry,  and  icntptur'd  stone 
Protects  or  flatters  its  detested  fame. 
Vain  trappings  of  mortality  !  When  these 
Shall  crumble,  like  the  woithless  d«ist  they  hide; 
Then  thou,  dear  spirit !  in  immortal  joy, 
Crown'd  with  mtrinsic  honours,  sfaalt  appear ; 
And  God  himself,  to  listening  vnorlds,  proclaim 
Thy  injnc'd  tenderness,  thy  faith  unstain'd. 
Thy  miklness  long  insulted,  and  thy  worth 
Severely  try'd,  and  found  at  last  sincere. 

But  where,  oh !  where  shall  art  or  nature  find. 
For  smarting  sorrow's  ever  recent  wound. 
Some  blest  restorative ;  whose  pow'rful  charm 
May  sooth  thy  friend's  regret,  within  his  breast 
Suspend  the  sigh  spontaneous,  bid  the  tear. 
By  sad  reflexion  prompted,  cease  to  foil ! 
These,  still  as  moment^  days  and  years  revolve, 
A  consecrated  off* ring,  shall  attend 
Tliy  dear  idea  unefl5sc*d  by  time : 
Til!  the  pale  night  of  destiny  obscure 
Life's  wasting  taper ;  till  each  torpid  sense 
Peel  Death's  chill  hand,  and  grief  complain  no  more. 


A  SOLILOSUT: 

Occasioned  by  the  author's' escape  ftom  falling  hito 
a  deep  well,  where  he  must  have  been  irrecoverably 
lost,  if  afovourite  lap-dog  had  not,  by  the  sound  of 
its  feet  upon  the  board  with  which  the  well  was  co- 
vered, warned  him  of  his  danger. 

Quidquisquevitet,  nunquam  homini  satis 
Gaotum  est  in  horaa 

HoraL 

Whbbk  am  1  !— O  eternal  Pow'r  of  Heav'n  ! 
Relieve  me ;  or,  amid  the  silent  gloom. 
Can  danger's  cry  approach  no  geo'rous  ear 
Prompt  to  redress  th'  unhappy  ?  O  my  heart  f 
What  shall  I  do,  or  whither  shall  I  turn  f 
Will  no  kind  band,  benevolent  as  Heav'n* 
Save  me  involv'd  in  peril  and  in  night ! 

F.rect  with  horrour  standi  my  bristling  hair  ; 
My  tongue  forgets  its, motion ;  strength  forsakea 
My  trembling  limbs ;  my  voice,  impeird  in  vain. 
No  passage  finds ;  cold,  cold  as  death,  my  blood. 
Keen  as  the  breath  of  winter,  chills  each  vein. 
For  on  the  verge,  the  awful  verge  of  fote 
Scarce  fix'd  I  stand  ^  and  one  progressive  step 
Had  plung'd  me  down,  unfathoroably  deep. 
To  gulpbs  impervious  to  the  cheerful  Sun 
And  fragrant  breeze ;  to  that  abhorr'd  abode. 
Where  Silence  and  Oblivion,  sisters  drear  ! 
With  cruel  Death  confederate  empire  hold. 
In  desolation  and  primeval  gloom.  [horroor. 

Ha !  what  unmans  me  thus }  what,  more  thao 
Relaxes  ev'ry  nerve,  untunes  my  frame. 
And  chills  my  inmost  sonl  ? — Be  still,  my  heart ! 
Nor  fltttf  ring  thus,  in  vain  attempt  to  burst 
The  barrier  firm,  by  which  thou  art  confln'd. 
Resume  your  functions,  limbs  t  restrain  those  kiieea 
From  smiting  thus  each  other,      ^ouse,  my  soul  I 
Assert  thy  native  dignity,  and  dare 
To  brave  this  kiag  of  terrors ;  to  confront 
His  cloudy  brow,  and  unrelenting  frown. 
With  steady  scorn,  in  conscious  triumph  bold. 
Reason^  that  beam  of  uncreated  day. 
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Tbttt  wf  of  dotyy  by  God'i  own  brtttfa 

Iiilbs*d  and  kindled^  reasoii  will  dispel 

Those  fiuicy'd  teiroun :  reason  will  inslruct  thee, 

That  death  is  HeavVs  kind  mterpostng  hand. 

To  snatch  thee  timely  from  hmpending  woe ; 

From  aggregated  misery,  whose  puigt 

Can  find  no  other  period  hot  the  grave. 

For  oh  !— -while  others  gaze  on  Natnre't  face, 
The  Terdant  rale,the  monntainB,wood8,and  streams ; 
Or,  with  delight  ine&ble,  survey 
The  Sun,  bright  image  of  hts  parent  God ; 
The  seasons,  in  majestic  order,  round 
This  tmry'd  globe  revolving ;  young-ey'd  Spring, 
Proliise  of  life  and  joy ;  Summer,  adom'd 
With  keen  effnlgence,bright*ning  Heav*n  and  Earth; 
Autumn,  replete  with  Nature's  various  boon. 
To  Mess  the  toiing  hind ;  and  Winter,  grand 
With  rapid  storms,  convulsing  Nature's  frame : 
Whilst  others  view  Heav'n's  all-involving  arch. 
Bright  with  omramber'd  worlds ;  and,  lost  in  joy. 
Fair  order  and  utility  befaoM ; 
Or,  nnliitigu'd,  tb'  aroasing  chain  pursue. 
Which,  in  one  vast  all-compreheoding  whole. 
Unit  es  th*  immense  stupendous  works  of  God, 
Conjoining  part  with  part,  and,  thro'  the  frame, 
Diffiiaing  sacred  bannony  and  jay; 
To  me  those  fair  vicissitudes  are  lost. 
And  grace  and  beauty  blotted  from  my  view. 
The  verdant  va]e,the  mountains,  woods,and  streams. 
One  bocrid  blank  appear ;  the  young<ey*d  Spring, 
Effulgent  Summer,  Autumn  deckM  in  wealth 
To  bless  the  toiling  hind,  and  Whiter,  grand 
With  rapid  storms,  revolve  in  vain  for  me  : 
Kbr  the  bright  Sun,  nor  alUembrocing  ar^h 
Of  Heav%  shall  e'er  these  wretched  oHm  behold. 

O  Beauty,  Hannooy !  ye  sister  train 
Of  Gimees ;  you,  who,  in  th*  admiring  eye 
Of  God  your  charms  displayed,  ere  yet,  transcrib'd 
Ob  Nature's  form,  your  HeoWnly  features  shooe-: 
Why  are  yon  snatched  for  ever  from  my  sight. 
Whilst,  in  your  stead,  a  boundless,  waste  eipanse 
Of  nndiistittfuish'd  borrour  covers  all } 
Wide  o*er  my  prospect  rueful  darkness  breathes 
Her  inanqiicious  v^iour;  in  whose  shade, 
Fear,  grief,  and  anguwh,  natives  of  her  reign. 
In  social  sadness,  gloomy  vigils  keep : 
With  them  I  walk,  with  them  still  doom'd  to  share 
Eternal  blackness,  without  hopes  of  dawn. 

Heooe  oft  the  hand  of  ignorance  and  scorn, 
To  barb^nms  mirth  abandon'd,  points  me  out 
With  idiot  grin :  the  supercilious  eye 
Oft,  from  the  noise  and  glare  of  prosp'roos  life. 
On  my  obacurity  diverts  its  gaze, 
Esultnig  ;  and,  with  wanton  pride  elate, 
Fdidtatas  its  own  superior  lot : 
Inhnman  triumph !  Hence  the  pierdng  taunt 
Of  titled  ins(Jence  inflicted  deep. 
Heoce  the  warm  blush  that  paints  ingenuous  shame^ 
By  coosciouj  want  insph^d ;  th'  unpitied  pang 
Of  kyfe  and  friendship  slighted.    Heoce  the  tear 
Of  impotent  oompamion,  when  the  voice 
Of  pain,  by  others  felt,  quick  smites  n)y  heart, 
Ind  noses  all  ita  tenderness  in  vahi. 
All  these,  and  more,  on  tbia  devoted  head. 
Have  with  collected  bitterness  been  pour'd. 

Nor  cod  my  sorrows  here.    The  saered  frma 
Of  knowledge,  scarce  accessible  to  me. 
With  heart-oonsuming  angnish  I  behold  j 
Kmkdgt,  far  which  my  soul  inwtiate  bomt 


With  ardent  thint    Kor  can  these  nseleti  haada, 
Untntor'd  in  each  lifo-sustaining  art. 
Nourish  this  wretched  being,  and  supply 
Frail  nature's  wants,  that  short  cessation  know. 

Where  now,  ah !  where  is  that  supporting  arm  ^ 
Which  to  my  weak,  unequal  infant  steps 
Its  kind  assistance  lent  ?  Ah  !  where  that  love. 
That  strong  assiduous  tenderness,  which  watch'd 
My  wishes  yet  scarce  form'd ;  and,  to  my  view, 
Unimportun'd,  like  all-indulging  Heav'n, 
Their  object!  brought  ?  Ah !  where  that  gentle  voice 
Which,  with  instruction,  soft  as  summer  dews 
Or  fleecy  snows,  descending  on  my  soul, 
Distinguish'd  ev'ry  hour  with  new  delight  ? 
Ah  !  where  that  virtue,  which,  amid  the  storms, 
The  mingled  horrours  of  tumultuous  life. 
Untainted,  unsnbdu'd,  the  shock  sustain'd  } 
So  firm  the  oak  which,  in  eternal  night. 
As  deep  its  root  extends,  as  high  to  Heav'n 
Its  top  majestic  rises :  such  the  smile 
Of  some  benignant  angel,  from  the  throne 
Of  God  dispatch'd,  embassador  of  peace ; 
Who  on  his  look  imprest  his  m^sage  bears. 
And  pleas'd,  from  Earth  averts  impending  ilL 
Alas  !  no  wife  thy  parting  kisses  shar'd : 
From  thy  expiring  lips  no  child  received 
Thy  last,  dear  blessing  and  thy  last  advioe, 
Fnend,  feUier,  bcnefisctor,  all  at  once. 
In  thee  forsook  me,  an  unguarded  prey 
For  ev'ry  storm,  whose  lawless  fury  roan 
Beneath  the  azure  concave  of  the  sky. 
To  toss,  and  on  my  head  exhaust  its  rage. 

Dgecttng  prospect !  soon  the  hapless  boor 
May  come ;  perhaps  this  moment  it  impends, 
Which  drives  me  forth  to  penury  and  cold. 
Naked,  and  beat  by  all  the  storms  of  Heav'n, 
Friendless  and  guideless  to  explore  my  way  ; 
Till  ou  cokl  earth  this  poor,  unshelter'd  head 
Reclining,  vainly  from  the  rutMess  blast 
Respite  I  beg,  and  in  tbe  shock  expire. 

Me  miserable!  wherefore,  O  my  soul ! 
Was,  on  such  hard  conditions,  life  desir'd  ? 
One  step,  one  friendly  step,  without  thy  guilt. 
Had  plac'd  me  safe  in  that  profound  recess. 
Where,  undistiirb'd  eternal  quiet  reigns. 
And  sweet  forgetfulness  of  grief  and  care. 
Why,  then,  my  coward  soul !  didst  thou  reooil } 
Why  shun  the  final  exit  of  thy  woe  ? 
Why  shiver  at  approachng  dissolution  } 

Say  iriiy,  by  Nature's  unresisted  force. 
Is  ev^  being,  where  volition  reigns 
And  active  choice,  impelled  to  shun  their  fkte, 
And  dread  destruction,  as  the  worrt  of  ills; 
Say,  why  they  shrink,  why  fly,  why  fight,  why  risk 
Precarious  life,  to  leqgthen  out  its  date, 
Which,  lengthen*d,  is,  at  bert,  protected  pain  ? 
Say,  by  what  mystic  charms,  can  life  allure 
Unnumber'd  beings,  who,  beneath  me  far 
Plac'd  in  th'  extensive  scale  of  Nature,  want 
Those  blessings  Heav'n  accumulates  on  me  ^ 
Blessings  superior;  tho'  tbe  blaze  of  day 
Pours  on  their  sight  its  soul-refreshing  stream. 
To  me  extinct  in  everlasting  shades : 
Yet  heav'n-taught  music,  at  whose  powerful  voice. 
Corrosive  care  and  anguish,  charm'd  to  peace, 

1  The  character  here  drawn  is  that  of  the  au- 
thor's father,  whose  onfoieieen  fate  had  just  before 
happened. 
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Ttmakt  the  heart,  and  yidd  it  aH  to  J07, 
Ne'er  sooths  their  paogs.    To  their  iweosata  view 
Knowledge  in  vain  her  feireit  treasure  spreads. 
To  tbem  the  noblest  gift  of  bounteous  Heav'n, 
Sweet  ooDTersation,  whose  enliv'ning  force 
Elates,  distends,  and,  with  nn&ding  strength, 
Inspires  the  soul,  remains  for  ever  lost. 
The  saored  sympathy  of  social  hearts. 
Benevolence,  supreme  delight  of  Heaven; 
Th'  extensive  wish,  which  in  one  wide  embrace. 
Ml  beings  circles,  when  the  swelling  soul 
Partakes  the  joys  of  God ;  ne'er  warms  their  breasts. 

As  yet  my  soul  ne'er  felt  the  oppressive  weight 
Of  indigenee  unaided ;  swift  redress, 
Beyond  the  daring  flight  of  hope,  approach'd, 
Apd  ev'ry  wish  of  uature  amply  blest. 
Tho',  o'er  the  future  series  of  my  fate, 
111  omens  seem  to  brood,  and  stars  malign. 
To  blend  their  baleful  fire:  oft,  while  the  Sun 
Darts  boundless  glory  thro'  th'  expanse  of  lieav*n, 
A  gloom  of  congregated  vapours  rise, 
Than  night  more  dreadful  in  her  blackest  shrood. 
And  o'er  the  face  of  things  incumbent  hang. 
Portending  tempest ;  till  the  source  of  day 
Again  assefti  the  empire  of  the  sky, 
And,  o'er  the  blotted  scene  of  Mature,  throws 
A  keener  splendour.    So,  perhaps,  that  care. 
Thro'  all  creation  felt,  but  most  by  man. 
Which  hears  with  kind  regard  the  tender  sigh 
Of  modest  want,  may  dissipate  my  fears, 
And  bid  my  hours  a  happier  flight  assume. 
Perhaps,  enliv'ning  hope !  perhaps  my  soul 
May  drink  at  wisdom's  fountain,  and  allay 
Her  upeKtinguish'd  aedoar  in  the  stream: 
Wisdom,  the  constant  magnet,  where  each  wish. 
Set  by.  the  hand  of  Nature,  ever  points. 
Restless  and  faithful,  as  th'  attractive  force 
By  which  all  bodies  to  the  centre  tend. 

What  then !  because  th'  indulgent  Sire  of  all 
Has,  in  the  plan  of  things,  prescrib'^  my  sphere; 
Because  oonsumnnato  Wisdom  thought  i¥>t  fit. 
In  affluence  and  pomp,  to  bid  me  shine ; 
Shall  I  regret  my  destiny,  and  ctnrse 
That  state,  by  Heav'n's  paternal  care,  de»gn*d 
To  train  me  up  for  scenes,  with  which  compar'd, 
These  ages,  measur'd  by  the  orbs  of  Heav'n, 
In  blank  annihilation  fade  away  ? 
For  scenes,  where,  fini»h'd  by  the  Almighty  art. 
Beauty  and  order  open  to  the  sight 
In  vivid  glory ;  where  the  faintest  rays 
Out-tlash  the  splendour  of  our  mid-dsy  Sun  ? 
Say,  shall  the  Source  of  all,  who  first  assigned 
To  each  constituent  of  this  wond'rdustfirame  ' 
Jts.  proper  powers,  its  place  and  action  due, 
'  With  due  degrees  of  weakoess,  whence  results 
Concord  ineffable ;  shall  he  reverse, 
Or  disconcert  the  universal  scheme. 
The  gen'ral  good,  to  flatter  selfish  pride 
And  blind  desire  ? — Before  th'  Almighty  voice 
From  non-existence  call'd  me  into  lUfe, 
What  claim  hail  1  to  being  ?  what  to  shine 
In  this  high  rank  of  creatures,  form'd  to  climb 
The  steep  ascent  of  virtue,  unrelax^d. 
Till  infinite  perfection  crown  their  toil  ? 
Who  conscious  of  their  origin  divine, 
Eternal  order,  beauty,  truth,  and  good, 
I?terceive,  lihe  their  great  Parent,  and  admire. 

Hush !  then,  my  heart,  with  pious  cares  suppcoB 
This  timid  pride  and  impotence  of  soul : 


Learn  now,  why  all  thoee  multitudes,  wbidi  cmH 
This  spacious  theatre,  and  gaze  on  Heav'n, 
Invincibly  averse  to  meet  their  fate. 
Avoid  each  danger:  know  this  sacred  truth ; 
All-perfect  Wisdom,  on  each  hving  soul, 
Fjigrav'd  this  mandate,   "  to  preserve  their  fxane, 
And  bold  entire  the  gen'ral  orb  of  being." 
Then,  with  becoming  rev'renoe  let  each  pc^'r, 
In  deep  attention,  hear  the  voice  of  Ood ; 
That  awful  voice,  which,  speaking  to  the  sonl, 
Commands  its  resignation  to  his  law ! 

For  this,  has  Heav'n  to  virtue's  glorious  staga 
Ca)rd  me,  and  plac'd  the  garland  in  my  view. 
The  wreath  of  conquest ;  basely  to  desert 
The  part' assign'd  ine,  and,  with  dastard  fear. 
From  present  pain,  the  cause  of  future  bliss, 
To  shrink  iuto  the  bosom  of  the  grave  ? 
How,  then,  is  gratitude'^  vaiit  debt  repaid  ? 
Where  all  the  tender  offices  of  love 
Due  to  fivtemal  man,  in  which  the  heart. 
Each  blessing  it  communicates,  eiyoys  ? 
How  then  shall  I  obey  the  first,  great  law 
Of  Nature's  legislator,  deep  imprest 
With  double  sanction ;  restless  fear  of  death. 
And  fondness  still  to  breathe  this  vital  air? 
Nor  is  Ih'  mjunction  bard  :  who  wouM  not  sink 
A  while  in  teais  and  sorrow ;  then  emerge 
With  tenfold  lustre ;  triomph  o'er  his  pain ; 
And,  with  unfading  glory,  shine  in  Heav'n  } 

Come  then,  my  Kttle  guardian  genius  !  doth'd 
In  that  fiuniliar  form  ;  my  Phylax,  coone  1 
Let  me  caress  thee,  hug  thee  to  my  heart. 
Which  beats  with  joy  of  life  preaerv'd  by  thee. 
Had  not  thy  interposing  fondnen  staid 
My  btiod  precipitetion,  now,  ev'n  now. 
My  soul,  by  Nature's  sharpest  pangs  expell'd, 
Had  left  this  frame ;  bad  pass'd  the  dreadful  bound, 
Which  life  from  death  divides ;  divides  this  scene 
From  vast  eternity,  whose  deep'ning  shades. 
Impervious  to  the  sharpest  mortel  sight. 
Elude  our  keenest  search.— But  jtil I  [  err. 
Howe'er  thy  grateful,  undesigning  heart. 
In  ills  ibi^een,  with  promptitude  might  aid  ; 
Yet  this,  beyond  tby  utmost  reach  of  thought. 
Not  ev'n  remotely  distant  could'st  thou  view. 
Secure  thy  steps  the  fragile  board  oould  press. 
Nor  feel  the  least  alarm  where  I  bad  sunk  : 
Nor  could'rt  thou  judge  the  awful  depth  helow. 
Which,  from  its'watry  bottom,  to  receive 
My  fail,  tremendous  ya^n'd.     Thy  utnuifi  skill. 
Thy  deepest  pcaietration  here  had  stopt. 
Short  of  its  aim ;  and  in  the  strong  embraee 
Of  ruin  struggling,  left  me  to  expire. 
No — Heav'n's  high  Sov'reign,  provident  of  all. 
Thy  passive  organs  moving,  taught  thee  first 
To'cbeck  my  heedless  course ;  and  hence  1  live. 

Eternal  Providence  !  whose  equal  sway 
Weighs  each  event ;  whose  ever-waking  care. 
Connecting  high  with  low,  minute  with  great, 
Attunes  the  wondrous  whole,  and  bids  each  part 
In  one  unbroken  hannony  conspire : 
Hail !  sacred  Source  of  happ'n'::<«  and  life  1 
Substantial  Good,  bright  intellectual  Snn  ! 
To  whom  my  soul,  by  syrofiathy  innate, 
Unweary'd  tends ;  aiwi  finds,  in  thee  alone. 
Security,  eijoyment,  and  repose. 

By  thee,  O  God  !  by  thy  paternal  ami. 
Thro'  ev'ry  period  of  my  io&nt  state, 
SustainU  I  bva  to  yield  thee  praises  due. 
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O !  ooaU  017  Uys,  with  heav'iitf  raptaret  warm, 

Hlg^  as  thy  tbroM,  re-ecbo  to  the  tongs 

Of  aogeb  I  thence,  O !  ooiild  my  prayer  obtain 

One  beam  of  iDRpiration,  to  inBame 

And  anmnte  my  numbers ;  Heaven's  full  choir, 

lo  loftier  strains,  tb'  inspiring  God  might  sing ; 

Yet  not  mure  ardent,  more  sincere,  than  mine. 

Bat  tfao'  my  voice.  t»eneath  the  seraph's  note, 

Must  check  its  fed^le  accents,  low  deprest 

By  dull  mortality ;  to  thee,  great  Soul 

Of  HcaT'n  and  Eaith  !  to  thee  my  ballow*d  strain 

Of  gntitude  and  praise  shall  still  ascend. 


kiss- 


TO  THE  AUTHOR. 


WiiLi  firicDdship's  gentle  pow*n  my  bosom  fire» 
Bunnn,  accept  the  Is^vs  which  you  inspire : 
tfy  IfBig-Deglecled  Muse  t4iy  wosth  revives, 
And  gen'foiui  ardour  from  thy  4«b«  receives. 
Domestic  troubles  long  my  mind  oppr«as*<l. 
And  made  the  Mnse  a  strange^  to  ray  breast; 
K«t  frioKUhip's  softest  cltari^  eould  raise  mysong. 
Till  waji'd  to  life  by  |hy  persuasive  tongue. 
0  DsmoD,  could  1  boast  tby  wondrous  skill. 
WtR  but  nsy  genius  equal  to  my  wUI, 
Tby  praises  I  unweary'd  would  prooIaiBS  1 
And  plaoa  thee  with  the  brightest  sons  of  fama. 
Sure,  Damon,  'tis  some  god  thy  breaH  inspires. 
And  filb  thy  soul  with  tbose  ca'cstial  fires: 
Thy  tboufto  m  juiA,  so  noble,  so  reftn'd. 
That  eleganty  that  ^itiions  turn  of  mind. 
May  jjisMy  claim  the  pnise  of  all  maakind. 

Why  WD  I  caira  to  leave  my  native  plains, 
To  range  9a  baneii  bills  with  rustie  swains  ? 
Fsr  from  my  fellow  nyaaphs.  a  spdghtly  thfong. 
And  1^,  toe  far  fsom  .tby.  harmonious  tongoe ! 
Yet  ttin  tby  pnise  shall  be  my  fev'rite  theme: 
£ach  acbQ  shall  icsmwd  with  Damon's  feme. 
And  ev'iy  %g^  «jiall  bear  his  moch-lov'd  name. 

O!  cooM  I  bear  then  lo  Acasto's  seat. 
To  Phoebos  Md  bis  aons  a  known  retreat  s 
AoutOk  vhose  gnat  iniiid  and  boiieal  sonl 
Ko  bo^  oui  bias,  ami  on  feniB  control. 
He  xictue'a  patron  k»g  has  firmly  stood. 
And,  in  a  vicious  age,  been  greatly  good. 
Oa  has  A^Mle  IB  some  fragrant  bow'r 
Imok'd  DraniaHsaid  confnaM  her  pow'r  f 
As  oft  the  tuneful  maid  has  own'd  his  lays, 
And  bless'd  his  song  with  well-deserved  praise. 
Were  Damon  tbere,'to  join  the  tuneful  choir, 
With  all  the  beauties  of  his  verse  and  lyre, 
Hi|  wit  wwM  cfvttiie  o«r  M  vage  plains, 
I^^Gsb  our  country  nymphs,  and  rural  swains. 
Bottho^  hard  fete  deny  my  food  request. 
It  esnnot  tear  thy  mem'ry  from  my  breast ; 
No— white  life's  blood  runs  warm  in  cv'ry  vein, 
For  thee  A  lasting  friendship  Til  maintain; 
Aii|l  when  this  busy  scene  of  life  is  o'er, 
w  Bartb  retards  the  soul's  excursioas  more, 
1*11  jpy  to  meet  th.ec  ^l  those  happier  scenes. 
Where  nnalby'd,  immortal  pleasure  reigns* 
There,  crawn'd  with  youth  unfading,  let  us  stray 
2^th^  br^t  legioos  of  eternal  day; 
2JM,  ^osential  hApphiess  seaorM, 
With  joy  we'll  tell  tha  pain  we  ooce  endur'd. 

Vou  XVUL 


Some  pow'r  conduct  ns  thro'  tiie  glorious  road. 
And  lead  ns  safe  to  that  divine  abode. 
Where  bliss  eternal  waits  the  virtuous  soul. 
And  joys  on  jo3rs  in  endless  circles  rott 
1740. 
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THE  AUTHOR'S  ASSITER. 


Whbn.CIw  seem'd  foi^getfol  of  my  pain^ 
A  soft  impatience  tkrobb'd  in  cv'ry  vein ; 
Each  tedious  houn  I  thought  an  age  of  woe ; 
So  few  their  pleasures,  and  their  pace  so  slow ; 
But,,  when  yournoving  accents  reach'd  my  ear» 
Just,  as  your  taste,  and  as  your  heart  sincere) 
My  sonl  ro-echo'd,  while  the  melting  strain 
Beat  in  each  pulse,  and  fioWd  in  cv'ry  vein. 

Ah  !  teach  my  verse,  like  your's.  to  be  refin'd ; 
Your  force  of  language,  and  your  strength  of  mind  s 
Teach  me  t-hat  winning,  soft,  persuasive  art, 
Which  ravishes  the  soul,  and  charms  the  heart : 
Then  ev'ry  heightenM  pow'r  I  will  empby 
To  pahit  your  merits  ai^id  express  my  joy. 
Less  soft  the  strains,  the  numbers  less  refin'd. 
With  which  great  Chpbeus  poUsh'd  human  kind  ; 
Whose  magic  force  could  lawless' vice  repruve. 
And  teach  a  woHd  the  sweets  of  bociat  love. 

When  great  Acastifs  <  virtues  grac'd  your  layt. 
My  soul  was  lost  in  the  effulgent  blaze ; 
Whose  love,  like  Heav'n,  to  all  mankind  extends. 
Supplies  the  indigent,  the  weak  defends ; 
Pursues  the  good  of  all  with  steady  aim ; 
One  bright,  unweary'd^  unextingtiish'd  flame. 
What  transport  felt  my  soul,  what  keen  delight. 
When  its  fell  Maze  of  ^ory  met  my  sight ! 
But  soon,  too  soon,  the  happy  gleam  was  o'er; 
What  joy  can  reign  where  Clio  is  no  more  ? 

Ah  f  bapleas  me !  must  yet  more  woes  inspira 
The  mournful  song,  and  tune  the  tragic  lyre  ? 
The  last  and  greatest  of  the  sable  train  ? 
Her  Clio's  absence  must  the  Muse  complain. 
From  these  intrusive  thoughts  all  pleasure  flies. 
And  leaves  my  soul  benighted,  like  my  eyes. 

Yet,  while  absorbed  in  thought  alone  I  stray. 
On  ev'ry  sense  while  silent  sorrows  prsy. 
Or  from  some  arbour,  conscious  of  my  pain, 
While  to  the  sighing  breece  I  sigb  in  vain; 
May  each  new  moment,  fraught  with  new  delight. 
Crown  your  bright  d^y,  and  bless  your  silent  night ; 
May  heigfat'ning  raptures  ev'ry  sense  surprise. 
Music  vour  ears,  gay  prospects  charm  your  eyes : 
May  all  on  Earth,  and  all  in  Heav*n  conspire 
To  mak«  your  pleasures  lasting  and  entire. 
'Tis  thine  alone  can  sooth  my  anxious  breast. 
Secure  of  Miss,  while  conscious  jfoa  are  Uest. 


EPISTLE    I. 
TO  TUB  SAME,    psois  apufBiMiea. 

Fro||  wbci^  bleak  north  wind;^  chill  the  froeen  sldc^ 
And  Jov'd^di Da's  lofty  turrets  rise, 

|.     I  A  gentleman,  who  then  resided  in  Galluway, 
Mjiltinguished  for  hospitality  i  for  his  ioviolabie  attach- 
ment to  the  interests  of  hfs  country  ;  and,  in  hhort^ 
for  all  those'  virtues  which  adorned  tiU  aucc^turs, 
and  dig«ify  Jiucaaa  nature. 
P 
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BLACKLOCK'S  POEMS. 


Sing  haav^oTy  Mose  !  to  thy  tovM  Clio  sin^ ; 
Tune  thy  fiiintVoice,  and  stretch  thy  droopisg  wing. 

Could  I,  like  Uriel,  on  some  pointed  ray. 
To  your  fifdr  diitaot  £dea  wing  my  way, 
Oatstrip  the  momentB,  scorn  the  swiftest  wind. 
And  leave  er^  wing'd  desire  to  lag  behind  ; 
So  strong,  so  swift,  I'd  fly  the  port  to  gain; 
The  speed  of  angels  should  pursue  in  vain. 

Ah !  whither,  whither  would  my  fancy  stray  ? 
Nor  hope  sustains,  nor  reason  leads  the  way : 
Vog  let  my  eyes  in  scaldhig  sorrows  flow. 
Vast  as  my  loss,  and  endless  as  my  woe : 
Flow,  till  the  torrent  quench  tlus  vital  flame, 
Andf  with  increasing  bNrars,  increase  the  stream* 
Yet,  Clio,  hear,  in  pity  to  my  smart. 
If  gentle  pHy  e'er  oould  touch  thy  heart : 
Let  but  one  line  suspend  my  constant  care^ 
Too  iaint  for  hope,  too  lively  for  despair: 
Thee  let  me  still  with  wonted  rapture  find 
The  Muse's  patroness,  and  poet's  frieod. 


EPISTLE    11. 

TO  DonKDA,  wrra  vekicb  raBsSBv'm 

Ir  fHendsbip  gaink  not  pardon  for  the  Muse, 
Immortal  Otway,  sure,  will  plead  excuse : 
For  eyes  like  thine  he  wrote  his  moving  lajrs. 
Which  feel  the  poet,  ana  which  weep  his  praise. 
Whether  great  Jaffier  tender  griefs  inspires. 
Struggling  with  cruel  fate,  and  high  desires  $ 
Or  Belvidera's  gentler  accents  flow. 
When  all  her  soul  she  breathes  in  love  and  woe: 
Drawn  from  the  heart  the  varioiis  passions  shine^ 
And  wounded  Nature  bleeds  in  ev'ry  line. 
Am  when  some  turtle  spies  her  lovely  mate 
Pieio'd  by  the  ball,  or  flutt'riog  in  the  net,  - 
Her  litUe  heart  just  bursting  with  despair. 
She  droops  her  wings,  and  breathes  her  sonl  inrair. 


EPISTLE    m, 
TO  MISS  ANNIE  RAEt 

•WVTB  THB  MAMUAC  OF  tPICTETUS,  AMD  TABtATITftB 
OP  CCBBi. 

60,  happy  leaves  I  to  Anna's  view  disclose 

What  solid  joy  from  real  virtue  flows ; 

When,  like  the  worid,  self-pois'd,  th'  exalted  aoni. 

Unshaken,  scorns  the  storms  that  round  her  roll ; 

And,  ia  herself  ooileeted,  joys  to  find 

Th'  untainted  image  of  th'  eternal  mind. 

To  bid  mankind  their  end  supreme  pursue, 
On  God  and  Nature  fix  their  wand'ring  view ; 
To  teach  reluctant  passion  te  obey, 
Check'd,  or  impeli'd  by  reason's  awful  sway  ;^ 
From  films  of  errour  purge  the  mental  eye. 
Till  undisscmUed  pood  in  prospect  lie; 
The  soul  with  heav'n-born  virtue  to  inflame  r 
8och  was  the  Stoic's  and  Socratic's  aim. 

O !  could  they  view  from  yon  immortal  scene. 
Where  beauty,  truth  and  good,  unclouded,  r«gn. 
Fair  hands  like  thine  revolve  their  iabour'd  page. 
Imbibe  their  truth,  and  in  their  task  engage ; 
With  rapture  would  they  hail  so  fair  a  tight, 
Aai  feel  new  bliss  in  Heave's  supreme  delight. 


'      TO  MISS  D.  JET.  «  I 

IN  AKSWBB  TO  A   LBTTKa   SHB   WBOTB  TBB  AOmOf 
ROM  DUMPRIBS. 

May  Hesven's  best  btesstogs  on  thy  head  descend, 
Whose  goodness  recollects  an  absent  friend ; 
Brighter  and  brighter  may  thy  moments  roll, 
Joy  warm  thy  heart,  and  virtue  tune  thy  soul ; 
With  leogth'ning  life  still  happier  be  thy  slate. 
As  by  thy  worth,  distioguish'd  by  thy  fete. 
Oh !  if  my  ardent  vows  successful  prove; 
If  merit  charms,  if  God  himself  he  love ; 
Of  all  the  lots  his  bounty  e*er  assign'd 
To  bless  the  best,  the  noblest  oTmankind ; 
For  none  shall  happier  constellations  shine. 
None  boast  a  sphere  of  ampler  bliss  than  thine* 

Few  of  thy  sex,  alas  f  how  wond*roos  few. 
Bestow  those  kind  regards  to  viitoe  dne : 
A  humble  name,  of  wealth  too  small  a  dare, 
A  form  unseemly,  or  a  clownish  air ; 
These  casual  faults  the  squeamish  fair  disgnsl. 
Who  to  be  thought  refln*d,  become  nnjnsL 
Not  such  Dorinda's  morer  intense  survey. 
It  looks  for  charms  unoonscions  of  decay ; 
Sorfoce  and  form  pervades  with  nobler  taste. 
And  views  God's  image  on  the  heart  imprest. 
O  may  I  ever  share  thy  khid  esteem. 
In  fortune's  change,  and  life's  tomnltaons  dream : 
If  future  hours  be  ting*d  with  colours  gay. 
These  let  thy  firieodship  mbc  its  heavenly  ray  ; 
O'er  all  my  fete  if  adverse  planets  reign, 
O  let  thy  gentle  pity  sooth  my  pain : 
With  this  one  precious  good  securely  bfest. 
Let  chance  or  fbrtune  regulate  the  rest. 

Since  stall  to  me  exteiHl  thy  gen'rous  carre^ 
My  study,  healtii,  employment,  and  affiurs ; 
These  ever  in  the  same  dull  ehumel'llow, 
A  lacy  current,  uniformly  slow. 
Thus  sliK  fhxn  hour  to  hottr,l)mn  day  to  day, 
Ltfe*s  glimm'ring-  tAper  languishes  away ; 
A  doubtful  flame,  a  dink  portentous  Kght, 
That  wattes,  and  sickens  into  endless  nigfatr 

The  modes  of  dress,  the  saphisfk  k«en  debate. 
The  varioBS  politics  of  church  or  stata, 
A  soul  like  thine  will  think  but  trivial  news. 
Beneath  the  care  of  friendUiip^  and  the  Mnse. 

In  vain  I  urge  dull  thought  from  line  to  line. 
Fancy  grows  restive  to  the  fond  design ; 
.  Here  let  the  Muse  her  weary  pmions  vest. 
Be  ever  kind,  and  oh  1  be  ever  blest. 


TO  MISS  A.  H.  ON  HER  MARStMABE. 

I  HATB  the  stiff  address,  the  studied  phraae 
Of  formal  complimeot,  and  empty  praise. 
Where  fency  labours  to  express  the  heart. 
With  all  the  paii^t,  and- impotence  of  art : 
But  when  with  merit  friendship's  charms  ooo8|>ifa 
To  bid  my  hand  resume  the  votive  lyre. 
Once  more  my  vei&s  their  former  laptarea  knov. 
And  all.  the  Muses  in  my  bosom  gtow. 

1  The  yonng  lady  to  whom  the  Monodjr  it  ii 
scribed. 
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0  tlwd,  wlMae  loal  with  efeiy  tweetnew  crowned, 
DUFotes  light,  and  life,  and  pleasure  round; 
WhoM  heart,  with  ev'ry  tender  mom  <rndow*d, 
Gkmr,  like  creative  Love,  Mrenely  good  ; 
Wbaie  euy  manners  at  one  view  display 
Fancy's  quick  flash,  and  reason's  steady  ray ; 
While  each  ioterual  charm,  with  sweet  surpriM, 
BesDW  thro'  thy  farm,  and  lights  thy  radiant  eyes; 
Ble«'d  with  thow  joys,  may  all  thy  moments  flow, 
Whicfa  conscious  virtue  only  can  hestow  ; 
Hut  tolt,  eternal  sunshine  of  th^  mind, 
S«eH  as  thy  charms,  and  as  thy  soul  rcfln'd. 
Msy  Hear^  protect  thee  with  a  father's  care, 
And  nake  thee  happy,  as  it  made  thee  fair.  * 
0  may  the  man  now  sacred  to  thy  choice, 
With  all  his  soul  the  real  blessiing  prize ; 
Ow  common  ewl  o'er  all  yonr  views  presidPt 
Ok  wish  impel  yon,  and  one  pnrpom  gukle ; 
fie  all  yonr  days  aaspiciouB,  calm,  and  bright. 
One  icena  of  tender,  pure,  unmix*d  delight. 
Till  time  and  fete  exhaust  their  endless  store. 
And  MeaVn  alone  can  make  your  pleasure  more. 


TV  THE  REVEREND  MR,  JAMESON. 

WsT  moonM  my  firiend,  what  caon  shall  T  assign  ? 
Why  tmarU  that  tender,  honest  soul  of  thine  ? 
What  star,  a  foe  to  all  that's  good  and  great. 
Dues,  with  malignant  inflnence,  dash  thy  late  ? 
Why  shrinka  my  heart  with  fears  not  understood  ? 
What  strange  portentous  sadness  chills  my  blood  ? 
0 1  breathe  thy  latent  sorrows  in  mine  ear, 
iiid  prompt  the  startmg,  sympathetic  tear. 
As  tender  mothers,  with  assiduous  view. 
Their  infant  o&pring's  wand'ring  ateps  pursue. 
As,  wiog'd  from  HeavHi,  celestial  guardiaus  wait, 
I      To  antch  their  fkv'rite  charge  from  insUnt  fate : 
I      hieudsbip  thy  close  attendant  shall  remain, 
I      Prepaid  to  soften,  or  partake  thy  pain : 
Whether  thy  form,  to  pale  diseaM  a  prey, 
Beneath  its  pressure  pants  the  tedious  day ; 
Or  if  some  tender  ifrief  dissolves  thy  mind. 
Each  wish  cxtingoisb'd,  and  each  hope  resign'd : 
For  thee  my  spints  shall  more  languid  flow ; 
For  thee,  the  flame  of  lifo  suspend  its  glow ; 
F^  thee,  this  heart  with  sorrows  new  shall  groan, 
And  add  thy  part  of  anguish  to  its  own* 
Whatever  aeenea  thy  pensive  walk  invite, 
Tkitber  thy  friend  shall  bend  his  speedy  flight, 
^y,  shall  our  social  steps  together  stray 
IW  groves  that  glimmer  with'a  twilight  ray  ? 
Or  thro*  some  boundless  solitary  pUin, 
Where  Melancholy  holds  her  pensive  reign  } 
Ssy,  thro*  embowering  myrtles  shall  we  ruve 
BedcaM  with  recent  tears  by  hopeless  lo\c  ? 
Or,  where  neglected  worth,  from  men  retir'd, 
la  anoomplatning  agony  expired  ? 
There  in  the  silent  cypress  shade  recltn'd, 
Ia  each  in  each  a  faithful  suff'cer  find  ; 
There  let  our  mingling  plaints  to  fleav'n  ascend ; 
There,  let  our  eyes  their  ceaseless  currents  bieod  : 
Oar  ndngfing  plaints  shall  stop  the  passing  gale, 
Aod  each  CDamoor'd  echo  sigh  the  tale. 
Fv  whilst  I  speak,  ev'n  in  this  mortal  honr, 
Miapt  rdoitlcM  Death  cxprti  it*  pow'r, 


Perliaps  the  shaft  already  wings  its  Way*, 
Too  surely  aim'd,  and  Bamet »  falls  its  prep 
Him  Nature,  with  no  common  care,  designed. 
His  form  embeUish*d,  and  bis  soul  refin*d; 
O !  with  what  ardour  did  his  piercing  view, ' 
Thro*  every  maze  of  Nature,  truth  pursue ! 
Sacred  to  virtue,  and  the  Muse,  his  breast 
With  Heav*n's  own  loveliest  image  was  imprest* 
Like  Heav'o's  eternal  goodness,  unconfln'd. 
His  soul,  with  one  fond  wish,  embraced  mankind  s 
For  them  his  time,  his  cares  were  all  employed  ; 
Their  griefs  he  fcit ;  their  happiness  enjoy'd ; 
His  parents  now,  in  bitterness  of  pain. 
Shall  ask  from  Heav'n  and  Eaith  tlieir  son  in  viun  I 
In  vain,  his  friends,  with  pious  gifts  shall  tell 
How  gay  he  bloesom'd,  and  liow  early  fell. 
Thro*  all  his  fraftaie  a  fever's  fury  reigns. 
Consumes  his  viuls,  and  inflames  his  veins, 
In  tears  the  salutary  arts  retreat, 
And  virtue  views  with  pangs  her  darling's  late. 

Here  pauM,  my  friend,  and  with  due  candour  owA 
Affliction's  cop  not  mix'd  for  thee  alone ; 
Others,  like  thee,  its  dire  contents  must  drain. 
And  share  their  full  mheritance  of  pain. 
But,  O!  may  brighter  hours  thy  life  attend  ; 
Such  as  from  Heav*n  on  happy  lore  desceud  ; 
Such  gleams,  as  still  on  conscious  virtue  shine. 
By  God  and  man  approved,  be  ever  thine. 
May  reason,  arm'd  with  each  persuasive  art, 
Inspire  thy  precepts,  as  she  guides  thy  heart: 
Nor  let  thy  soul  the  smallest  portion  know 
Of  aU  my  past  distress,  or  preMut  woe. 


AN  EPITAPH,  ON  ms  VATHEK. 

Hebb  drop,  Benevo1eiu»,  thy  sacred  tear, 

A  friend  of  human  kind  reposes  here : 

A  roan,  content  himself,  and  Gjd,  to  know; 

A  heart,  with  every  virtue  fonnM  to  glow : 

Beneath  each  pressure,  uniformly  great; 

In  life  untainted,  unsurpris'd  by  fate : 

Such,  tho'  obscur'd  by  various  ills,  he  shone ; 

ConsoI'd  his  neighbour's  woes,  and  bore  bis  own : 

Heav'n  saw,  and  snatch'd  firom  fortune's  ^ge  ita 

-  prey, 
To  share  the  triumphs  of  eternal  da]r. 


TO  MRS.  ANNE  RhACRLOCK^ 
THE  AUTHOR'S  MOTHER. 

WITH  A  COPY  OP  TUB  SCOTCB  BOrTTON  Or  HtS  fOZUK 

.0  THOU !  who  gav'st  me  first  this  world  t'  explore^ 
Whose  frame,  for  me,  a  mother's  anguish  bore ; 
For  nie,  whose  heart  iU  viUl  current  drain'd, 
Whose  bosom  nurs'dme,and  whose  arms  sustaia*dy 

I  Mr.  Bamet,  an  Englishman,  a  dear  and  inti- 
mate friend  of  our-  poet.  He  was  a  student  of  phy- 
sic in  the  university  of  Edinliurgh;  and  at  the  time 
the  above  epistle  was  written,  lay  dangerously  ill 
of  a  fever,  of  which  be  died  a  few  days  after,  in  the' 
bloom  or  youth,  much  lamented  by  all  who  knew 
him,  but  particularly  by  Mr.  iilacklock,  who  scarce 
ever  mentioned  his  name  without  a  tear. 
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What  tbo*  thy  tuii,  dependent,  weak,  and  blind, 
Deplore  hU  wishes  checkM,  bis  hopes  ounfinM  ? 
Tho*  want,  iixipending,  cl«  ud  each  chearless  day. 
And  death  with  life  seem  struggling  for  their  prey  ? 
Let  this  consiile,  if  not  reward,  thy  pain. 
Unhappy  he  may  live,  but  not  in  vain. 


PROLOGUE  TO  OTHELLO: 

SPOKKK   IT   MR.    LOTS,   AT  T»  0?12«»0  Or  TBB 
PLAY-H009B   IN  DOMFRIBS. 

Yb  souls !  by  soft  humanity  insp<r'd. 
For  genVons  hearts  and  manners  free  admir'd ; 
Where  taste  and  commerce,  amicably  joined. 
Embellish  life,  and  cultivate  the  mind : 
Without  a  blush  you  may  suppoit  oar  stage  ; 
No  tainted  joys  shall  here  your  view  engage. 
To  tickle  fools  with  prostituted  art. 
Debauch  the  iancy,  and  corrnpt  the  heart. 
Let  others  stoop  $  such  meanness  we  despise, 
And  please  with  virtuous  objects  virtuous  eyes. 

The  tender  soul  what  dire  convulsions  tear,   - 
Wheq  wbisp'ring  villains  gam  tb'  incautious  ear; 
How  heav'nly  mild,  yet  how  intensely  bright. 
Fair  innocence,  tho*  clouded,  strikes  the  sight ; 
What  endless  plagues  from  jealous  fondness  flow. 
This  night  our  fiuthful  scenes  attempt  to  show : 
No  new-bom  whim,  no  hasty  flash  uf  wit; 
But  Nature's  dictates,  by  great  Shakespeytre  writ 

Immortal  bard !    who,  with  a  master  hand. 
Could  all  the  movements  of  the  soul  command ; 
With  pity  sootb,  with  terrour  shake  her  frame; 
In  love  dissolve  her,  or  to  rage  inflame. 

To  taste  and  virtnc,  HeaT*n-descended  pair ! 
While  pleas'd  we  thus  devote  our  art  and  care ; 
To  crown  our  ardour,  let  your  fav'ring  smile 
Reward  our  hopes,  and  animate  our  toil : 
So  may  your  eyes  no  weeping  moments  know. 
Bat  when  they  share  some  Desdemona*s  woe^ 


PROLOGUE  TO  HAMLETx 

SPOKBM   BY   MR.    LOVB,  AT  DUHFRIBB. 

IirspiR'D  with  pleasing  hope  to  enteliain, 

Once  more  we  oflFer  Shakespeare's  beav*nly  strmn  j 

While  hov'ring  round,  his  laurePd  shade  surveys 

What  eyes  shall  pour  their  tribute  to  his  praise  ; 

What  hearts  with  tender  pity  shall  regret 

The  bitter  grief  that  clouds  Ophelia's  fate. 

Once  fair  she  flourished.  Nature's  joy  and  pride. 
But  droop'd  and  withered,  when  a  father  dy'd. 
Severe  extremes  of  tenderness  and  woe. 
When  love  and  virtue  mourn  one  common  blow; 
When  griefs  alternate  o'er  the  bosom  reign. 
And  evVy  sense,  and  ev'ry  thought  is  pain  f 
Here  Nature  Lriumph'd,  on  her  throne  sublime. 
And  moi'k'd  each  pigmy  Muse  of  later  time ; 
Till  Shakespeare  touch'd  the  soul  with  all  her  smart. 
And  stamp'd  her  living  image  on  the  heart. 

From  bis  instructive  song  we  deeply  feel, 
How  .vainly  guilt  its  horrours  would  conceal. 
Tho'  night  and  silence  with  the  fraud  conspire, 
To  bid  the  crime  from  human  search  letire  ; 


Tho*  yet  the  traitor  seem  fton  barm  secure^ 
And  fate  a  while  suspend  tb'  avenging  hour : 
Tho'  fortune  nurse  him  with  a  mauler's  care. 
And  deck  ber  pageant  in  a  short^Iiv'd  glare: 
In  vain  he  struggles  to  disguise  his  smart, 
A  living  plague  corrodes  his  ulcerM  heart ; 
While  ev'ry  form  of  ruin  meets  his  eyes. 
And  Heav'n's  vindictive  terroun  round  him  rise; 

Sueh  salutary  truths  theii  light  diffosej 
Where  honours  due  attend  the  tragic  Muse; 
Deep  by  ber  sacred  signature  imprest. 
They  mingle  with  the  soul,  and  warm  the 
Hence  taught  of  old,  the  pious  and  the  sage. 
With  veneration,  patroniz'd  tlie  stage. 

But,  soft!  methinks  you  cry  with  soi 
*'  How  long  Intend  you  thus  to  moralise?" 
Our  prologue  deviates  from  establisb'd  rules, 
Nor  shocks  the  fair,  nor  calls  tha  critics  foob, 
Tis  true ;  irat,  dully  fond  of  common  sense. 
We  still  think  spleen  to  wit  has  no  pretence; 
Think  impudence  is'&r  remote  from  spirit. 
And  modesty,  tbo^  ankwaid,  has  some  merit 


AN  EPIGRAM: 

TO  A  08NTLBUAH,  WHO  ASKBO  MT  SBHTIHIim  Of 

HIM. 

DBARFabtus!  me  if  well  yon  know. 
You  ne'er  will  take  me  lor  your  fee; 
If  right  younelf  you  compiihend. 
You  ne'er  wtU  take  ma  lor  yoor  frioid. 


AK  EPIGRAM: 

ON  PI7NCH. 

Hbncb  !  restless  care,  and  low  design  $ 
Hence !  foreign  compliments  and  wina : 
Let  gen'roos  Britons,  brave  and  freoi 
Still  boast  their  punch  and  honesty. 
Life  is  a  bumper  filPd  by  fata,  ^ 
And  we  the  guests  who  share  the  treat ; 
Where  strong,  insipid,  sharp  and  sweat. 
Each  other  duly  temp'ring  meet. 
A  while  with  joy  the  scene  is  crowned ; 
A  while  the  catch  and  toast  go  round : 
And,  when  the  full  carouse  is  o'er. 
Death  pufli  the  lights,  and  shuts  the  door. 
Say  then,  physicians  of  each  kmd. 
Who  cui«  the  body,  or  the  mind  ; 
What  barm  in  drinking  can  there  be» 
Since  punch  and  life  so  well  agree  \ 


AN  EPIGRAM: 

ON  MARRIAGE. 

YouMG  Celia,  now  a  blooming  bride. 
Sat  from  her  friends  apart,  and  cry'd; 
Her  fttthful  Chloe  viewM  her  care. 
And  thus  consoi'd  the  weeping  fair : 

'<  Good  Heav'n  !  in  tears  \  for  sham^ !  look  gay; 
Nor  cloud  with  grief  your  nuptial  day* 
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If  brides  in  tears  rocctTe  tbeir  spoQ«M, 
What  mtiit  the  baplest  wretch  who  loses  ? 
Besides,  mj  dear,  yoa  know  'tis  rcasoo, 
That  a!l  things  have  a  proper  season : 
Now,  'lis  in  marriage  a  plain  case. 
That  crying  holds  the  second  place. 
Let  Tulgar  souls  in  sorrow  sink. 
Who  always  act,  and  never  think : 
Bat,  to  rejecting  minds  like  you, 
Marria^  can  sure  have  nothing  new.* 


AN  EPIGRAM. 

ON  TUB  SAMl. 

Waoim  aeab  the  marriage  vow^ 
*Tb  well  agreed,  makes  one  of  taro : 
But  who  can  tell,  save  G—d  alone. 
What  munbers  may  make  two  of  one. 


AN  EPITAPH, 
ON  A  FAVOUEITE  LAP-DOG. 


I  nvta  bark'd  when  out  oC  i 

I  never  bit  without  a  reason ; 

I  ne'er  insulted  weaker  brother ; 

Nor  vronfc*d  by  force  nor  fraud  another. 

Though  brutes  are  plac'd  a  rank  below, 

Ham  for  mao,  could  be  say  so ! 


THE  AUTHOWS  PICTURE. 

Waai  in  my  matchless  graces  wrapt  I  stand. 
And  touch  each  feature  with  a  trembling  band; 
Ddga,  lovely  Self !  with  art  and  nature's  pride. 
To  mix  the  culours,  and  the  pencil  guide. 

Self  h  the  grand  pursuit  of  half  mankind  : 
Hon  vwA  a  cniwd  by  Self,  like  me,  are  blind! 
By  Self,  the  fop,  in  magic 'colours,  shown, 
Tho'  scorned  by  ev*ry  eye,  delights  his  own: 
When  age  and  wrinkles  seize  the  conqu\iog  maid, 
Self,  not  the  glass,  reflecU  the  flaU'ring  shade. 
Tha,  wonder- working  Self !  begin  the  lay  j 
Tby  charms  to  others,  as  to  me,  display. 

Straight  is  my  person,  but  of  little  size ; 
Lbsd  are  my  cheeks,  and  hollow  are  my  eyes : 
My  youthful  down  is,  like  my  talents,  rare ; 
raiiiely  distant  atan^  each  single  hair. 
My  toice  too  rough  to  charm  a  lady's  ear ; 
So  mooth,  a  child  may  listen  without  fear ; 
Not  foroft'd  in  cadence  soft  and  warbling  laysi 
To  sooth  the  fair  thro*  pleasure's  wanton  ways. 
My  farm  so  fine,  so  regular,  so  new ; 
My  port.  90  manly,  and  so  fresh  my  hue ; 
Oft,  as  1  meet  the  crowd,  they  laughing  say, 
"  See,  see  Memento  mori  cross  the  way." 
The  nvish'd  Proserpine  at  last,  a-e  know, 
Grew  fondly  jealous  of  her  sable  beau ; 
^,  thanks  to  Nature  J  none  from  me  need  fly ; 
One  heart  the  Devil  could  wound — so  cannot  L 

Yet,  tho'  my  person  fearless  may  be  seen. 
There  is  soma  danger  in  diy  graceful  mien : 
For,  as  some  vessel,  toss'd  by  wind  and  tide, 
teiidi  o'er  tha  waveiy  and  rocks  from  side  to  side; 


In  just  vlbratioo  thus  I  always  move : 

This  who  can  view,  and  not  be  forc'd  to  love  ? 

Hail!  charming  Self!  by  whose  propitious  aid 
My  form  in  all  its  glory  stands  displav'd : 
Be  present  still ;  with  inspiration  kind. 
Let  the  same  fo'ithful  coluirs  paint  the  mind. 

Like  all  mankinJ,  with  vanity  I'm  bleas'dj 
.Conscious  of  wit  I  never  yet  possessed. 
To  strong  desires  my  heart  an  easy  prey. 
Oil  fecU  their  forne,  but  never  owns  their  sway. 
This  hour,  perhaps,  as  death  I  hate  my  foe; 
The  next  1  wonder  «hy  I  should  do  so. 
Tho'  poor,  the  rich  I  view  with  careless  eye  j 
Scorn  a  vain  oath,  and  bate  a  serious  lye. 
I  ne'er,  for  satire,  torture  commoif  sense ; 
Nor  show  my  wit  at  God's,  nor  man's  expensa. 
Harmless  1  live,  unknowing  and  unknown; 
Wish  well  to  all,  ami  yet  do  good  to  none. 
Unmerited  contempt  1  hate  to  bear ; 
Yet  on  my  faults,  like  others,  am  severs. 
Dishonest  flames  my  bosom  never  fire ; 
The  Ixid  I  pity,  and  the  good  adnure : 
Fond  of  the  .Muse,  to  her  dev«te  my  dayn. 
And  scribble — ^not  for  pudding:,  but  for  praise. 

lliese  careless  lines  if  any  virgin  hears. 
Perhaps,  in  pity  to  my  joyleds  years. 
She  may  consent  a  gen 'rous  dame  to  own; 
And  I  no  longer  sigh  the  ni|rhts  alone. 
But,  should  the  fair,  affected,  vaio  or  niee. 
Scream  with  the  fears  inspir'd  by  fmgs  or  mietf 
Cry,  "  Save  us,  Heav'ii !  a  spectre,  not  a  roan-!". 
Her  hartshorn  snatch,  or  interpose  her  &n : 
If  I  my  tender  overture  repeat ; 
O  !  may  my  vows  her  kind  reception  meet! 
Mav  she  new  graces  on  my  form  bestow. 
And,  with  UU  honouia,  dignify  my  brow  t  » 


ADVICE 

TO  THE 

LADIES, 

A 

SATIRE. 


'Some  country-girl,  scarce  to  a  curtsey  bred. 
Would  I  much  raUier  than  Cornelia  wed. 

Drydeu's  Juvenal. 

Prcfacb. 
WHETHBa  the  author's  designs  were  benevolent 
or  ill-natured,  in  the  writing  or  publication  of 
this  piece  to  the  world,  it  is  uunecessary  for  him 
to  discover;  for  even  though  he  should,  with  all 
imaginable  candour,  express  the  motives  whidi 
influenced  him,  every  one  will  presume  upon  the 

^  The  manner  in  which  our  author  has  condnat- 
ed  this  piece  is  very  remarkable.  None  but  one 
possessed  of  Mr.  Biacklock's  happy  temper  of  mind, 
would  have  been  so  pleasant  at  his  own  expetice. 
However,  lest  the- ladies  of  future  ages  should  think 
this  humorous  description  real,  it  may  not  be  im- 
proper to  tell  them,  that,  if  the  original  had  been 
in  the  hands  of  a  foithful  painter,  the  picture  woold 
by  no  means  bav«  beon  so  ludicrous.     jK.  if. 
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same  right  of  judging  as  if  nosudi  dtscoTcrfhad  ; 
been  made.     Permit  him  therefore  only  to  say,  | 
that  this  satire  is  neither  absolutely  personal, 
^  Dor  comprehensive  of  all.     To  attack  anf  par- 
ticular dMiracter  is  no  less  detraction  in   verse  < 
than  in  pro«p ;  or  soppo^e  the  intention  more  | 
good-natured,  it  is  confiningr  those  moral  lessons 
to  one,  which  may  be  applic^ible  to  a  thousand. 
To  attack  any  sex  or  species  fur  qualities  insepa- 
rable from  it,  is  really  to  write  a  satire  against 
Nature.     So  that  the  business  of  one  who  would 
assume  a  character  so  delicate  and  unwelcome, 
is  neither  to  confine  himself  to  individuals,  nor 
attempt  to  include  the  whole. 

The  author  thought  it  proper  to  cortvey  his  senti- 
ments m  an  epistolary  way,  that  the  eye  might 
still  be  directed  to-  one  principal  figure.  Such 
characters  and  passions  as  could  not  thus  proper- 
ly be  introduced,  are  brought  in  by  frequent  di- 
gressions, with  as  much  ease  as  possible.  For 
this  I  need  only  instance  the  characters  of  Flavia 
«nd  Timandnu 

The  most  effectual  way  either  to  gain  or  preserve 
the  attention  of  readers  in  satire  is,  by  a  delicate 
and  well-presenred  irony.  This  the  author  has 
as  seldom  violated  as  the  subjects  be  treated, 
and  his  own  warmth  of  temper  would  permit. 
And  thus,  under  pretence  of  advising,  he  exposes 
to  his  pupil  most  of  the  vices  and  foibles  of  the 
sex;  first,  in  their  earliest  appearances  in  the 
world,  then  in  marriage,  as  mistresses  of  a  fami- 
ly, as  mothers,  and  the  difierent  rules  too  often 
<>beerved  in  dress  abroad  and  at  home.'  This  ac- 
count of  oar  author's  plan  was  thought  requisite, 
lest  the  reader,  when  glancing  over  the  poem, 
migfat  fose  himself  in  it.     A.  G> 


ADVICE  TO  THE  LADIES. 


INSCaiB  D  TO   11U8  • 


Credo  podicitiam*  Satumo  rege,  moratam 
In  terris,  visaiAque  diu. ' 


41V. 


In  Satum*s  reign,  at  Kature*s  early  birth, 
There  was  that  thing  call'd  Chastity  on  earth. 

Dryden. 

O  TH0I7,  wbom  still  m  vain  I  must  adore. 
To  Beatity  much  in  debt,  to  Fortune  more ; 
With  wit  and  taste  enough  thy  faults  to  hide, 
To  gild  thy  foil/,  and  to  plume  thy  pride; 
Soon  shall  my  heart,  a  rebel  to  thy  chain. 
Assert  its  freedom,  and  thy  powV  disdain. 
Yet  'ere  kind  Fate  my  liberty  restore,         '  [more) 
<VVben  twice  five  hundred  pounds  can  charm  no 
For  thee  the  Muse  shall  tune  tb*  instructive  lay. 
And  thro*  the  maze  of  life  direct  thy  way : 
The  Muse,  long  stody'd  in  her  sex's  art, 
Th«L  head  designing,  and  eomipted  heart. 
For  thee  shall  sing ;  nor  thou  too  rashly  blame 
The  last  iaint  struggles  of  a  dying  fiame. 

The  maid  whom  Nature  with  maternal  -csae 
lias  form'd  to  scatter  ruin  ev'ry  where. 
When  first  on  life  her  radiant  eyes  she  throws, 
J>ress,  flaU*ry,  pleasure,  billet-doux,  and  beaux ; 
Then,  conscious  of  her  weakness,  let  her  fly 
Tba  leader  lisp,  the  iove>illamin'd  eye; 


Let  her  alike  distrust  her  strength  and  ait, 
And  cautious  to  some  maiden  aunt  impart 
The  important  charge,  her  honour  and  her  bent* 
But  soon  the  first  emotions  of  desire 
Shall  with  simplicity  and  truth  retire; 
The  conscious  tongue,  inspired  by  distant  tiews, 
Its  first  alliance  with  the  soul  shall  lose; 
llie  blood,  by  candour  taught  before  to  glow. 
From  other  motives  to  the  cheeks  shall  flow  ; 
No  more  shall  looks  her  sentiments  explain. 
But  ev'ry  flexile  feature  learn  to  feign. 
Then  let  her  issue  forth  to  open  light. 
In  all  the  blaze  of  native  beauty  bright; 
Insatiate,  conquest  let  her  still  pursue, 
4Secure  firom  barm,  and  destin'd  to  undo. 
Yt:t  while  the  first  of  public  toasts  she  reigns. 
While  half  the  nation  struggles  in  her  cltains. 
If  not  like  thee,  with  Fortune's  bouuty  bkst. 
Let  her  at  last  resign  the  world  to  rest. 
Ere  Time  his  empire  o'er  her  charms  assume. 
And  tinge  with  fainter  hue  her  native  bloom. 

In  vernal  youth,  and  beauty's  gayest  pride. 
The  charming  Fiavia  thus  becomes  a  bride. 
For  what  bless'd  youth,  O  Muse,  with  truth  declare, 
Could  Fate  reserve  the  conquest  of  the  fair  ? 
To  what  resistless  art,  what  charms  divine. 
What  soft  address,  could  she  her  heart  resign  ? 
Did  youth,  good-nature,  sense,  inflict  the  wound  ? 
**  No — ^peevish  seventy  with  five  thousand  pound." 
Hail  holy  ties  !  by  wond'rout  charms  endear'd, 
I'he  paralytic  nerve,  and  hoary  beard. 
What  mighty  joys  most  bless  such  equal  love. 
When  hand  hi  hand  gay  Spring  and  Winter  ftove  ? 
Beneath  the  specious  semblanee  of  a  wife 
She  flaunts  a  lioens'd  prostitute  for  life. 
Why  all  this  hurry  ?  Flavja  was  afraid 
Her  feme  should  wither,  or  her  beauty  lade. 

Favour'd  of  Heav'o,  hr  happier  stars  are  thibe; 
Long  as  thy  wish  shall  thy  meridian  shine. 
In  youth  or  age  still  certain  to  command. 
And  see  thy  bloom  coeval  with  thy  land. 

There  is  a  time,  to  all  the  sex  well  known. 
When  '^is  a  wretched  thing  to  be  alone ;      [teems, 
When  pregnant  Night  with  ghosts  and  spectres 
And  sportive  fairies  prompt  tumultuous  dreams; 
Then,  tho*  no  lower  wish  thy  breast  inflame. 
Though  spotless  be  thy  fancy  as  thy  name. 
In  solitary  fears  no  longer  pine. 
But  to  protecting  man  thy  charms  resign. 

And  now,  before  the  raptuFd  swain  should  doy 
With  known  embraces^  and  repeated  joy ; 
Now  is  the  time  thy  wit,  thy  pow'rs  to  strain. 
And  tease  him  still  some  favVite  boon  to  gain. 
Now  with  eternal  tempest  slun  his  ears. 
Now  vary  alt  the  scene  with  fits  and  tears; 
Now  (pitfas'd  to  view  vicissitudes  of  pain. 
To  view  thy  tyranny  new  force  obtain) 
To  all  his  tender  arts  and  soft  pursuit 
Still  be  thy  tongue  inexorably  mute. 

Nor  yet  thy  plagues  to  one  alone  confine. 
Portending  public  ruin  cornels  shine; 
Angle  f<»r  •hearts,  and  when  you  catch  the  prey. 
Long  00  the  line  your  foolish  captive  play. 

But  should  thy  fond,  officious  fool  be  near. 
With  jealous  looks,  and  with  attentive  ear  ; 
Should  he  on  ev'ry  private  hour  intrude. 
And  watch  those  pleasures  he  was  meant  to  shroud ; 
With  aU  thy  skill  bis  jealous  rage  ferment. 
The  look  inviting,  and  the  soft  complaiiit^ 
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WXh  equal  hwtnr  ev^ry  lover  blesi. 
The  fentle'trhispery  and  the  fund  caresB ; 
mi  the  weak  dape,  m  every  tender  seose, 
Feeb,  iiMMe  than  Hell,  the  torture  of  suspense. 
Then  if  he  dares  to  munnur  at  his  fate. 
Tell  him  with  smiles,  repentance  is  too  late. 
But  if»  with  haui^hty  tone,  and  lordly  pride. 
He  dictates  serious  rules  thy  life  to  gruide ; 
With  weeping  eyes,  and  melting  sounds,  regret 
Hie  destin'd  aorrows  which  on  woman  wait ; 
To  tyrant  man  sabjected  during  life, 
A  wrrtcfaed  daughter,  and  more  wretched  wife; 
Alike  onblecs'd,  whatever  her  form  inspire, 
lioentioQS  lidieule,  or  low  desire ; 
She  pines  away  a  life  to  bliss  unknown ; 
A  ilave  to  ev*ry  humour  but  her  own ; 
While  with  despotic  nod,  and  watchful  gaze. 
Her  jcaloQS  master  all  her  steps  sunresrs : 
With  strict  reserve  each  lover  if  she  treat, 
Hien  all  ber  portion  is  contempt  or  hate ; 
But  if  more  free  she  spend  the  cheerfal  day 
Among  the  witty,  innocent,  and  gay. 
From  all  her  hopes  domestic  pleasure  flies, 
Sospicioa  breathes,  and  lo !  her  honour  dies. 
Soch  cruel  stars  on  woman  still  attend. 
And  cooldsi  thoa  hope  their  fury  to  suspend  } 

Perhape  aome  lover  may  thy  son!  inflame. 
For  natore  in  esich  bosom  is  the  same ; 
Then,  bat  by  slow  degrees,  his  fiite  decide. 
And  gratiiy  at  onoe  thy  love  and  pride. 
For  love  and  pride,  beneath  each  dark  disguise, 
He«re  m  yoar  breast,  and  fiparkle  in  your  eyes: 
Hoire'er  your  sex  in  chastity  pretend 
To  hate  the  lover,  but  admire  the  friend, 
BesireB  more  warm  their  natal  throne  maintain, 
Platonic  passions  only  reabh  the  brain. 

Thon^  in  the  cloyster*s  secret  cell  immurM 
By  bohs,  by  ev*ry  name  in  Heaven  secur'd ; 
Though  in  the  close  seragtio^  walls  confln'd  $ 
Ev^d  there  your  fimcy  riota  on  mankind : 
Your  penons  may  be  fixM,  your  forma  recluse 
While  miwls  are  feithleas,  and  while  thoughts  an 


Should  Love  at  last  (whom  has  not  Love  subda'd^) 
Fkill  on  thy  sense  some  killing  form  obtrude  i 
0 !  then  beware,  nor  with  a  lavish  hand 
Too  promptly  offer,  ere  thy  swain  demand. 
Our  mothers,  great  in  virtues  as  in  crima. 
Disdained  the  venal  spirit  of  our  times : 
Vice,  oft  repeli'd,  their  stubborn  hearts  essay'd^ 
But  iif  at  last  their  yielding  soul  she  sway'd, 
Kor  hopes,  nor  lean,  nor  tntVest  could  restrain, 
Beav*n  charm'd.  Hell  threatened,  AVrice  brib'd  in 


Fools  they,  and  folly's  common  lot  they  shar'd, 
lastinct  their  guide,  and  pleasure  their  rewards 
Their  wiser  ras^e  pursue  a  happier  scheme, 
Fleasure  their  instrument,  and  wealth  their  aim ; 
Nor  maid ,  nor  wife,  nnbribM  her  heart  bestows. 
Each  dart  is  tipp'd  with  gold  which  Cupid  throws. 

Hins  should  the  dice  uivite  thy  venturous  hand. 
Or  debts  of  honour  fresh  supplies  demand ; 
Should  china,  monkeys,  gems  thy  heart' engage, 
The  gilded  coach.  Or  liv*«yM  equipage  ; 
Half  meet,  half  shun  his  wish ;  nor  ^e,  nor  nice; 
Delay  the  pleasui^,  to  inhanoe  the  price. 

While  Night  o^er  Heav'n  and  Earth  extends  her 
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Then,  but  with  art,  thy. schemes  of  pleasure  Iay» 
Lest  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes  survey : 
For  gales  officious  ev*ry  whisper  bear, 
Each  room  has  echoes,  and  each  wall  an  ear* 
Yet  Jealousy,  oft  fannM  with  opiate  airs. 
Her  charge  abandons,  and -forgets  her  cares; 
While  Love  awake  exerts  his  happy  powV, 
And  consecrates  to  joy  the  fated  hour. 

That 'well-concerted  plans  command  success. 
Learn  from  Timandra's  fortune,' and  confess. 
The  clock  strikes  ten,  in  vain  Timandra  mourn^ 
Supper  is  serv'd,  no  husband  yet  returns* 
**  Not  yet  retoniM  I  Good  Heav*n  avert  my  fear  ^ 
What  unforeseen  mischance  detains  my  dear  ? 
Perhaps  in  some  dark  alley,  by  surprise. 
Beneath  a  villain's  arm  he  murder'd  lies; 
Or  by  some  apoplectic  fit  deprest. 
Perhaps,  alas !  he  seeks  eternal  rest. 
Whilst  I  an  early  widow  mourn  in  vain: 
Haste !  fly,  ye  slaves,  restore  my  lord  again  !>' 
She  spoke,  she  shriek'd  alond,  she  rung  the  belly 
Then  senseless,  lifeless,  on  the  couch  she  felL 
*'  Say,  Muse ;  for  Heav*o  hides  nothing  from  thy  view« 
Nor  Heirs  deep  track'';  say,  what  .could  then  ensue  J 

Lorenzo,  touched  with  sympathy  divine, 
Heard  the  shrill  sound,  and  recognis'd  the  sign; 
He  came,  he  spoke,  and  if  report  say  true» 
Her  life  rekindled,  and  her  fears  withdrew. 
The  lover  vanished,  and  the  tumult  past. 
The  unsuspecting  husband  came  at  last; 
The  spouse  with  equal  joy  his  transports  crowned. 
Nor  on  her  lips  were  Osssio's  kisses  found  K 

Let  scandal  next  no  slight  attention  share. 
Scandal,  the  fav'rite  science  of  the  fair, 
O'er  which  her  fancy  broods  the  summer-day. 
And  scheming  wastes  the  midnight-taper's  ray  ; 
The  laugh  significant,  the  biting  jest. 
The  whisper  loud,  the  sentence  half  snppreity 
The  seeming  pity  for  another*!;  fame. 
To  praise  with  coldness,  or  with  caution  blame  ^ 
Still  shall  thy  malice  by  those  ^rU  succeed. 
And  ev'ry  hour  a  reputation  bleed. 
Thus  shall  thy  words,  thy  looks,  thy  silence  wound. 
And  plagues  be  waited  in  each  whisper  round. 
Nor  on  these  topics  long  let  fancy  dwells 
In  one  unite  the  pedant  and  the  belle : 
With  learned  jargon,  ever  misapply'd. 
Harangue,  illustrate,  criticise,  decide. 
For  in  our  days,  to  ffain  a  sage's  name. 
We  need  not  plod  for  sense,  but  banish  shame : 
TIs  this' which  opens  every  fair-one's  eyes. 
Religion,  sense,  and  reason  to  despise  ; 
'TIS  thus  their  thouithts  aflected  freedom  boest^ 
And  laugh  at  God,  yet  tremble  at  a  ghost. 
Truth  is  the  object  of  each  common  view. 
The  gazing  crowd  her  naked  beauties  woo; 
The  fiiir  such  manners  scorn,  but,  brave  and  fi«e. 
Are  damn'd  for  sacred  singularity. 

Thee  with  a  mother's  name  should  Fortune  grace. 
And  propagate  thy  vices  in  thy  race. 
Let  whim,  not  reason,  all  thy  conduct  guide. 
And  not  the  parent,  but  the  rod,  preside : 
In  all  thy  steps  each  wide  extreme  unite. 
Capricious  tenderness,  or  groundless  spite. 
Hence  future  ages  shall  with  triumph  see 
Bridewell  and  Tyburn  both  enrich'd  by  thee. 
To  this  our  lives  their  hapless  tenour  owe,       [flow. 
Ting'd  with  the  poison'd  source  from  whence  they 

>  See  OtheUo. 
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Ah  !  m;  had  gracious  Heav'n  alone  consign'd 
JL  prey  to  burning  wrath  your  worthless  kind; 
Or  bad  the  first  fair  she,  to  Hell  allvM, 
Creation's  sole  reproach,  curs'd  Heav»n  and  dy'd  ; 
Nor  introdac'd  in  Nature'fs  faultlefs  frame 
The  wretched  heritage  of  guilt  and  shame. 
Sacli  the  maternal  pledges  you  bestow. 
Expressive  earnests  of  eternal  woe. 

Still  as  a  constant  curse  regard  thy  home, 
Thy  plea8ure*s  penance,  and  thy  beauty's  tomb ; 
Now  mad  with  rAge,  now  languishing  with  spleen. 
There  still  in  wretched  dishabile  be  seen : 
Long  let  thy  nail  its  polishM  jet  extend, 
Arbund  thy  neck  thy  greasy  locks  descend ; 
And  round  thee,  minjcli^g  in  one  spicy  gale. 
Kitchen  and  nurs*rj'  all  their  sweets  exhale. 

But  if  in  more  extensive  spheres  you  move. 
With  all  the  glare  of  dress  your  form  improve; 
To  aid  its  pomp  let  either  India  join, 
Nor  once^reflect  at  whose  expense  yon  shine ; 
New  airs,  new  fashions,  new  complexions  try,      ^ 
While  paint  and  affectation  can  supply. 
For  Heav'n  and  Nature,  uniform,  and  old. 
One  settled  courae  in  each  production  hold ; 
But  belles,  by  native  genius  taught  to  please, 
Correct  their  Maker's  want  of  taste  with  ease. 

But  why  this  hasty  rage,  this  sudden  firight  ? 
I  meant  to  counsel,  and  yoo  say  I  bite. 
Ah  !  no ;  Heav'n  knows '  twas  &r  from  my  intent ; 
The  world's  too  much  a  sinner  to  repent : 
By  its  example  taught,  I  change  my  view. 
And  iwea(r  the  fair  are  right  whate'er  they  da 
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Wish  Celia  dwells  on  Damon's  name. 
Insatiate  of  the  pleasing  theme. 
Or  in  detail  admires  his  charms, 
His  rosy  neck,  and  waxen  arms ; 
O !  then,  with  fury  scarce  supprest, 
My  big  heart  labours  in  my  breast ; 
From  thouffht  to  thought  across  my  soul 
Incessant  tides  of  passion  roll ; 
My  blood  alternate  chills  and  glows, 
My  wav'ring  colour  comes  and  goes ; 
Wliile  down  my  cheek  the  silent  tear 
Too  plainly  bids  my  grief  appear , 
Too  plainly  shows  the  latent  flame 
Whose  slow  consumption  melts  my  frame. 

I  burn,  when  conscious  of  his  sway. 
The  3'outh  elated  1  survey,  " 

Presume,  with  insolence  oif  air 
To  frown,  or  dictate  to  my  fair; 
Or  in  the  tnadness  of  delight, 
When  to  thy  arms  be  wings  his  flight. 
And  having  snatch'd  a  rude  embrace. 
Profanes  the  softness  of  that  face ; 
That  face  whicb  Heav'n  itself  imbues 
With  brightest  charms  and  purest  hues. 
Oh  !  if  my  counsels  touch  thine  ear, 
(t/ore's  Muasels  always  are  sincere) 


From  his  ungovem'd  transports  fly, 

Howe'er  bis  form  may  please  thine  eye; 

For  conflagrations,  fierce  and  strong. 

Are  fatal  still,  but  never  long : 

And  he  who  rouglily  treats  the  shrine. 

Where  modest  worth  aOd  beauty  shine. 

Forgetful  of  his  former  fire. 

Will  soon  no  more  these  charms  admire. 

How  bless'd,  bow  more  than  bless'd  are  they 
Whom  love  retains  with  equal  sway  ; 
Whose  flame  inviolaly  bright. 
Still  burns  in  its  meridian  height; 
Nor  jealous  fears,  nor  cold  disdain. 
Disturb  their  peace,  nor  break  their  chain : 
But,  wheti  the  hours  of  life  ebb  fast, , 
For  each  in  sighs  they  breathe  Uieir  last ! 


AN  ELEGY  TO  A  LADY, 

wrm  bamkoiid's  sLBctts. 

O  PORM'n  at  once  to  feel  and  to  inspire 

The  noblest  passions  of  tlie  human  hreeat. 
Attend  the  accent  of  love's  fav'rite  lyre. 

And  let  thy  soul  its  moving  forc«  attest. 
Expressive  passion,  in  each  sonnd  convey'd. 

Shall  all  its  joy  disclose,  and  all  its  smart ; 
Reason  to  modest  tenderness  persnade. 

Smooth  ev'ry  thought,  and  tranquillize  the  heart. 
False  is  that  wisdom,  impotent  and  vain,      [sign'd, 

Which  scorns  the  sphere  by  Heav'n  to  men  as- 
Which  treats  love's  purest  fires  with  mock  disdain, 

And,  human,  soars  above  the  human  kind. 
Silent  the  Muse  of  elegy  reroaia'd. 

Her  plaints  untaught  by  Nature  to  reocv^ 
Whilst  sportive  art  delusive  sorrows  feign '<!,    [tme^ 

With    how  much  ease  distiagmsh'd   from  the 
Ev'n  polish'd  Waller  aioanis  the  constant  scorn 

Of  Saccbarissa,  and  bid  ikte  m  rain  : 
With  love  his  Amoy,  not  his  heart  is  torn  ;  , 

We  praise  his  wit,  but  cannot  share  his  pailt, 
Soch  fbi'ce  has  Nature,  so  supremely  fair. 

With  charms  maternal  her  productions  shine; 
The  vivid  grace  and  unaffected  air, 

Proclaim  them  all  her  own,  and  all  divine. 
Should  youthful  merit  in  such  strains  implore. 

Let  beauty  still  vouchsafe  a-gentle  tear. 
What  CAB  the  soul,  with  passion  thrilPd,  ^o  more  ? 

Tlie  song  must  prove  the  sentiment  sincere. 
Gold  cunning  ne'er,  wilii  animated  stnua. 

To  other  breasts  can  warmth  unfelt  impart  t 
We  see  her  labour  with  indnstrioos  pain. 

And  mock  the  turgid  impotenoe  of  art. 


ODB  TO  AMYSTA. 

By  folly  led  from  snare  to  snare. 
Of  bitter  grief,  suspense,  aM  care, 

A  voluntary  prey ; 
With  ev'ry  flaU'rlng  good  resigned. 
Once  more  myself  and  peace  to  find. 

From  thee  1  fosoe  my  way. 
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Tct  «fth  relactant  ttep  and  slow. 
From  all  that's  dear  while  thus  I  go. 

Some  pity  let  me  claim  \ 
Less  smart  th'  expiring  martyr  feels. 
While  racks  distend  or  torturing  wheels 

Tear  his  devoted  frame. 
Kor  think,  like  infiants  prone  to  chanfe. 
From  sordid  views  or  w^»k  revenge, 

Mr  resolutions  flow : 
Tb  God's,  lis  Nature^  greaft  behest, 
Ob  every  living  soul  imprest. 

To  seek  relief  firom  woe ; 
Nor  yet  explore,  with  curious  bent. 
What,  known,  would  but  thy  soul  torment. 

And  all  its  hopes  betray : 
Wbeo  painful  truths  inmide  the  mifld, 
£r'n  wisd«n  wishes  to  be  blind. 

And  hates  th'  officious  ray. 
Ye  poweia,  who  cordial  and  aerane^ 
Protect  the  dear  doeiestia  seene. 

To  your  retreats  i  fly ; 
At  length  by  yoor's  and  reason*8  aid, 
I  msy  to  rest  this  hettft  persuade, 

Aod  wipe  the  tearful  eye. 
There  Nature,  o*er  the  heart  svqfirame. 
Shall  every  tender  wiah  reclaim. 

Where'er  they  fondly  stray ; 
There  friendship's  arms  my  fall  sustain. 
When,  languid  witii  excess  of  pain. 

My  fainting  nerves  give  way. 
With  cadence  soft  the  flowing  stream. 
The  favniag'breeze,  the  lambent  gleam, 

Shall  join  their  various  power. 
To  bill  each  passioo'S  rising  tide 
la  philosophic  ease  subside. 

And  sooth  my  pensive  hour. 
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0  niinn,  by  ev'ry  sympathy  endeared. 

Which  soul  with  tout  in  sacred  ties  unite; 
The  hooT  arrives,  so  long,  so  justly  fear'd, 

firings  all  its  pangs,  and  s'mks  each  joy  in  night 
For  nov  from  Heav'n  my  nnavailing  prayV 

Tos'd  devious,  mingles  with  the  sportive  gale; 
Ko  tender  arts  can  move  my  cruel  fair. 

Nor  all  love's  silent  eloquence  prevail. 
TboQgh  from  my  lips  no  soimd  unmeaning  flows, 

TboagLh  ra  each  action  fondness  is  exprest, 
Ko  kind  return  shall  terminate  my  woes. 

Nor  heave  th'  eternal  presf^ure  from  my  breast 
Too  well  the  weakness  of  ray  heart  I  knew; 

Too  well  leva's  pow*r  ny  soul  had  felt  before^: 
Why  did  1  then  the  pleasiog  ill  pmsne. 

And  tempt  the  malice  of  my  fate  once  more  ? 
CoBscioiB  how  few  among  the  f^r  sacceed, 

Who  boast  no  merit  but  a  tender  heart,    . 
Why  vas  my  soul  again  to  chains  decreed. 

To  anrewarded  tears  and  endless  smart  ? 
The  siren  Hope,  my  tardy  pace  to  cheer. 

In  gay  presage  the  shorfning  prospect  drest, 
Whh  ait  fallacious  bronght  the  object  near, 

AailnUM  each  rising  donbt  in  faUl  rest. 


I  saw  success,  or  thought  at  least  I  saw, 

Beck'ning  with  'smiles  to  animate  my  spaed, 
Reason  was  miite,  imprass'd  with  trembling  awe. 

And  memory  not  one  precedent  could  plead. 
How  cursM  is  he  who  never  learnt  to  fear 

The  keenest  plagues  bis  cruel  stars  portend  ! 
Till  o'er  his  head  the  black'ning  clouds  appear. 

And  Heav'n's  collected  storms  at  once  descend! 
What  further  change  of  fortune  can  I  wait } 

What  oonsunroatjon  to  the  last  despair  ? 
She  flies,  yet  shows  no  pity  for  my  hU ; 

She  sees,  yet  deigns  not  in  my  griefr  to  share. 
Yet  the  kind  baait,  where  tender  pasaioas  te'ign, ' 

Will  catch  the  softness  when  it  first  appeart ; 
Explore  each  symptom  of  the  soflferer^  pain. 

Sigh  ail  his  sig^s,  and  number  all  his  tetrs* 
This  trihifte  fhrni  humanity  is  doe;  [bestow. 

What  then,  just  Heavens !   what  wouM  not  lova 
Yet  though  the  fair  insensible  I  view. 

For  others'  bliss  I  would  not  change  my  woe. 

0  blind  to  truth,  and  to  reflection  blind. 
At  length  to  wisdom  and  thyself  return  I 

See  Science  wait  thee  with  demeanour  kind. 

Whose  frowu  or  absence  no  fond  lovers  mourn. 
Bounteous  and  free  to  all  who  ask  her  aid, 

Hef-  sacred  light  anticipates  tbeir  call. 
Points  out  the  precipice  on  which  they  stray^. 

And  with  maternal  care  prevents  their  fall. 
Daughter  of  God !  whose  features  all  express 

Tb*  eternal  beauty  whence  thy  being  sprung  ; 

1  to  thy  sacred  shrine  my  steps  address,     [to^guv,- 

And  catch  each  sound  from  thy  Heav'n-prompfead 
O!  take  me  whoUy  to  thy  ted  embrace. 

Through  ajl  my  soul  th|r  radiant  beams  infuaei 
Thence  every  cloud  of  pkAsiog  erroor  chase ; 

Adjust  i  er  organs,  and  enlargb  her  views. 
Hence,  ever  flxt  on  virtue  and  on  thee, 

No  lower  wish  shall  her  attention  claim, 
1111,  like  her  sacred  parent,  pore  and  free,    [eame« 

She  gain  the  native  Heav'n  from  whence  the 


TO  JOHN  M*LAUMiN,  Esq, 
(mow  toiD  rasGHoaif,  onx  op  the  sxNAToas  or 

TBE   COLLXOK  OP  JUSTICE.) 
WITH  TttB  AtTROa'S  POEMS. 

O  THOD  !  in  whom  maturely  bright  appean 
The  flame  of  genius  in  the  dawn  of  years ; 
Whom  sacred  wisdom's  awful  voice  inspires ; 
Whom  Heav'n-boru  virtue's  spotless  beauty  firaf : 
Still  let  these  glorious  aims  engage  thy  view ; 
With  straining  nerves  the  arduous  path  pursue  ; 
For  this  revolve  the  sacred,  ancient  page. 
The  raptur'd  poet,  and  instructive  sage : 
Nor  scorn  the  efforts  of  a  modern  Muse, 
Proud  to  r^ect  the  gk>ries  they  diffuse. 
Then,  while  with  conscious  joy  exuks  thy  sire  >, 
Viewing  his  son  to  equal  fame  aspire. 
When  the  last  echoes  ef  my  n^ortal  lay. 
Shall  fbebly  mix  with  air  and  die  away ; 
Still  shall  my  life  beyond  the  grave  extend. 
And  ages  know  me  for  M*Laurin*s  friend.  o 

1  The  late  celebrated  Mr.  Colin  M'Laurin. 
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BLACKLOCK'S  POEMS. 


EXTEMPORE  VERSES, 


,    «H>KIN  AT  TUB  DUIXl  OF  A  OJmTLBMAir. 

Tbou,  genius  of  connubial  love,  attend; 
Let  silent  wonder  all  thy  powers  suspend; 
Whilst  to  thy  glory  I  devote  my  lays. 
And  pour  forth  all  my  grateful  heart  in  praue. 

In  lifeless  strains  let  vulgar  satire  tell, 
That  marriage  oft  is  mixt  with  Heav'n  and  Hell, 
That  conjugal  delight  is  sour'd  with  spleen. 
And  peace  and  war  compose  the  varied  scene  ; 
My  Muse  a  truth  sublhner  can  assert, 
And  sing  the  triumphs  of  a  mutual  heart. 
Thrice  happy  they,  who  through  life's  varied  tide. 
With  equal  peace  and  gentler  motion  glide ; 
Whom  tho'  the  wave  of  fiHrtune  sinks  or  swells. 
One  reason  governs,  and  one  wish  impels  ; 
Whose  emulation  is  to  love  the  best ; 
Wlio  feel  no  bliss,  but  in  each  other  blest ; 
Who  know  no  pleasure  but  the  joys  they  give, 
Kor  cease  to  love,  but  when  they  cease  to  live : 
If  fote  these  blessmgs  in  one  lot  combine, 
Then  let  th*  eternal  page  record  them  mme« 


TO  TBE  REVEREND  MR.  SPENCE^ 

lATE  PBOPESSOa  OP  POBTBT  AT  OZPOBD. 
WBITTSM  AT  DUMPRIBS  IV  THB  TBAB   1759* 

To  tomes  of  dull  theology  confinM, 
(Eternal  opiates  of  the  active  mind) 
long  lay  my  spirits,  InlPd  in  deep  reposey 
Iticapable  alike  of  verse  or  prose. 
Unmark'd  by  thooght  or  action,  every  day 
Appeared,  and  pass'd  in  apathy  away. 

Our  friend,  the  doctor  *,  view'd  with  deep  ngn^ 
My  sad  catastrophe,  my  lifeless  state; 
Exptor'd  each  ancient  sage,  whose  labours  tell 
T^e  force  of  powerful  herb,  or  ona^ic  spell. 
Physic  in  vain  its  boasted  influence  try'd  ; 
My  stupor  incantaUon's  voice  defy'd : 
No  charm  could  light  my  fancy's  languid  flame, 
No  charm  but  friendship's  voice  and  ^penoe's  name. 
So  from  the  cold  embraces  of  the  tomb. 
Involved  in  deep  impenetrable  gloom,  [arise 

Should  Heav'n's  great  mandate  bid  some  wretch 
How  would  he  view  the  Sun  with  ravish'd  eyes  ; 
Admire  each  part  of  Nature's  beauteous  scene. 
And  welcome  life  and  happinte  again  ! 
AmazM  the  doctor  stood,  and  lost  in  thougfit. 
Nor  could  believe  the  wonder  he  had  wrought; 
Tillrfir*d  at  last  with  sacerdotal  pride,  . 

••'  Tis  mine ; — the  woric  is  all  my  own," 'he  cried. 
*'  Henceforth  some  nobler  task  my  might  shall 
I  mean  some  lofty  mountain  to  remove,         [prove. 
With  woods  and  fountains  bid  it  wing  its  way 
Thro'  yielding  air  and  settle  in  the  sea." 
But  recollecting  whence  the  virtue  flow'd 
To  which  returning  life  and  sense  I  ow'd. 
He  snatch'd  his  pen,  and  with  majestic  tone ; 
*'  Hence  Indolence  and  Sloth,"  he  cry'd,  «*  be  gone ; 
Me  friendship's  spirit,  Spence's  name  inspire. 
My  hearb  is  pregnant,  and  my  soul  on  fire ; 
Thought  crowds  on  thought,  my  brisk  ideas  flow. 
And  mnch  I  long  to  tell,  and  much  to  know." 

iRev.  Mr.JanMioo. 


Tbos  exorcis'd,  to  Lethe%  dismal  shore 
Fled  Indolence,  and  sought  her  baunU  of  yai«, 
With  all  her  train  forsook  the  poet's  breast. 
And  left  the  man  completely  dispossess'd. 
If  to  your  very  name,  by  bounteous  HeaVn, 
Such  blest,  restoring  influence  has  been  giv'n. 
How  must  your  sweet  approach,  yonr  aspect  kind, 
Your  soul-reviving  convene,  warm  the  mind ! 


TO  DR.  BEATTIB. 

wrra  THB  Airrttoa*s  pobms. 

O,  WABM'o  by  inspiration's  brightest  fire. 

For  whom  the  Muses  string  their  fav'rite  lyre, 
Tbo'  with  superior  genius  blest,  yet  deign 

A  kind  reception  to  my  humbler  strain. 
When  florid  youth  impell'd,  and  fortune  smil'd. 

The  vocal  art  my  languid  hoars  b<^rd : 
Severer  studies  now  my  life  engage; 

Researches  dull,  that  quench  poetic  nge  ; 
From  mom  to  ev'ning  desUn'd  to  explore 

Th'  verbal  critic  and  the  scholiast's  lore  ; 
Alas!  what  beam  of  beav'nly  ardour  shines 

In  musty  lesdcons  and  school  divines  ? 
Yet  to  the  darling  object  of  my  heart, 

A  short,  but  pleasing  retrospect  I  ^rt  ; 
Revolve  the  labours  of  the  tuneful  quire. 

And  what  I  cannot  imitate,  admire. 
O  could  my  thoughts  with  all  thy  spirit  glow ; 

Aa  thine  harmonious,  oouM  my  accents  flow; 
Then,  with  approving  ear,  mighf  st  thou  attend. 

Nor  m  a  Blacklock  blush  to  own  a  friend. 


TO  THE  REV.  DR.  OGILVIE. 

I  decus,  i,  nostrum,  melioribus  uiere  fntii. 

VifgiL 

Dbar  to  the  Muses  and  their  tuneful  tnuo. 

Whom,  long  pursu'd,  I  scarce  at  last  regain  ; 

Why  should'st  thou  wonder,  if,  when  IHe  declineSi 

His  antk|uated  lyre  thy  friend  resigns. 

Haply,  when  youth  elate  with  native  force. 

Or  emulation  fires  the  generous  horse. 

He  bounds,  he  springs,  each  nerve  elastic  strains^ 

And  if  not  victor,  some  distinction  gains; 

But  should  the  careless  master  of  the  steed. 

Cherish  no  more  his  mettle,  or  bis  speed. 

Indignantly  he  shuns  all  future  strife, 

And  wastes  in  indolent  regret  his  life. 

Such  were  his  eflTorts,  such  his  cold  rewaH, 

Whom  once  thy  partial  tongue  pranoano'd  u.  bard; 

Excuisive,  on  the  gentle  gales  of  spring. 

He  rov'd,  whilst  fevonr  imp'd  hts  timid  wing  t 

Exhausted  genius  now  no  more  inspires. 

But  mourns  abortive  hopes  and  faded  fires  ;  [grac'd, 

llie  short-liv'd  wreath,  which  once  bis   temples 

Fades  at  the  sickly  breath  of  squeamish  taste  ; 

Whilst  darker  days  his  feinting  flames  immure 

In  cheerless  gloom  and  winter  premature. 

But  thou,  my  friend,  whom  higher  omens  lead. 

Bold  to  achieve,  and  mighty  to  succeed. 

For  whom  fresh  laurels,  in  eternal  bloom. 

Impregnate  Haav'n  an4  Earth  with  rich  perfume  ^ 
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i  tbjr  desdn'd  coune,  assert  thy  hme ; 
Et'd  ProTidence  shall  vindicate  thy  claim ; 
Et'b  Nature's  wreck,  resouiidmg  thro*  thy  lays, 
fihaJi  in  it's  final  ciaah  pioclaim  thy  pcaise. 


TO  A  FRIESD, 

4»  WaOSX  HIALTB  AMD  SUCCESS  THS    AUTBOE    BAD 
HBAtD,  AFTll  A   LOHG   ABSBKCB. 

Tbou  dearest  of  friends  to  my  heart  ever  Imosra, 
Whose  ei^oAentB  and  sufimngs  have  still  been 

Biy  OVD^ 

Snce  early  we  met  in  tusoeptible  youth, 
Wbeo  gleving  for  virtne,  and  toiling  for  tmth ; 
To  God  one  petitioii,  with  steady  fegard. 
With  ardoor  incessant,  my  spirit  preforr'd, 
Tby  life  to  protract^  and  thy  UeMiiigs  angmeoty 
Nov  my  wish  is  oUain'd,  and  my  bosom  content 

YoQ  ask,  by  what  means  1  my  livelihood  gain, 
And  how  my  long  conflict  with  fortune  mamtaiu? 
The  qoettioD  ia  l^id,  yet  1  oaanot  tell  why, 
Tifi  haid  for  a  spirit  like  mine  to  reply, 
if  a  firiend  with  a  friend  most  he  free  anfl  smoere. 
My  vesture  is  simple  and  sober  my  cheer  $ 
But  tbo*  few  my  resources,  and  vacant  my  pane. 
One  comfort  is  left  me,  things  cannot  be  worsOi 
lis  vain  to  repine,  as  philosopheiB  my, 
So  I  take  what  is  oaer>d,  and  live  as  I  may; 
To  my  wants,  still  returning,  adapt  my  supplies, 
Aad  find  in  my  hope  what  my  fortune  denies. 

To  the  powerful  and  great  had  I  keenly  apply'd. 
Hid  I  toil'd  for  their  i^leasures,  or  flatter'd  their 
pride,  [flam*d. 

In  splendour  and  wealth  I  peihaps  might  have 
for  learning,  for  virtue,  for  ev*ry  thing  fam'd. 
The  gamester,  th'  informer,  the  quack,  and  the 

iraoggler. 
The  boUy»  the  player,  the  mimic,  the  juggler, 
TIm  dispenser  of  nbels,  the  teller  of  fortunes. 
And  others  of  equal  respect  and  importauce. 
Find  high  reputation  and  ample  subsistence, 
Whilst  craving  necessity  stands  at  a  distance. 

Bat  who  could  determine,  in  soundness  of  brain. 
By  priesthood,  or  poetry,  life  to  sustain  ? 
Oar  Maker  to  serve,  or  our  souls  to  improve. 
Are  tasks  self-rewarded,  and  labours  of  love. 
Such  with  fauoger  and  thirst  are  deservedly  paid, 
Tb  gkrious  to  starve  by  so  noble  a  trade : 
Tis  guilt  and  ambition  for  priests  to  pretend 
Their  hwe  to  advance,  and  their  fortune  amend  ; 
Their  fiune  and  their  fortune,  by  pious  mankind, 
Are  such  trifles  esteemed  as  no  mortal  should  mind. 

Nor  less  by  the  worid  is  the  Heav'n-gifted  bard. 
In  his  visions  abandoned  to  find  his  rei^ard. 
Can  sensations  of  wretchedness  ever  invade 
That  breast  which  Apollo  his  temple  has  made  }^ 
On  the  top  'of  Parnassus  his  hermitage  lies  ; 
And  who  can  repine,  when  so  near  to  the  skies  ? 
for  him  sweet  ambrosia  spontaneously  grows  ; 
for  him  Ag^nnippe  spontaneously  flows. 
The*  the  bev'rage  be  cool,  and  ethereal  the  diet, 
Fine  souls,  thus  regal'd,  should  be  happy  and  quiet 
Ihtt  I,  who  substantial  nutrition  require. 
Would  rather  the  Moses  should  feed  than  inspire. 
And  whilst  lofty  Pindos  my  fancy  explores, 
ToJimhthe  wild  fugitive  hunger  reatorei. 


Yet  lest  what  I  mean  be  obscurely  express^. 
No  call  is  unanswered,  no  wish  unredress'd : 
But  other  resources  supplied  what  was  wanting,  [ing« 
Lees  barren  employments  than  preaching  or  chant* 
For  thee,  whom  I  glory  to  claim  as  my  friend. 
May  stars  more  propitious  thy  labours  attend; 
On  Earth  be  thy  prospect  still  smiling  and  bright. 
And  thy  portion  hereafter  immortal  delight 


TBE  GENEALOGY  OF  NONSENSE. 

Wrni  long  and  carefol  scrutiny  in  vain, 
I  seareh'd  th*  obscure  recesses  of  my  brain  ; 
The  Muses  oft,  with  mournful  voice  I  woo'd,  * 
To  find  a  plea  for  silence  if  they  could. 
But  thro'  my  search  not  one  excuse  appeared. 
And  not  a  Muse  would  answer  if  she  heard; 
Thus  I  remained  in  anxious,  sad  suspense. 
Despairing  aid  from  reason  or  from  sense. 
Till  from  a  pow'r,  of  late  well  known  to  fome, 
Tho'  not  invok'd,  the  wish'd  solution  came. 

Now  night  incumbent  shaded  half  the  ball. 
Silence  assumed  her  empire  over  all. 
While  on  my  eyes  imperfect  slumbers  spread 
Their  downy  wings,  and  hovered  round  my  head; 
But  still  internal  sense  awake  remained. 
And  still  its  first  solicitude  retained ; 
When,  lo !  with  slow  descent,  obscurely  bright, 
Yet  cloth'd  in  darkness  visible,  not  light, 
A  form,  high  towering  to  the  distant  skies. 
In  mimic  grandeur,  stood  before  my  eyes : 
As  after  storms  waves  faintly  lash  the  shoie^ 
As  hollow  winds  in  rocky  caverns  roar,  [ear, 

Such  were  the  sounds  which  pierc'd  my  trembling 
And  chill'<i  my  soul  with  more  than  common  fear. 

Thus  qpoka  the  pow'r :— *'  From  yon  extended 
void. 
Where  Jove's  creating  hand  was  ne'er  employ'd. 
Where  soft  with  hard,  and  heavy  mix'd  with  ligh^ 
And  heat  with  cold,  maintain  eternal  fight; 
Where  end  the  realms  of  order,  form,  and  day; 
Where  Night  and  Chaos  hold  primeval  sway ; 
Their  first,  their  ever-darling  ofispring  view. 
Who  comes  tby  wonted  calmness  to  renew. 
£re  yet  the  mountains  reared  their  heads  on  high. 
Ere  yet  the  radiant  Sun  illum'd  the  sky, 
Ere  swelling  hills,  or  humble  vales  were  seen. 
Or  woods  the  prospect  cheer'd  with  waving  green; 
Ere  Nature  was,  my  wond*rous  buth  i  date. 
More  old  than  Chance,  Necessity,  or  Fate; 
Ere  yet  the  Muses  touch'd  the  vocal  lyre. 
My  reverend  mother  and  tumultuous  sire 
Beheld  my  wond'roos  birth  with  vast  amaze, 
And  Discord's  boundless  empire  rour'd  my  pmisew. 

"  In  me,  whatever  by  Nature  is  disjoio'd. 
All  opposite  extremes  involved  you  find : 
Bom  to  retain,  by  Fate's  eternal  doom. 
My  sire's  confiision,  and  my  mother's  gloom. 
Where'er  extend  the  realms  of  letter'd  pride. 
With  uncontroll'd  dominion  I  preside ; 
Thro'  its  deep  gloom  I  dart  the  doubtful  ray. 
And  teach  the  learned  idiots  where  to  stray: 
The  labouring  chymist,  and  profound  divine. 
Err,  not  seduc'd  by  Reason's  light,  but  mine. 
From  me  alone  these  boast  tlie  wond'rous  skill 
To  make  a  myst'ry,  more  mysterious  still ; 
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While  those  {mnoe  bj  tcieoce,  not  their  ovn. 
The  uiuvenai  care,  and  philotopbic  stone. 
Thus,  when  the  leaden  pedant  courts  my  M, 
To  cover  ignorance  with  learning's  shade. 
To  swell  the  folio  to  a  proper  sise. 
And  throw  the  clouds  of  art  o'er  Nature's  eyes. 
My  soporific  pow'r  Ibe  saget.own ; 
Hence  by  the  sacred  name  of  Duln^ss  known: 
But  if  mercurial  scribblers  pant  for  fiune. 
Those  I  inspire,  and  Nonsense  is  my  name. 
Sustained  by  me,  thy  Muse  first  took  her  flight, 
I  circumscribed  its  limits  and  its  height ; 
By  me  she  sinks,  by  me  she  soara  along; 
I  rule  her  silence,  and  I  prompt  her  song." 

My  doubts  resolv'd,  the  goddess  wing'd  her  flight 
Bissolv'd  in  air,  and  m'uc'd  with  formless  night 
Much  more  the  Muse,  reluctant,  must  suppreo^ 
For  all  the  pow'r  of  time  and  fiste  confess; 
Too  soft  her  accents,  and  too  weak  her  prayV, 
¥de  time  or  fate,  or  cruel  po»U  to  hear. 


ODB,  ON  MELISSA'S  BIRTH^DAY. 

Tb  nymphs  and  swains,  whom  lore  inspires 
With  all  his  pure  and  faithful  fires. 
Hither  with  jojrfiH  steps  repair; 
You  who  his  teoderest  transports  shaie  | 
For  lo !  in  beauty*s  gayest  pride, 
Summer  expands  her  bosom  wifle ; 
The  Sun  no  more  in  clouds  inshriu'd. 
Darts  all  his  glories  unconfin'd; 
The  featber'd  choir  from  every  spray 
Salute  Melissa's  natal  day. 

Hither  ye  nymphs  and  shepherdr  haste, 
Each  with  a  flowery  chaplet  grac'd. 
With  transport  while  the  shades  resound. 
And  Nature  spreads  her  charms  around  ; 
While  ev'ry  breeze  exhales  perfumes, 
And  Bion  his  mute  pipe  resumes ; 
With  Bion  long  disus'd  to  play. 
Salute  Melissa's  natal  day. 

For  Bion  long  deplor'd  his  pain 
Thro*  woods  and  devious  wilds  in  vain  ; 
At  last  impeird  by  deep  despair. 
The  swain  preferr'd  his  ardent  pray'r  ; 
His  ardent  pray'r  Melissa  heard. 
And  every  latent  sorrow  cheer'd, 
His  days  with  social  rapture  blert, 
And  sootfa'd  each  amik>us  care  to  rest.  , 
Tvne,  shepherds,  tune  the  festive  lay. 
And  hail  Melisfta's  natal  day« 

With  Nature*s  incense  to  the  skie^ 
Let  all  your  fervid  wishes  rise. 
That  Heav'n  and  Earth  may  join  to  shed 
Their  choicest  blessings  on  her  head; 
That  years  protracted,  as  they  flow. 
May  pleasures  more  sublime  bestow  ; 
W^hile  by  succeeding  years  surpast, 
The  hsppiest  still  may  be  the  last; 
And  thus  each  circling  Snn^  display^ 
A  move  auspicious  natal  day. 


BLACKLOCK'S  POEMS, 


ODE   TO  AURORA. 

OK  MlLfSSA's  buth-oat. 

Of  Time  and  Nature  eldot  bom, 
Emerge,  thou  rosy-fingeHd  Mom, 
Emerge,  in  purest  dress  array'd. 
And  chase  from  Heav'n  night's  envious  shad^* 
That  I  once  more  may,  pleas'd,  survey. 
And  hail  Melissa's  natal  day. 

Of  Tine  and  Nature  ddest  bora» 
Emerge,  thou  rosy-finger'd  Mora : 
In  order  at  the  eastern  gate 
The  Hours  to  draw  thy  cbariot  wait; 
Whilst  Zephyr,  oo  his  balmy  wi^i. 
Mild  Nature's  fragrant  tribute  brings. 
With  odours  sweet  lo  strew  thy  way. 
And  grace  the  bland,  revolving  day. 

But  as  Qkmi  lead'st  the  mdiant  ^hsre. 
That  gilds  its  birili,  and  marks  the  year. 
And  as  his  stronger  glories  rise, 
Diffus'd  aroaad  th*  *^pfindfd  •V«<y^ 
Till  cloth'd  with  beams  sereody  brigfac. 
All  Heav'n's  vast  concave  flames  with  li|^t; 
So,  when,  thro*  lifis's  protracted  day, 
Melissa  still  pursues  her  way, 
Her  virtues  with  thy  ^lendour  vie. 
Increasing  to  the  mental  eye  : 
Tho*  less  conspicnous,  not  less  dear, 
Umg  may  they  Bion's  prospect  ch^ori 
So  shall  his  heait  no  more  repine, 
Bless'd  with  her  rays,  tho*  robb'd  of  thine. 


TO  DR.  EVAVS. 

DfAx  Doctor,  as  it  is  most  fit, 
Your  accusation  I  admit 
In  all  its  force,  nor  rack  my  brain, 
By  quirks  and  subterfuges  vain. 
To  throw  my  conduct  into  shade. 
And  thus  your  just  rebuke  evade. 
But,  since  convicted  nosr  I  stand. 
And  wait  correction  from  your  hand. 
Be  merciful  as  thou  art  strong. 
Arid  recognise  the  power  of  song. 
For,  while  in  accents  deep  and  hoarse. 
She  breathes  contrition  and  remone. 
The  Muse's  penitential  strain. 
For  pardon  cannot  sue  in  vain. 
But,  let  me,  with  profiMmd  respect, 

A  sad  mistake  of  your's  correct. 
When  once  th'  Aonian  maids  discover 

Some  favour  for  a  youthful  lover. 

You  thinlc  their  passion  still  as  keen 

For  him  at  sixty  as  sixteen. 

Alas  the  sex  you  little  know. 

Then-  ruhng  passion  is  a  beau. 

The  wrinkl'd  brow,  th'  extJfiguiA'd  eye» 

Ftom  female  hearts  ne'er  gain  a  sigh. 

The  brilliant  glance,  the  cheek  vermil, 

Th'  elastic  nerve,  th'  enchanting  smtle, 

lliese,  only  the«e,  can  hearts  confine 

Of  ladies  human,  or  divine. 

No  mind,  immortal  tho'  it  be, 

Fh>m  lifle's  vicissitudes  is  free. 

The  man  who  labours  to  acquit 

Of  imperfection- human  wit, 
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»1 


Win  6Dd  te  imdartahM  a  ttik 

That  pTOfM  wbat  bit  oppooeota  aik  | 

ind  fed,  to  hit  etcrwl  oott» 

Hit  ovo  attemf^  n/ht9  km  boMt 

Fac*d  by  experience  ami  leanliaB, 

1  make  thU  humble  dedantioQ : 

For  aboold  my  pride  my  woidf  lestrain, 

TbeK  lays  woald  sbov  the  ftuct  too  pla'm. 

Qoih'd  in  a  lioo'a  akin,  the  am 

At  ftnt  might  for  a  Ikm  pern  s 

But  when  the  stupid  creatofe  bray'd, 

Hii  laal  aelf  be  aoon  betrey'd, 

Aad  cfery  itick  and  e^ery  rtone 

Were  otM,  to  sbov  bun  he  was  knowib 

Tbus  batter'd  by  sarcastic  sneeft, 

I  ihot  mj  mouth  and  bide  my  eais; 

Bleis'd,  tf  nnhuit  1  may  elude 

Tht  dbserfatktt  of  the  orowd. 

Yet  cpite  of  all  the  ills  that  prey 

Od  ebbing  life,  from  day  to  day. 

It  vann'd  my  veins  wKb  youthful  fiK» 

And  raJsM  my  beut  a  cubit  higher. 

To  liear  your  own  kind  wonk  expsem 

Yoor  oompetitioo  and  success. 

So,  vben  portentous  symptoms  threat 

Your  patients  with  hnpending  fiite. 

At  your  approach  may  they  recede^ 

And  lickneas  lift  its  drooping  bead  ; 

While  beahk  and  joy  your  nod  ob^. 

And  fly  where'er  you  point  their  way. 

Oae  great  achievement  still  veoMiniy 

(te  triumph,  worthy  of  your  pains  ; 

Could  yon  the  thefts  of  Tmie  reslote» 

And  make  me  wbat  I  was  of  yore. 

Is  ipite  of  Fortune's  utmost  spleen, 

Which  bards  oft  fsel  to  intervene, 

1  might,  pertiaps,  as  friend  with  friend. 

At  Shrewsbury  some  evenings  spend ; 

Ibere,  in  abuse  th«t  meant  no  baim, 

Aaeit  the  soul  of  huoMur  warm ; 

Aad  laugh  at  those  whose  lives  provoke 

Tbe  satire  we  eAise  in  joke. 

And,  now,  perhaps,  you  wish  to  know, 

WiUi  your  old  friencb,  how  matters  go; 

What  state  of  health  they  still  ei^y 

Aad  how  tbeir  various  hours  employ  ? 

Bat  this  detail  more  glibly  flows 

In-easy  style  and  bumble  prose  ; 

And,  with  mere  patience,  will  be  beaid^ 

To  my  Melisaa  when  traosfierr'd. 

If  faults  acknowledged  be  forgiven, 

Aad  all  our  former  odds  made  even. 

Pray  write  me  soon,  to  let  me  see 

Hoe  much  superior  yon  can  be 

To  doctors  in  divinity. 

Meanwhile,  believe  me  still  sincere, 

Wbatever  guise  my  conduct  wear. 

And  ftill  with  friendship,  no  less  fervent 

Your  most  obedient,  bnmble  servant 


TO  MR.DALZEL, 
sftortisoa  oF.emc  in  thb  vatvndhr  < 


Ti  fairy  fields,  where  youthful  fancy  stray'd^ 
Ye  bmdscapes  vested  in  eternal  gioen. 

Cease  my  reluctant  absence  to  upbraid  ; 
i«di  joj  1  tees,  when  you  no  more  are  seen. 


The  r^itur'd  bent,  th'  enUniwMtic  eye. 

The  bright  conception  darting  through  the  mind. 
From  my  remotest  hopes  bow  for  they  fly, 
'    And  leave  a  gloomy  solitude  behind  } 
Ethereal  people  of  each  gkiwing  scene. 

Which  meditation  pictured  in  my  sigh^ 
Of  ever  beauteous  and  celestial  mien : 

Why  smk  you  thus  amid  the  shades  of  night  ? 
No  more  the  harp  shall  Polyhymnia  tune, 

No  warbling  flute  Euterpe's  breath  inspire. 
Ah  !  why  for  ever  silent,  why  so  soon 

Should  every  Muse  forbear  to  strike  the  lyre  I 
To  me  a  frided  form  e'en  Nature  wean ; 

Its  vivid  cotours  every  flow'r  resigns. 
The  blasted  lawns  no  tint  of  verdure  cheers. 

Shorn  of  his  beams  the  Sun  more  fointly  sbiaes. 
Age,  bood-wtnk'd  Age,  exterminates  the  whole. 

She  o'er  the  prospect  night  aad  horrour  sprewdi ; 
Her  endless  whiter  intercepts  the  soul. 

From  IbBpid  fbantains  and  enchanted  meads. 
O  come,  Dal2e1  <,  whose  comprehensive  view, 

Whate*er  the  Muse  exhibits,  can  survey. 
The  flying  phantom  teach  roe  to  pursue. 

Direct  my  course,  and  animate  my  lay. 
Yet  from  th'  ungrateful  bosom  of  the  tomb 

Should  Jason's  magic  wife  emerge  once  OMNre, 
Nor  thou,  nor  she,  my  genius  could  relume  ; 

•Nor  thou,  nor  she,  the  flame  of  youth  veftov^ 


TO  DR.  DOWNMAN, 

M   tOVDON. 

To  tbf  fond  Muse,  who  rings  of  rural  joyi^ 
Involved  in  politics,  aad  smoke  and  noise. 
Her  Scotian  sister  gratulation  sends, 
Pleas'd  that  her  taste,  not  on  her  place  depends. 
For  oft  contagions  in  the  city  brsexe. 
Hovering  vmseen,  unfolt,  the  foncy  seise : 
Surrounding  dijects  catch  the  roving  eye. 
And  tastes  with  rituatibns  oft  comply. 
There  party-passion  wears  the  form  of  truth. 
Pleasure  in  virtue's  mask  seduces  youth, 
Still  handing  round  the  sweet  Circean  bowl, 
To  warp  the  judgment,  and  pervert  the  souL 
Ye  early  plans,  aad  wishes,  then  adfau. 
We  seek  not  what  is  foir,  hot  wbat  is  new  ; 
Each  former  prepossessioo  leaves  the  hearty 
And  Nature  yields  to  meretricbus  art. 

X  Oh !  if  in  Heav'n  some  chosen  cune  remain. 
Nor  thunders  roll,  nor  lightnings  flash  in  vain, 
Curs'd  be  the  wretch  who  cities  first  design'd. 
To  blast  each  native  worth  of  human  kind. 
When  first  Astrea  saw  their  structures  rise, 
Fir'd  with  indignuant  rkge,  she  sought  the  skies. 
Th'  ingenooi|s  wish,  tbst  in  one  wide  emhraeo 
Cla^'d  Nature's  frame,  and  glow'd  A»  all  ber  vect« ' 
Fair  HospiUlity,  in  blessiog  blest. 
Primeval  Candor,  of  translucent  breast. 
With  horrour  sbydderieg  at  the  banefol  rigkt, 
Retlr*d,  the  vow'd  companinns  of  her  flight : 

1  This  genttemah  delivered  a  course  of  oritksal  • 
lectures  on  poetry,  which  did  honour  to  the  semi-*' 
nary  in  whicb  ha  i»  enfage^a  wd  tQ  thf 
where  he  fives. 
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Then  froiv  b«r  botooi  Hell  disgorg'd  her  tram» 
The  lust  of  pleasure,  and  the  thint  of  gain, 
Then  Pride  luxurious  rear'd  her  crest  on  high. 
Deceit  then  fbrg'd  the  name,  and  oogg'd  the  die. 
Then  lawless  tyrants  from  the  throue  decreed 
Virtue  to  toil,  and  Innooence  to  bleed. 
In  heart  a  tiger,  tho'  in  looks  a  child. 
Assassination  stabb'd  his  friend,  and  smiN; 
While  Perjury,  with  unavcrted  eye. 
Invoked  the  god  of  truth,  to  seal  a  lie. 

O  conscious  Peace !  to  few  indulg'd  by  fate. 
When  shall  I  find  once  more  thy  dear  retreat } 
When  sl^all  my  steps  the  guiltless  scenes  explore^ 
Where  Virtue's  smiles  the  age  of  gold  restore } 
Where  Charity  to  all  her  arms  extends. 
And  as  she  numbers  faces,  numbers  friends  ? 
Where  unaffected  Sympathy  appears 
In  cordial  smiles,  or  undissembled  tears } 
Where  Innocence  and  Mirth,  the  farmer's  wealth. 
Walk  hand  and  hand  with  Exercise  and  Health  } 
Kor  when  the  setting  Sun  withdraws  his  ray. 
And  labour  closes  with  the  closing  day. 
Would  I,  wiih  haughty  insolence,  avoid 
The  scenes  where  simple  Nature  is  enjoy'd  ; 
But  pleas'd,  in  JTrolic,  or  discourse  engage 
With  sportive  youth,  or  hospitable  age, 
Exert  my  telents  to  amuse  the  throng 
In  wond'rous  legend,  or  m  rural  song. 

Thus,  by  no  wish  for  alteratioa  seiz'd. 
My  neighbours  pleasing,  with  my  neij^hboors  pleased. 
Exempt  from  each  excess  of  bliss  or  woe. 
My  setting  hours  should  untfonnly  flow, 
Tdl  Nature  to  the  dust  these  limbs  consigned, 
lieaving  a  short,  but  well-eani'd  fame  behind. 

For  thee,  whom  Nature  and  the  Muse  inspire 
With  taste  refin'd,  and  elegant  desire, 
His  thine,  wherever  thou  mov'st,  thy  bliss  to  find, 
Prawn  from  the  native  treasures  of  thy  mind  | 
To  brighten  life  with  love  or  friendship's  ray. 
Or  through  the  Muse's  land  in  raptnres  stray. 
Oh !  may  thy  soul  her  favMte  objects  gain. 
And  not  a  wish  aspire  to  Heav'n  in  vain ! 
Full  on  thy  latest  hours  may  genhis  shine, 
And  each  dome«tic  happiness  he  thme  I 


TO  THE  SAME. 

Tbs,  *tjs  resolvM,  in  Natore's  spite, 
Kay  more,  resolv'd  in  rhyme  to  write : 
Tho'  to  my  chamber's  walls  confin'd 
By  beating  rains,  and  roaring  wind, 
Tho'  km'ring,  as  the  wintry  sky, 
Involv'd  in  spleen  my  spirits  lie, 
Tho'  cold,  as  hyperborean  snows, 
Ko  Ibeble  ray  of  genius  glows. 
To  friendship  tribute  let  me  pay. 
And  gratitude's  behests  obey. 

Whilst  man  in  this  precarious  ttatiOD 
Of  struggle  and  of  fluctuation, 
Protracts  his  being,  is  it  strange 
That  humour,  genius,  wit  should  change  ? 
The  mhid  which  most  of  force  inherits. 
Must  feel  vicissitude  of  spirits ; 
And  happiest  they,  who,  least  deprest. 
Of  life's  bad  bargain  make  the  best. 
Thus,  thc>'  my  song  be  can't  conmiend, 
IV  attempt  wiU  plaase  my  genUe  friend; 


For  he  of  life's  uncertain  rdunct 
The  cloudy  and  serene  hath  found. 

Cheermg,  as  summer's  balmy  sbowMtl^ 
To  thirsty  herbs  and  languid  flowers. 
Your  late  epistle  reach'd  my  ear. 
And  fiU'd  my  heart  with  joy  smcere. 
Before  my  eyes  in  prospect  plain 
Appear'd  the  consecrated  fime. 
Where  Friendship's  holy  present 
And  grief  disarms,  and  Miss  refines. 
Long  may  the  beauteous  fabric  rise. 
Unite  all  hearts  and  charm  all  eyes^ 
Above  contingency  and  time. 
Stable  as  Earth,  as  Heav'n  sublime  f 
And  while  its  more  than  solar  light 
Thro'  Nature*s  frame  flows  pierchig  bright. 
May  we  thro'  life's  ambiguons  maze 
Imbibe  its  most  auspicious  rays ; 
View  unimpair'd  its  sweet  eidstenee. 
By  length  of  years,  or  local  dirtance ; 
And  while  our  hearts  revolve  the  past. 
Still  feel  its  warmest  moments  last ! 
With  each  kind  wish  which  ftiendsfaip^knowiy 
For  you  Melisca's  bosom  glows. 
Her  heart  capacious  and  sincere, 
M'here  those  onoe  priz'd  must  still  be  dear, 
Tho'  long  of  silence  she  complains. 
For  Thespia  all  her  love  retains. 

Now,  whether  prose  your  fancy  please^ 
The  style  of  elegance  and  ease,  • 
Or  whether  strams  so  debonair, 
As  might  frodi  anguish  charm  despair. 
To  us  at  least  a  pHtance  deal. 
Who  long  to  see  year  hand  and  seal. 


TO  MELISSA. 

WRITTXV  IN  THE  YBAX    1790^* 

Dbja,  welcome  sharer  of  my  breast. 
Of  friends  the  kindest  bxA  the  best. 
What  numbers  shall 'the  Muse  employ. 
To  speak  my  gratitude  aiid  joy  ? 
Twice  ten  times  has  the  circling  yescr. 
And  oftener,  finish'd  its  career, 
Sinoe  first  in  Hymen's  sacred  bands, 
With  mingl'd  hearts  we  join'd  our  bandL 

Auspicious  hour  \  from  whence  I  date 
The  brightest  colours  of  my  fhte ; 
From  whence  feKcity  alone. 
To  my  dejected  heart  was  known. 
For  then,  my  days  from  woe  to  screeny 
Thy  watchful  tenderness  was  seen ; 
Nor  did  iu  kind  attentions  miss 
To  heighten  and  improve  my  bliss. 

Oft  have  I  felt  its  pTeasing  power 
Delude  the  solitary  hour; 
Oft  has  it  charm'd  the  cruel  smart. 
When  pain  and  anguish  rackM  my  heartr 
Thus  may  our  days  which  yet  remain. 
Be  free  fhrni  bitterness  and  pain ! 
So  limpid  streamt  still  purer  grow. 
For  ever  brigbt'ning  as  they  flow. 
When  Death  must  come,  for  come  it  will. 
And  I  Heaven's  purposes- fhlfll. 
When  heart  with  heart,  and  soul  with  sold 
Blending,  I  teach  life's  utm6st  goal. 
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WbnNatiii«>iflebfcthtofruDe  ghaU  pay. 
And  earth  receive  my  mortal  clay  ; 
Not  anooocern'd  ihalt  thoo  behold 
My  ashei  mingling  with  the  moald  | 
Botdrop  a  tear  and  beave  a  sigh. 
Yet  hope  to  meet  me  in  the  iky; 
When,  life's  contiooal  niff>rings  c^tt. 
We  joyful  meet,  to  part  no  more. 


ON  DR.  BLACKLOCK^S  BIRTH-DATK 

BY  MR&  BLACKLOGE. 

Pionnoutday!  to  me  for  ever  dear ; 
Oh !  may'it  thou  Mill  return  from  year  to  year» 
ieplete  with  choiceat  ble«ingB  Heav'n  can  Mod, 
And  gnaid  from  ev'ry  harm  my  deaiert  friend. . 
May  we  togediev  tread  lifers  Tarious  maze, 
Ib  stiictest  virtue,  and  in  grateful  praiie 
To  thee,  kind  Providence,  who  hast  ordain^ 
One  for  the  otiier  sympathetic  friend. 
And  when  life's  cnrvpnt  in  our  vems  growa  oold. 
Let  each  the  other  to  their  breast  enfold 
Their  other  dearer  self;  with  age  opprest» 
lliea,  gracxNis  God,  receive  us  both  to  rest: 


DR.  DOWJfMAN  TO  MJtS.  BLACKLOCK. 
eccAsuwsp  BT  A  corr  or  vusis  sbb  AOfDRiisBD 

TO  BEa  HOSSAim*. 


Ai  round  Famassos  on  a  day 
MelisBa  idly  chanc'd  to  stray. 
She  gatiier'd  from  its  native  bed. 
As  there  it  grew,  a  rose-bud  red. 
Mean  .time  Galliop^  came  by, 
And  Hymea,  with  obsequious  eye, 

>  TbeM  Yenea^  the  only  Terses  ever  attenqited 
hy  Mrai  Blacklock,  are  t6  be  considered,  not  as  a 
specimen  of  apoetical  genius,  which  she  never  pre- 
tended to  pociess,  but  as  an  expression  of  her  af- 
fectkm  for  her  hoalMiid,  and  her  yeneration  for  that 
amieble  diqiosition,  and  that  divine  gift  of  poetry, 
with  whicfi  he  was  so  eminently  blessed.       JEditor^ 

*  See  the  preceding. 


Watching  her  looks,  gallaofly  trod ; 

Fair  was  the  Muse,  and  bright  the  god. 

The  mortal,  at  th'  unwonted  sight 

Was  struck  with  dread,  as  well  she  might. 

When  thus  the  queen  ;  "  How  could'st  thou  dare. 

Without  my  passport,  venture  here  ? 

That  rose-bud  cast  upon  the  plain. 

And  seek  thy  pristine  shades  again." 

But  Hymen  thus  the  Muse  bespoke ; 

*<  Oh !  goddess  dear,  thine  ire  revoke ! 

For,  if  I  err  not,  on  my  life. 

This  wanderer  is  our  Blacklock's  wifiB." 

At  which  she  smiliog  milder  grew, 

For  him  of  yore  liiU  well  she  knew. 

Then  Hymen  thus  address'd  the  dame  ; 

"  She  pardons,  tho'  she  still  most  blaiifta.  v 

But  take  the  rose-bud  in  your  hand. 

And  say,  you  bring,  at  my  command^ 

That  present  from  PamaMus*  grove, 

A  grateful  flower  of  married  k^e." 


DR.  DOWVMAN  TO  DR.  BLACKLOCK. 

Edika's  walls  can  Fancy  se^ 
And  not,  my  Blacklock,  think  on  thee  }- 
Ere  I  that  gentle  name  forget. 
This  flesh  most  pay  great  Nature's  debt 
Hail !  worthitet  of  the  sons  of  men, . 
Not  that  the  Muses  held  thy  pen. 
And  placM  before  thy  mental  sight 
Each  hue  of  intellectual  light : 
But  that  a  generous  soul  is  thine. 
Richer  by  for  than  Plutus'  mine  ; 
With  utmost  niceness  fram'd  to  feel 
Another's  woe,  another's  weal ; 
Where  friendship  heap'd  up  all  her  stote^ 
That  glorious  treasure  of  the  poor. 
To  grovelling  vanity  unknown. 
Not  to  be  purchased  by  a  throne  ; 
Where  patience,  resignation's  child^ 
Misfortune  of  her  power  beguiPd ; 
Where  love  her  purple  cestos  bound. 
Where  a  retirement  virtue  found. 
Contentment  a  perpetual  treat. 
And  honour  a  delightful  seat; 
Religion  could  with  pleasure  fimst. 
And  met  no  bigot,  tho^  a  priait^ 
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LIFE  OF  RICHARD  OWEN  CAMBRIDGE, 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Richard  Cambridge!  was  bom  in  London,  Feb.  14,  1717*  of  ancestors  be- 
loDgiDg  to  the  county  of  Gloucester.  His  father,  who  was  a  younger  brother,  had  bee« 
bred  to  business  ba  a  Turkey  merchant,  and  died  in  London  not  long  after  the  birth 
of  his  son*  the  care  of  whom  then  devolved  <m  his  mother  and  his  maternal  unde 
Thomas  Owen,  esq.  who  ado[>ted  him  as  his  future  representative.  He  was  sent  to 
Eton  school,  where  quickness  of  parts  supplied  the  place  of  diligence,  and  although  he 
was  averse  to  the  routine  of  stated  tasks,  he  stored  his  mind  with  classical  knowledge, 
and  amused  it  by  an  eager  perusal  of  works  addressed  to  the  imagination.  He  be- 
cune  early  attached  to  the  best  English  poets,  and  to  those  miscellaneous  writers  who 
delineate  human  life  and  character.  A  taste  likewise  for  the  beauties  of  rural  nature 
began  to  display  itself  at  this  period,  which  he  afterwards  eiieniplified  at  his  seat  ia 
Gloucestershire,  and  that  at  Twickenham. 

In  1734,  he  entered  as  a  gentleman  commoner  of  St.  John's  College,  Oxford,  and, 
without  wishing  to  be  thought  a  laborious  scholar,  omitted  no  opportunity  of  improv- 
ing his  mind  in  such  studies  as  were  suitable  to  his  age  and  future  prospects.  His  first; 
or  one  of  hb  first  poetical  efiiisions  was  on  the  Marriage  of  the  Prince  of  Wales,  whick 
was  published  with  the  other  verses  composed  at  Oxford  on  the  same  occasion.  In 
1737*  he  became  a  member  of  Lincoln's  Inn,  where  be  found  many  men  of  wit  and 
congenial  habits,  but  as  he  had  formerly  declined  taking  a  degree  at  Oxfor(»,  he  had  now 
as  little  inclination  to  punue  the  steps  that  lead  to  the  bar,  and  in  I741,ui  his  twenty- 
fcorth  year,  he  married  Miss  Trenchard,  the  second  daughter  of  George  Trenchard, 
eiq.  of  WoolvertoB  in  Dorsetshire,  a  lady  who  contributed  to  his  happiness  for  up- 
wards of  half  a  centuiy,  and  by  whom  he  had  a  family  equally  amiable  and  afiection- 
ate.    She  died  Sept.  5,  1S06,  having  survived  her  husband  four  years. 

He  now  settled  at  his  family  seat  of  Whitminster  iu  Gloucestershire,  for  seven  or 
eight  years,  where  his  life,  though  easy  and  independent,  was  never  idle  or  useless. 
Wbile  he  continued  to  cultivate  polite  literature,  his  more  active  hours  were  employed 
ia  b^ghtening  the  beauties  of  the  scenery  around  his  seat ;  for  this  purpose  he  made 
the  little  river  Stroud  navigable  for  some  distance,  and  not  only  constructed  boats  for 
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pleasure  or  carriage,  but  introduced  some  ingenious  improvements  ni  that  btanch  of 
naval  architecture,  which  were  approved  by  the  most  competent  judges.  In  one  of 
these  boats  or  barges,  he  had  the  honour  to  receive  the  prince  and  princess  of  Wales, 
and  otlier  distinguished  visitors,  who  were  delighted  with  the  elegance  of  his  taste, 
and  the  novelty  and  utility  of  his  various  plans.  F04  the  sports  of  the  field  he  bad 
little  relish ;  not,  however,  from  a  motive  of  tenderness,  for  he  practised  the  bow.and 
arrow,  and  we  read,  but  with  no  great  pleasure,  that  *'  the  head  of  a  duck,  swimming 
ID  -the  river,  was  a  favourite  mark,'  which  he  seldom  missed."  As  he  ever 
endeavoured  to  unite  knowledge  with  amusement,  he  studied  the  history  of  archery, 
and  became  a  connoisseur  in  its  weapons  as  used  by  modem  and  ancient  nations.  The 
collection  he  formed  while  this  pursuit  occupied  his  attention,  he  afterwards  sent  to 
sir  Ashton  Lever's  museum. 

During  his  residence  at  Whitminster,  he  wrote  his  most  celebrated  poem,  The 
Scribleriad.  The  design  be  unparted  to  some  of  his  particular  friends,  and  commu* 
nicated  his  progress  from  time  to  time.  He  had  naturally  a  rich  fund  of  humour» 
which  he  could  restrain  within  the  bounds  of  delicacy^  or  expand  to  the  burlesque, 
as  his  subject  required,  and  the  topics  which  he  introduced  had  evidently  been  the 
result  of  a  course  of  multifarious  reading.  But  such  was  his  diflSdence  in  his  own 
powers,  or  in  the  sincerity  of  his  friends  who  praised  his  labours,  that  he  laid  his 
poem  aside  for  many  years  after  it  was  completed,  until  he  could  ascertain,  by  their 
impatience,  that  they  consulted  his  reputation  in  advising  him  to  publish  it 

In  consequence  of  the  death  of  his  uncle  (in  1748}  to  whom  he  was  heir,  he  added 
the  name  of  Owen  to  his  own.  He  now  took  a  house  in  London,  but  after  about  two 
years  residence,  finding  the  air  of  London  disagree  with  himself  and  with  Mrs.  Cam- 
bridge, he  purchased  a  villa  at  Twickenham,  immediately  opposite  Richmond  hill. 
He  quitted  at  the  same  time  his  seat  in  Gloucesterslnre,  and  with  it  all  desire  of  farther 
change,  for  he  resided  at  Twickenham  during  the  remainder  of  his  very  long  life. 
How  mudi  he  unproved  this  villaj  cannot  now  be  remembered  by  many :  two  gene- 
rations have  admired  it  only  in  its  improved  state.  His  mode  of  living  has  been  af- 
fectionately yet  justly  described  by  his  biographer.  He  was  at  once  hospitable  and 
economical,  accessible  and  yet  retired.  By  his  knowledge  and  manners  he  was  fitted 
to  the  highest  company,  yet  although  his  circle  was  extensive,  he  soon  learned  to 
select  his  associates,  and  vbiting  became  a  pleasing  relief,  instead  of  a  perpetual  inter- 
ruption. 

Tlie  same*  year  in  which  he  commenced  his  establishment  at  Twickenham,  he 
became  known  to  the  public,  as  the  author  of  the  Scribleriad,  which  was  published  in 
175U  Some  of  his  lesser  poems  succeeded.  The  Dialogue  between  a  Member  of 
Parliament  and  his  Servant,  in  1752;  The  Intruder,  in  1754;  and  The  Fakeer,  in  1756. 
About  the  same  time  he  api^eared  as  a  writer  in  The  World,  to  which  ne  contributed 
twenty-one  papers,  which  are  unquestionably  among  the  best  in  that  collection.  Lord 
Chesterfield,  who  knew  and  respected  him,  drew  the  followmg  character  in  one  of  his 
own  excellent  papers. 

**  Can't? brigius  driuks  nothing  but  water,  and  rides  more  miles  in  a  year  than  the 
keenest  sportsman :  the  former  keeps  his  head  clear,  the  latter  his  body  in  health :  it 
is  not  from  himself  that  he  runs,  but  to  his  acquaintance,  a  synonimous  term  for  his 
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•  * 

fiiends.  Internally  safe  he  seeks  no  sanctuary  from  himself,  no  intoxication  for  his 
mind.  .  His  penetration  makes  him  discover  and  divert  himself  with  the  foUies  of 
mankind,  wliich  his  wit  enables  him  to  expose  with  the  truest  ridicule,  though  always 
Without  personal  oflfence.  Cheerful  abroad  because  happy  at  home,  and  tjius  happy 
because  virtuous '."  ^ 

On  the  commencement  of  the  war  with  France  m  1756,  in  the  events  of  which  he 
appears  to  have  taken  a  more  lively  interest  than  could  have  been  expected  from  a 
nan  of  his  retired  disposition,  he  was  induced  to  undertake  a. History  of  the  Rise  and 
Progress  of  the  British  Power  in  India,  in  order  to  enlighten  the  publjc  mind  in  the 
nature  and  importance  of  that  acquisition.  At  first  he  intended  that  this  work  should 
be  on  a  very  large  sc^le,  but  as  recent  events  demanded  such  information  as  could  be 
immediately  procured,  and  promised  to  be  useful,  he  produced  hb  History  of  the 
War  upon  the  Coast  of  Coromandel,  which  was  published  in  1761.  He  then  re- 
sumed his  original  design,  and  obtained  permission  from  the  East  India  Company  to 
inspect  such  of  their  papers  as  might  be  requisite*  "  He  had  also  a  proiuise  of  Mr. 
Orme's  papers,  but  that  gentleman  happening  to  return  from  India  at  this  juncture, 
with  an  intention  to  publish  himself  the  history  which  afterwards  appeared,  Mr. 
Cambridge  considered  that  liis  own  work  would  now  be  in  a  great  measure  superfluous, 
and  therefore  relmquished  the  further  prosecution  of  his  plan  ^/'  What  he  had  pob- 
bbed,  however,  was  considered  as  an  important  memoir  of  the  period  it  embraced, 
and  as  a  fiiir  and  correct  statement  of  the  French  proceedings  in  India  ;  and  it  served 
to  introduce  him  more  into  the  study  of  India  affairs,  in  which  be  ever  afterwards 
delighted.  It  led  him  also  to  an  intimate  acquaintance  with  lord  Clive,  general 
Camac,  Mr.  Scrafton,  mi^or  Pearson,  Mr.  Varelst,  general  Caliaud,  Mr.  Hastings, 
and  others,  who  had  gained  distinguished  reputation  by  their  services  in  the  East 

Mr.  Cambridge  survived  the  publication  of  this  work  above  forty  years,  but  appeared 
no  more  before  the  public  as  an  author.  Many  of  the  smaller  pieces  now  added  to 
hb  works,  were  written  as  amusements  for  hb  friends,  and  circulated  only  in  private. 
The  k»g  remainder  of  hb  life  passed  In  the  enjoyment  of  all  that  elegant  and  polished 
society  could  yield.  Most,  of  the  friendships  of  hb  youth  were  those  of  hb  advanced 
age,  and  they  were  contracted  with  such  men  as  are  not  often  found  within  the  reach 
of  a  stationary  individual.  At  Eton,  he  became  acquainted  with  Bryant,  Gray,  West, 
Walpole,  Dr.  Barnard,  and  Dr.  Cooke;  at  Lincoln's  Inn,  he  found  Mr.  Hepiy 
Balhurst,  afterwards  lord  chancellor,  the  hpn.  Charles  Yorke,  Mr.  Wray,  and  Mr. 
Edwards.  '  To  these  he  afterwards  added  lord  Anson,  Dr.  Atwell,  bishop  Benson,  sir 
Cbaries  Williams,  Mr.  Henry  Fox,  Mr.  William  Whitehead,  Villiers  lord  Clarendon, 
kml  Granville,  lord  Lyttelton,  Mr.  GrenviUe,  lord  Chesterfield,  Mr.  Pitt,  lord  Bath, 
k)nl  Egremont,  Soame  Jenyns,  lord  Hardwicke,  admiral  Boscawen,  lord  Barrington, 
James  Harris,  Andrew  Stone,  bbliop  Egerton,  lord  Camelford*  Welbore  Ellis, 
lord  North,  Garrick,  Dr.  Johnson,  Dr.  Porteus,  now  bbhop  of  London,  and  the 

"  '  Tbis  character  stands  at  the  dose  of  a  paper  written  to  expose  the  folly  and  iU  effects  of  hanl 
diiakinf :  and  lord  Chesterfield  names  my  (kther,  who  was  a  water  drinker,  as  a  living  example  of  one, 
who  dSA  not  leqniie  the  ezhilirating  aid  of  wine  to  enliven  his  wit  or  increase  his  vivacity.'^  Life  of 
Mr.  Cambridge,  by  his  Son,  pitted  to  his  woikii  p..44.    C 

*  tife,  obi  iopnu 
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illustrious  navigators  Byron,  Wallts,  Carteret,  Pfaipps,  Cook,  and  VaooottTer.  In  the 
company  of  these,  some  of  whom  were  long  his  Deighl»ours  it  Twu^enham,  he  de- 
lighted to  increase  his  knowledge  by  an  interchange  of  sentiments  on  topics  of  Uten- 
ture  and  common  life.  His  conversation  was  enriched  by  various  reading,  and  embel- 
lished by  wit  of  the  most  delicate  and  junobtrusive  kind.  His  temper  made  him  unher- 
sally  beloved.    It  was  uniformly  cheerfiil,  mild,  and  lienevolentr 

The  conclusion  of  his  life  is  thus  related  by  his  biographer.  **  He  was  considenUj 
advanced  in  his  eighty*third  year  before  he  was  sensible,  to  any  considerable 
degree,  of  the*  infirmities  of  age :  but  a  difficulty  of  hearing,  which  had  for  scmie  tine 
gradually  increased,  now  rendered  conversation  troublesome  and  frequently  dkappoint- 
ing  to  him.  Against  this  evil,  his  books,  for  which  hb  relish  was  not  abated,  had 
hitherto  furnished  an  easy  and  acceptable  resource ;  but,  unfortunately,  his  sight  aho 
became  so  imperfect,  that  there  were  few  books  he  could  read  with  comfort  to  hkn- 
self.  His  general  health,  however,  remamed  the  same,  and  his  natural  good  spirito  and 
cheerfulness  of  temper  experienced  no  alteration.  Having  still  the  free  use  of  hb 
limbs,  he  continued  to  take  his  usual  exercise,  and  to  follow  his  customary  habits  of 
life,  accepting  of  such  amusement  as  conversation  would  afford,  from  those  fiieods 
who  had  the  kindness  to  adapt  their  voices  to  his  prevailing  infirmity:  and  that  he  still 
retained  a  lively  concern  in  all  those  great  and  interestmg  events  which  were  then 
takuig  place  in  Europe,  may  be  seen  in  some  of  his  latest  productions.  But  as  bis 
deafness  increased,  he  felt  himself  grow  daily  more  unfit  for  the  society  of  any  but  his 
own  family,  into  whose  care  and  protection  he  resigned  hinfself  with  the  most  affec- 
tionate and  endearing  confidence,  receiving  those  attentions  which  it  was  the  first 
pleasure  of  his  children  to  pay  hbn,  not  as  a  debt  due  to  a  fond  and  mdulgent  parent, 
but  as  a  free  and  voluntary  tribute  of  their  afiection.  In  the  contemplatioB  of  these 
tokens  of  esteem  and  love,  he  seemed  to  experience  a  constant  and  unabatiBg  plea- 
sure, which  supplied,  m  no  small  degree,  the  want  of  other  interesting  ideas. 

**  It  is  well  known,  that  among  the  many  painful  and  humiliating  effects  thai  attend 
the  decline  of  life,  and  follow  from  a  parthil  decay  oi^  the  mental  powers,  we  have 
often  to  lament  the  change  it  produces  in  the  heart  and  aff^ons:  but  from  every 
consequence  of  this  sort,  my  father  was  most  happily  exempt.  Thb  I  allow  myself  to 
say  upon  the  authority  of  the  medical  gentleman  ^  of  considerable  emmenoe,  by  whose 
skill  and  friendly  attentions  he  was  assisted  through  the  progresnve  stages  of  his  slow 
decline ;  and  who  has  repeatedly  assured  me,  that,  in  the  whole  course  of  his  exten- 
sive practice,  he  had  never  seen  a  similar  instance  of  equanhnity  and  undeviatiqg 
sweetness  of  temper. 

'**  During  this  gradual  increase  of  feebleness,  and  with  the  discouraging  prospect  of 
still  greater  suffsriug,  which  he  saw  before  him,  his  exempkury  patience  and  constant 
care  to  spare  the  feelings  of  his  family  were  eminently  conspicuous :  nor  did  the  dis- 
tressing infirmities,  inseparably  attendant  on- extreme  debility,  ever  produce  a  murmur 
of  complaint,  or  even  a  hasty  or  unguarded  expression*  It  is  somewhat  singular,  and 
may  be  regarded  as  a  proof  of  an  unusually  strong  frame,  that  no  symptom  of  disease 
XwAl  place :  all  the  organs  of  life  continued  to  execute  their  le^ective  functions,  until 
nature,  l>euig  wholly  exhausted,  he  expired  without  a  sigh,  oil  \b»  17th  of  Scfitember, 
1803,  leaving  a  widow,  two  sons,  and  a  daughter/' 

*  "  David  Duvdaas,  esq.  of  Richmond.* 
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RqipMn  fiani  tlieiiliole  of  fab  soii'jb  v«ry  interasliog  namtiv^  that  fcw  men  have 
cBJo^  a  life  of  the  nune  dunlion  so  little  mtenmpled  by  vexation  or  calamity.  His 
fertaney  if  not  reialifely  great,  was  lendered  ample  by  judidons  management,  and  as 
be  had  been  highly  fiivouied  by  Providenca  in  his  person  and  in  hu  fiunily,  he  fek  the 
inpoftaaoe  of  those  blessingi  with  the  gratitude  of  a  Christian.  Such  idermation  as 
the  Mknring,  so  honowable  lo  the  subject  of  il,  and  to  him  who  idates  it,  ought  not 
tobcsoppsessed* 

<*  At  an  eariy  age  he  alfeentivdy  examined  the  evidences  of  Christianity,  and  was 
fully  satisfied  of  its  truth.  Hb  was,  in  the  truest  sense,  the  religion  of  the  heart;  and 
he  always  Mt  that  a  conatant  conformity  to  itt  precepts  was  the  strongest  and  best 
proof  he  coold  give  of  the  sfaicerity  of  his  ftith.  Of  iU  prescribed  forms  and  exterior 
dades,  he  was  no  less  a  strict  observer :  whatever  were  hb  engagement^  he  constantly 
psned  hb  Sundays  at  home  with  hb  fiunily,  at  the  head  of  whom  he  never  failed  to 
altaid  the  pnUic  service  of  the  day,  until  prevented  by  a  bodily  infirmity,  for  some 
yesn  beibie  hb  death ;  but  he  still  contmued  hb  practice  of  reading  prayers  to  them 
efciy  eveamg:  a  ua^^e  of  more  than  soly  years:  these  were  taken  from  our  litnrgy, 
ef  which  he  was  a  great  admirer. 

^  When  no  longer  aUe  to  partake  of  the  eommunion  at  church,  he  continued  to 
icceift  it  at  home,  on  the  festivak  and  other  suitable  occasions,  to  the  btest  period, 
aad  hb  naanner  of  jomiag  m  thb  service,  fiunished  an  edifying  example  of  the  hnppy 
jaSaence  of  a  mind  void  of  offence  towards  Gkkl  and  man« 

**  Hb  devotional  exevcbes  wese  always  expressed  in  so  solemn  a  manner,  and  with 
nch  unaflRected  piety,  as  showed  that  Us  lips  spoke  the  language  of  hb  heart;  but 
hb  hnpiessive  tone  of  voice,  when  offering  prqr«r  and  thanksgiving,  marked  that  to  be 
the  biancb  of  worship  most  suited  to  hb  ftdii^:  and  m  conformity  with  thb  senti- 
ment, he  frequently  remarked,  that  '  in  our  petitkms  we  are  ImMe  to  be  mbled,  botfc 
as  to  dieir  object  and  motive;  but  in  expressing  our  thanksgivings  to  the  Deity,  we 
am  never  err,  the  least  ftvoured  among  us  havmg  received  sufficient  tokens  of  the 
bounty  of  Providence,  to  excite  emotk>ns  of  the  sinoerest  gratitude/ 

^  Thb  principle  of  piety  led  him  abo  to  bear  afflfctions  in  the  most  exemplary  man- 
aer.  Whatever  triab  or  deprivatnm  he  experienced  through  life,  he  always  met 
widi  fartitade,  and  hb  demeanour  under  the  losses  whkh  he  was  ordained  to  suffer 
m  hb  own  fiunily,  was  such,  that  those  only  who  saw  him  near,  and  knew  how  sacred 
he  hdd  the  doty  of  submisskm  to  the  Divine  Will,  and  the  self  conunand  thb  pro- 
daced,  eoidd  form  any  idea  how  poignantly  they  were  fdf— 

Of  hb  literary  character,  hb  son  has  formed  a  just  estnnate,  when  be  says,  that  he 
b  to  be  rq^arded  rather  as  an  elegant  than  a  profound  scholar.  Yet  where  he  chose 
Id  apply,  hb  knowledge  was  far  from  being  superficial,  and  if  he  had  not  at  an  early 
period  of  life  bidulged  the  prospect  of  fillmg  the  statkm  of  a  retired  country  gentle- 
am,  it  b  probable  that  he  might  have  made  a  distmgoished  figure  in  any  of  the 
ksmed  professions.  It  b  certain  that  the  ablest  works  on  every  subject  have  been 
produced,  with  very  few  exceptions,  by  men  who  have  been  scholars  by  profession,  to 
whom  repoUtion  was  neoessary  as  well  as  ornamental,  and  who  could  not  expect  to 
rise  but  m  proportion  to  the  abilities  they  discovered.  Mr.  Cambridge,  wiAout  being 
\  to  the  value  of  fanse*  had  yet  none  of  the  wont  perib  <rf  authorshq>  to 
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encottnter.  As  a  writer  h6  was  better  knowo  to  the  worid^  bat  he  could  not  bate 
been  more  highly  respeeted  by  his  friends.  .      .       , 

<  About,  a  year  after  his  death  his  son,  the  rev.  George  Owen  Cambridge,  poblishcA 
a  splendid  edition  of  all  hb  works  (except  bb  History  of  the  War)  to  which  he  pre- 
fixed an  account  of  his  Life  and  Writings.  To  thb  very  interesting  narrative,  the 
present  sketch  is  indebted  for  all  that  b  valuable  in  it ;  but  from  what  b  here  borrow^ 
the  reader  can  have  but  a  feeble  conception  of  a  composition  which  does  so  much 
honoiir  to  the  moral  and  literary  reputation  of  the  father,  and  to  the  filial  piely  and 
chastened  affection  of  the  son.  ... 

The  Scribleriad,  which  entitles  Mr.  Cambridge  to  a  place  an  thb  coilectiois.  is  out 
ef  those  poems  that,  with  great  merits,  yet  make  their  way  very  slowly  m  the  world. 
It  was  received'  so  coolly,  on  the  publication  of  the  first  two  parts,  that  he  fimnd  it  ne- 
cessary to  write  a  preface  to  the  second  and  complete  edition,  explaining  hb  design. 
'  He  bad  some  reason  to  apprehend  that  it  had  i^een  mbtaken,  and  that  the  poem 
was  in  danger  of  being  negleeted.  In  thb  preface,  he  lays  down  certain  rules  for  the 
mock  heroic,  by  which,  if  hb  own  production  be  tried,  it  must  be  confessed  he  has 
executed  all  that  he  intended,  with  spirit  and  taste.  ^  As  an  imitator  of  the  true 
iieroic,  he  is  in  general  ^thfiil,  and  hb  parodies  on  the  andfento  show  that  he  had 
.studied  their  writings  with  somewhat  different  froas  the  ardour  of  an  admiitr  of 
poetry^  or  the  acutrness  of  a  critical  lingubt.  But  tt  may  be  doubted  whether  the 
rules  he  wishes  to  establbh  are  sufficiently  comprehensive,  whether  he  has  not  been 
too  faithful  to  his  modeb,  and  whether  a  greater  and  more  ori^nal  portion  of  the 
burlesque  would  not  have  conferred  more  popularity  on  hb  performance. 

His  preference  of  Don  Quixote,  as  a  true  mock  heroic,  is  less  a  natter  of  dbputc. 
.In  all  the  attributes  of  that  species  oi  composftioa,  it  b  unquestionably  superior  to  any 
attempt  ever  nlade,  and  probably  will  ever  remam  without  a  rival,  for  wliat  subject 
can  the  wit  of  man  devise  so  happily  adapted  to  the  intention  of  the  writer  1  Ita  great 
excellence,  too,  appears  from  its  continuing  to  please  every  class  of  readers,  although 
the  folly  ridiculed  no  longer  exbts,  and  can  with  some  difficulty  be  supposed  to  have 
ever  exbted.  But  Cervantes  b  in  nothing  so  superior,  as  in  the  delineation  -of  hb 
hero,  who  throughout  the  wh6le  narrative  creates  a  powerful  interest  in  hb'  fiiyt>ur, 
and  who  excites  ridicule  and  compassion  in  sudi  nice  proportions  as  never  to  be  un- 
deserving of  sympathy,  or  overpowered  by  contempt. 

Mr.  Cambridge.  iH{as  not  so  fbrtunate  in  a  hero.    He  was  content  to  take  up  Scrik* 
lerus,  where  Pope  and  Swift,  or  rather  Arbuthnot,  left  bun;  a  motley,  ideal  beings 
without  an  exemplar,  combining,  in  one  indiridual,  all  that  b  found  ridiculous  in  for- 
gotten volumes,  or  among  tlie  pretenders  to  science  and  the  believers  of  absurdities. 
Mr.  Cambridge's  hero,  therefore,  without  any  qualities  to  secure  our  esteem,  b  an 
.  antiquary,  a  pedant,  aa  alchymbt,  and  what  seldom  b  found  among  such  cbaracteis, 
•a  poet. .  In  conducting  him  through  a  series  of  adventures,  upon  the  plan  sketched 
by  the  triumvirate  above  mentioned,  it  b  witJi  great  difficulty  that  he  b  able  to  avoid 
the  errour  they  fell  into,  either  of  inventing  nonsense  for  the  sake  of  laughing  at  it,  or 
of  glancing  their  ridicule  at  the  enthusiasm  of  useful  research,  and  the  ardour  of  real 
science,  and  justifiable  curiosity.    . . 
False  science,  like  every  thing  ebe  that  b  false,  may  be  a  legitimate  otyect  of  ridi- 
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cole,  bat  to  distingiiiah  true  from  fi&Ue  science  is  oot  the  business  of  a  single  decision, 
but  the  lesoit  of  the  experience  of  ages.  By  the  illiterate  all  remarkable  improvements 
sie  at  once  condemned  as  impossible  and  therefore,  absurd.  By  the  learned  all  remark^ 
able  improvements  are  effected  by  supposing  them  possible.  There  is  a  speculation  in 
Kience  as  well  as  in  commerce,  and  he  who  has  hazarded  much  and  lost  much,  does 
aot  thereby  prove  that  his  design  was  fundamentally  wrong. 

Mr.  Cambridge  had  too  much  sense  and  too  much  leammg  to  follow  the  steps  of 
his  predecessors  m  the  history  of  Scriblerus ;  but  yet  it  may  be  presumed  that  his  poem 
was  unsuccessful  with  the  public  at  large,  either  from  its  making  sport  of  what  had 
ceased  to  engage  the  attention  of  philosophers,  or  from  its  treating  popular  super- 
•tilions  and  historical  credulity  in  a  vein  of  ridicule,  too  delicate  for  common  readers. 

The  composition  of  the  Scribleriad  b  in  general  so  regular,  spirited  and  poetical^ 
that  we  cannot  but  wish  the  author  had  chosen  a  subject  of  more  permanent  interest. 
Many  striking  passages  may  be  pointed  out  to  justify  this  wish,  and  perhaps  there  are 
fcw  descripticHis  so  happily  imagined  as  the  appiwudi  of  the 'army  of  rebusses  and 
acrostics.  The  versifi<»tion  is  elegant,  and  the  epithets  chosen  with  smgular  propriety. 
Hie  events,  although  without  much  connexion,  M  add  something  to  the  charaoter  of 
the  hero ;  and  the  conversations  most  gravely  ironical,  while  they  remind  us  of  the 
serious  tfks,  are  never  unnecessarily  protracted.. 

It  is  to  be  regretted,  and  perhaps  it  may  be  mentioned  as  another  hindrance  to  the 
populariiy  of  the  Scribleriad,  that  the  author  determmed  to  avoid  moral  reflections, — 
reflections  which  he  could  have  easily  fiirmshed.  His  periodical  papers  exhibit  a 
happy  union  of  wit  and  sentiment,  and  few  men  were  better  acquainted  with  local 
■uumersy  aod  the  humours  and  whhns  of  mterest  and  passion.  If  such  reflections 
arise  naturally  from  the  subject,  they  are  surely  not  only  useful,  but  lead  to  many  of 
tbt  roost  striking  beauties  of  imagery.  No  zealous  admirer  of  the  flights  of  imagina- 
tion is  unwilling  to  be  sometunes  relieved  by  those  reflections  which  recal  his  judg- 
inent  In  Ihe  ardour  of  youth,  poets  are  too  apt  to  undervalue  reason,  but  in  ad- 
vanced age  they  more  readily  admit  its  alliance  with  genius.  Let  it  also  be  remem- 
bered how  much  Hudibras,  the  first  of  all  English  mock  heroics,  owes  to  the  fre- 
quency of  those  reflexions  and  maxims,  which,  having  become  proverbial,  serve  to 
perpetuate  the  fame  of  their  author.— The  Scribleriad,  however,  wiU  ever  be  considered 
by  impartial  judges,  with  whom  popularity  is  not  an  indispensable  qualificati<Hi,  as  a 
poem  that  does  honour  to  the  taste  and  imagmation  of  Mr.  Cambridge^  and  as  deserv- 
ing a  place  with  the  most  favourite  attempts  of  the  satirical  muse. 

Of  the  lesser  pieces  in  this  collection,  the  Dialogue  between  a  Member  of  Parlia- 
ment and  hb  Servant,  The  Fakeer,  and  The  Intruder  are  to  be  distinguished  for 
sprightliness  of  wit,  and  felicity  of  diction.  Public  degeneracy,  impertinence,  and 
soperstitious  cunning  are  no  where  more  elegantly  satirized.  ^  These  have  been  re- 
putedly printed  in  Dodsle/s  and  other  collections.  His  other  occasional  pieces  dis- 
cover the  same  observation  of  human  conduct  and  manners,  keen  and  shrewd,  ^d 
upressed  in  easy  and  polished  veoe. 
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PAffT  hf  ttie  bttikt  of  Itb  nlfer-ttreamVI, 

-I-    In  tbow  tweet  Talet  (wbo  knows  not  tliOM 

iweetvnitt?) 
Fran  wbenoe  are  kenn'd  OkooWi*!  tovr^nfiu'-ftim'd. 
Whilom  t  walk'd  to  catch  tlie  noon-tide  gales  : 
Tbe  mormYing  stream,  so  ic«ntly  gliding  on. 
And  awful  solitude,  did  thought  hupnoj  ' 
VenelesB  mysalf  I  conn'd  not  bUthsom  song ; 
No  lute  had  I,  nor  harp,  nor  tunefol  lyre; 
Thongfatftil,  adown  I  laid  me  by  the  stream. 
That  thought  broogfat  with  it  sleep,  sleep  brought 
withita  ' 


Tbe  scene  erst  fish*  to  Mrer  still  did  yield, 
Socb  scenes  did  never  waking  eye  behold  ; 
Nor  Sana  was  so  gay,  nor  Tempers  field. 
Nor  yet  Klysium's  fabled  meads  of  old, 
h  idmiiatioo  lost,  I  raptur*d  gaz'd. 
When,  to  tbe  sound  of  dulcet  symphonies, 
A  dome,  by  heay'nly  workmanship  uprait'd, 
Futb  like  a  vrnpoiox  from  the  earth  did  rise  j 
No  briek  nor  marble  did  compose  the  wall, 
Tnusparent  twas  throughout,  for  it  was  crystal  all. 

Forthwith  two  foldiog-doon  disclosing  wide 

Discorer'd  to  the  eye  a  gosgeous  thiooe, 

A  TeneraUe  pertHiage  on  eaoli  side  ; 

Mqeslic  this,  that soK  and  beauteoos  shone: 

Upheld  by  turtles  sat  this  happy  pair, 

Bteraal  Peace  and  Lores  did  sport  around; 

Pl^tt'riag  above  did  Hymen  joyous  bear 

IW  links  in  which  their  mutual  hearts  were  boMndy 

Betoklung  )ao%  they'd  worn  this  easy  cliain, 

'if  thus  they'd  long,  O  !  very  long  Qsopmsms. 


On  either  side  the  throne  a  glorious  band 
Of  personages  were  mng'd  :  in  the  first  place 
And  nearest  to  the  king,  did  Wisdom  stand. 
And  Honour,  unaoquatnted  to  the  base  ; 
Kext  Justice,  never  known  to  err  though  blind; 
Vengeatoce  and  Clemency  on  either  side  ;         ^^ 
And  Pow'r,  his  eyes  en  ^uslice  still  Indin'd ; 
And  Peace,  spuraiog  Ambition,  Death,  and  Pride: 
Well  is,  I  weet,  the  king  who's  thus  upheld,  [wield. 
Well  is  the  land  whose  sceptre  such  a  king  doth 

Nor  did  there  qp  the  other  side,  I  ween. 

Forms  though  more  soft,  less  heav'niy  appear  ; 

CoDJogai  Love  and  Ooooord  still  were  seen, 

Beooming  Meekness  and  Submission  near ; 

Next  Truth,  a  window  in  her  naked  breast. 

Modesty  and  Prudence  ever  judging  right. 

Piety,  adding  lustre  to  the  rest. 

And  heav'n^bom  Charity  appear'd  in  sight : 

Blest  is  the  maid  whose  paths  these  virtues  guide, 

Happy !  thrice  happy  be  possess'd  of  such  a  bride'^) 


While  on  this  venerable  pair  I  gaz'd 
Enter'd  a  band  of  youth,  jojroos  and  gay. 
One  'bove  tbe  rest  most  worthy  to  be  prais*d. 
Who  follow'd  slill  where  virtue  led  the  way; 
Oft-times  he  tow'rd  the  waters  cast  his  eye. 
Which  big  with  hope  and  expectation  seem'd, 
Nor  long  ere  he  a  vessel  did  descry,         [stemm^. 
Which  fraught   with  all  his  wishes    tow'rd    him 
An  heav'niy  maiden  on  the  deck  was  plac'd, 
With  ev'ry  virtue  blest,  with  ev'ry  beauty  grae'd. 

White  were  her  robes,  which  so  divinely  shinM 
As  snow  and  gold  together  had  been  wove, 
Expressive  emblem  of  the  purest  mind, 
Expressive  emblem  of  the  chastest  love  ; 
Alternate  on.the  damsel  and  the  youth 
A  band  of  loves  pour'd  most  propitious  darts. 
Which  tipt  with  pleasure,  constancy,  'and  truth. 
Found  hi%  admission  to  their  inmost  hearts ; 
Swift  flew  the  youth,  with  eager  haste  conveyed. 
To  his  own  happy  shore,  the  much^Iov'dy  loving 
maid. 
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And  nbw  adTanoe  in  hospitable  piut 
The  royal  pair ;  with  welcome  salotaiion 
Tbey  greet  the  maid  ;  joy  sparkles  id  her  eyes, 
Promise  of  future  blessings  on  the  nation : 
Nor  now  did  Hymen  anemploy'd  appear, 
Their  hearts  in  chains  of  adamant  be  bound. 
Loud  shouts  of  mirth  and  joy  invade  the  ear, 
Each  echo  pleas'd  repeats  the  blithsom  sonnd; 
I,  sleeping  as  I  lay,  in  rapture  cry'd 
*'  Long  live  the  happy  prince  !  long,  live  the 

teous  bride!" 
In  flowing  robes  and  squared  caps  advance, 
Pallas  their  guide,  her  ever-favour'd  band ; 
As  they  approach  they  join  in  mystic  dance. 
Large  scrolls  of  paper  waving  In  their  hand ; 
Nearer  they  come,  I  heard  them  sweetly  sing. 
But  louder  now  approach  the  peals  of  joy, 
The'gla480iki  sounds  which  from  each  quarter  ring. 
Dispel  my  slumbers,  and  my  trance  destroy. 
Waking,  I  beard  the  shouts  on  ev'ry  side 
Proclaim  Augusta  fiurthe  happy  Freiderio's bride! 


MISCELLANEOUS  VERSES, 

warrntM  at 

WHITMINSTER, 

rtOM  1742  TO  1750. 

•     LEARNING: 

4k  niALOCUl    BBTWEBN 

*^'     .  DICK  AND  NED, 

(tHB  AUTHOa,  AWD  Da.    anWAKD  BAaNAaO,    AFTia- 
WARD8  PSOVOST  OP  BTOM.) 

Thb  day  was  sullen,  bleak,  and  wet. 

When  Dick  and  Ned  together  met 

To  waste  it  in  a  friendly  chat. 

And  much  they  talk'd  of  this  and  that; 

Till  many  a  question  wisely  stated. 

And  many  a  knotty  point  tiebated. 

From  topic  still  to  topic  turning. 

They  fall  at  length  on  books  and  learning  : 

Then  each  with  eagerness  displays 

His  eloquence,  to  give  them  praise. 

Far  in  their  eulngy  they  lanch. 

And  scan  them  o'er  in  ev'ry  branch ; 

Thus,  th'  excellencies  makmg  known 

Of  learning,  slyly  show  their  own. 

Here  Dick  (who  often  takes  a  pride 

To  argue  on  the  weaker  side) 

Cries,  "  Softly,  Ned,  this  talk  of  learning 

May  hold  ^th  men  in  books  discerning  ; 

Who  boast  of  what  they  call  a  taste. 

But  for  all  else  we  run  too  fieist ; 

For  lay  but  prejudice  aside. 

And  let  the  cause  be  fairly  try'd, 

What  is  the  worth  of  any  thing. 

But  for  the  happiness  twill  bring  } 

And  that,  none  ever  would  dispute, 

Is  only  found  in  the  pursuit ; 

Tor  if  you  once  run  down  yonr  game, 

Yott  fiustrata  and  destroy  your  aim : 


He,  without  doubt,  pray  mark  me,  Vtdg 

Has  most  to  read,  who  least  has  read  $ 

And  him  we  needs  must  happiest  find. 

Whose  greatest  pleasure  is  behind." — 

Ned,  who  was  now  'twixt  sleep  and  wake, 

Stirr'd  by  this  argument  to  speak. 

Full  aptly  cry'd,  "  With  half  an  eye 

Yonr  fer-fetcht  sophistry  I  spy ; 

Which,  ne'er  so  subtlely  disputed, 

By  two  plain  words  shall  be  confuted  : 

To  give  your  reasoning  due  digestion, 

I  fifst  affirm  you  beg  the  question. 

Learning's  a  game,  which,  who  attains, 

A  great  and  worthy  pleasure  gains ; 

Not  light  and  transient  like  the  chase. 

But  stable  with  unfading  grace. 

There  are,  indeed,  who  are  so  idle» 

They  leave  all  emprise  hi  the  middle; 

Nor  for  reflection  read  or  comment. 

But  just  to  kill  the  present  moment : 

These  hunt  romances,  tales,  and  histories. 

As  men  pursue  a  common  mistress. 

Who  when  once  caught  but  moves  their  loathing. 

And  well  if  she's  not  worse  than  nothing  ; 

But  those  of  steady,  serious  life, 

Know  there  's  no  pleasure  like  a  wife. 

And  such  the  wise  true  learning  find 

A  lasting  help-mate  to  their  mind.'' — 

"  Good  sir,"  quoth  Dick,  and  made  a  leg, 

**  I  say  'tis  you  the  question  beg. 

Your  similics  of  wife  and  mistress 

Will  serve  your  argument  to  distren. 

If  knowledge  never  was  attained. 

Which  sages  always  have  maintain'd. 

Then  knowledge  cannot  be  a  wife  ; 

And  you  yourself  oonclode  the  strife. 

Yon  no  less  fallacy  advance 

'Gainst  tales,  and  fables,  and  romanoe  $ 

For  I  shall  prove  t'ye  in  the  sequel, 

That  reading  of  all  kinds  is  equal ; 

And  none  can  serve  a  better  end. 

Than  cheerfully  our  time  to  spend. 

Nor  is  't  of  moment,  gay,  or  serions. 

But,  as  the  readers  miiA  are  various. 

Each  please  himself.    You  contradict 

Philosophers  of  every  sect. 

Unless  with  them  you  will  maintain 

All  human  learning  to  be  vain. 

This,  SoCratcs  affirm'd  of  old. 

And  this  our  wisest  modems  hold. 

Therefore,  if  you  have  prov'd  romances. 

And  such  like,  vain  and  idle  fancies. 

They've  said  the  same  of  all  the  knowledge 

rth*  sage  and  philosophic  college."— 

Ned  was  by  this  a  little  nettled : 

QuQtb  be,*'  This  thing  shall  soon  be  settled; 

With  your  own  arguments  dispute, 

And  you  with  your  own  weapons  routed. 

You  hold  the  pleasure  to  consist 

In  the  pursuit ;  this  most  exist 

For  ever,  you  have  eke  maintam'd. 

Asserting  knowledge  cant  be  gain'd; 

By  this  you  fkirly  overthrow 

Your  first  positliHi ;  for,  if  so. 

How  can  it  ever  be  agreed 

Who  least  has  read  has  most  to  read  ? 

If  ten  miles  upwards  you  could  run. 

Would  you  b«  nearer  to  the  Sun  ^ 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


J 


LEARNING:  A  DIALOGUE. 


ssr 


Or  duly  from  the  wtm  shooM  drink. 

Sty  would  you  ewr  find  it  ibnnk } 

Men  moft  del^htod  are,  tiM  feet  n, 

Ai  they  more  skiUui  grow  by  pnctioe  | 

This  true  in  all  we  have  ooncem  in, 

Mocb  moce  b  fbniid  to  taoM  in  learning* 

Who  varioas  idenoes  has  read, 

Bas  made  a  rtore-boaee  of  his  head  ; 

And  with  bin  ever  bears  within 

A  iarfe  and  plenteons  magaxine, 

Wheaoe  he's  aecure  to  draw  at  leinire 

Allaoiti  oTprecioot  boarded  tieasure  : 

Kkb  in  ideas,  ne'er  shall  he 

A  prey  become  to  poverty ; 

And  roaming  free,  bis  aetive  mind 

Can  oe*er  be  fetter'd  or  confined  ; 

Nor  of  dall  solitude  complain, 

Hit  tboogfati,  a  cheerful  social  train : 

For  books  of  the  superior  kind 

With  jost  ideas  fill  the  mind^ 

Kooriih  its  growing  youth,  confinn 

Its  manhood,  prop  its  age  infirm : 

Lesniing,  our  ev'ry  step  attends, 

The  best  of  pilots  and  of  firiends  ; 

iiMts  our  various  ills  to  bear. 

Id  foitanes  adverse  waves  to  steer  ; 

Bow  bat  in  calmer  hours  to  sail, 

Aad  how  improve  the  prosp'iuus  gale.''— 

«*  Abs !»  quoth  IXck,  *'  mere  puflf  and  froth  this  is, 

Which  yun  advanDe  for  your  hypothesis : 

At  best  a  well-laid  tlwory ; 

No  nbitance  or  reality ; 

Nor  found  with  pnctice  to  agreed 

Yoor  scheme  woukl  be  more  true  and  ample. 

If  well  supported  by  eiample. 

Bat  these  all  make  against  your  system. 

And  therefore  wisdy  you  snpprest  'em  ; 

Not  s]l  your  books  can  raise  the  mind 

Abofe  the  weakness  of  mankind. 

Zeno,  of  stoic  reading  vain,  '' 

Affim'd  there  was  no  barm  in  pain. 

Pyrrho  would  vaunt  (but  then  he'd  lie) 

Indifierenoe  or  to  live  or  djfc 

Ounesdes  oft  spent  bis  brflhi 

Tlmpire  the  boM  contempt  of  death  ; 

And  onoe  his  wisdom  did  afiect 

So  &r  to  ape  the  stoic  sect. 

He  thoQght  he  feH  an  incUnatioD 

To  die,  because  it  was  the  fashion. 

Hearing  Antipater  (a  wise  one  !) 

Had  kilTd  himself  by  drinking  polboD, 

He  cries,  resolv'd  to  do  the  same, 

'  Give  me'-— but  what,  fbrbean  to  name ; 

Then,  baolking  htsespectiog  friends. 

In  mere  mull'd  wine  this  poison  ends. 

Notsll  bis  learning  and  wise  reading, 

Gould  Zeno's  pupil  keep  fkum  heeding 

The  rtg^pous  twinges  of  tbe  stone, 

Or  batmppress  one  single  groan  ; 

ForCd  to  own  pain  at  length  an  evil, 

And  gife  his  doctrine  to  the  devil. 

Thna  tbeae  pbikjsopbem  and  leaders 

Of  varioos  sects  (prolbundest  readers) 

From  all  their  books  oould  ne'er  attain, 

Ibstb  to  contemn,  or  smile  at  pain  ; 

And  much  leas  reap'd  they  joy  or  pleasure, 

"Hieir  volumes  yielding  no  such  treasure."— 

Ned,  who  now  heartily  was  vest. 

Began  to  stkkle  for  bis  text; 


"  Fairly,"  quoth  he,"  examples  cite. 
We  soon  shall  set  this  matter  right ; 
But  those  you  bring,  tbo'  slyly  pickt  out. 
And  with  all  art  and  cunuing  trickt  out, 
Tis  plain  to  see  you  falsely  vent  'em. 
And  speciously  mispresent  'em. 
Tho*  Dionysius  did  wince. 
His  master  ne'er  was  known  to  flinch  ; 
His  other  pupil,  Posidonios, 
Alone  would  prove  your  scheme  erroneouti 
When  Pompey,  who  on  purpose  came 
So  for  to  hear  this  sage  declaim, 
Finding  him  on  his  sick  bed  laid. 
And  with  severest  pains  assay'd. 
Would  fain  have  gone  without' his  errant  j 
The  steady  stoic  would  not  hear  on't; 
Began,  and  bravely  held  it  out, 
Ainidst  the  torments  of  the  gout ; 
Nor  could  avail  tb'  acutest  pang. 
To  stop  or  discompose  th'  harangue. 
Gould  Epictetus,  with  such  bravery. 
Or  JEasjp,  bear  their  painful  slavery; 
Unless  by  learning's  band  supported. 
And  that  relief  which  books  afforded  ; 
Whilst  all  their  votaries  have  taught 
Hiat  freedom  dwelb  but  in  the  thought 
Hence  did  Pbiloxenus  desire 
From  the  rich  banquet  to  retire ; 
Chose  rather  back  to  gad  be  hurried. 
Than  there  with  royal  dniness  worried: 
His  thoughts  expatiating  free 
And  uodisturb'd  with  poetry. 
Made  bread  and  water  more  deliciouf 
Than  choicest  feasts  of  Dionysius  ; 
Pruving  no  pain  or  thraldom  worse  is 
Than  slavishly  to  hear  bed  verses."— 
Quoth  Dick,  **  Tis  difficult  to  know 
Tbe  truth  of  &cts  so  long  ago. 
Writers  enhance  their  hero's  glory. 
The  better  to  set  off  their  story ; 
And  throw  a  varnish  and  a  gloss  over 
Th'  acts  of  their  favourite  philosopher. 
You,  of  Pbiloxenus,  advance 
Mere  folly,  pride,  and  arrogance ; 
His  reading  made  him  no  great  winner. 
That  lost  so  foolishly  his  dinner. 
Which  is  the  wiser  part  d'ye  think, 
T'approve,and  smile,  and  eat,  and  dimk  { 
•  Or  sourly  criticisms  mutter. 
And  quarrel  with  your  bread  and  butter  ? 
But  if  we  find  from  books  arise 
This  squeamish  taste,  more  nice  than  wiseb. 
Tis  happier  sure,  and  wiser  yet. 
Ne'er  to  have  learnt  the  alphabet : 
Yet  tho' I  scruple  not  to  grant   . 
'Twas  learning  made  him  arrogant, 
I  still  must  strenuously  maintain 
lodifierence  to  death  or  pain 
Proceeds  from  natural  disposition. 
More  than  from  bookish  aoquisitioa. 
Examples  of  your  suiTring  sages 
We  find  not  five  in  fifteen  ages. 
Such  volunteeri  in  pain  abound. 
In  parts  where  books  were  never  found. 
To  prove  my  words,  if  tie  your  hap 
T'  have  pictures  {n't,  consult  your  map  ; 
There,  Ned,  a  Brahmin  may  you  see 
Ty'd  by  the  heels  to  post  or  tree ; 
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From  whence  he  reaches  dovrnpard  to  make 

A  fire  to  roaft  his  breast  and  stomach  ; 

And  this  he  ne'er  abates  or  pots  oat, 

Tho*  it  should  bum  his  very  guts  out ! 

Yet  this  from  learning  can't  proceed. 

For  none  of  these  can  write  or  read. 

Nor  is  the  next  a  man  of  letters. 

Who's  gaird  by  those  enormoos  feiten} 

Nor  yet  is  he  a  better  scholar. 

Who  groans  beneath  that  iron  collar. 

Dan  Prior's  Muse  a  case  records. 

And  sweetly  too,  so  take  his  words : 

At  Tonquin,  if  a  prince  should  dyer, 

(As  Jesuits  write,  who  never  lye,)  . 

The  wife,  and  counsellor,  and  priest. 

Who  serv'd  him  most  and  lov'd  him  best. 

Prepare  and  light  his  funeral  fire. 

And  cheerful  on  the  pile  expire. 

In  Europe  twould  he  hard  to  find. 

In  each  degree,  cue  half  so  kind. 

But  why  on  European  gronnd 

Is  no  such  instance  to  be  found  ? 

Say,  does  our  learning  or  our  reading 

Fall  so  §u  short  of  Tonquin  breeding  ? 

But;  as  I  said  before,  a  case. 

So  far  remoy>d  by  time  and  place, 

Is  seldom  fisithfuUy  related. 

Or,  in  most  pomts,  exaggerated. 

Let  us  by  modem  £scts  be  try'd. 

And  not  our  ears,  but  eyes  decide. 

Conisider  but  your  nearest  aeighboor, 

Mark  well  his  ceaseless  toil  anid  laboor; 

Or  fellow  students  at  the  college, 

Who  drudge  both  night  and  day  for  knowledge  | 

Are  they  for  ten  years  poring  bettor 

Than  if  they'd  never  known  a  letter  ? 

This  thumbs  phtkMophers  that  teaiah 

To  be  content  is  to  be  rich  ; 

And  finds,  he  thinks,  with  greatest  rapture^ 

These  riches  grow  with  ev'ry  chapter ; 

But  sound  his  heart,  you'll  find  it  heaving 

To  college  rents  and  future  living. 

This  reads  the  stoics,  and  from  them 

Learns  all  misfortunes  to  contemn ; 

But  a  bare  nose,  or  fiqger's  bleeding. 

Shall  coontenrail  his  tea  years  reBding. 

Bo  not  most  men  more  seifisb  grow. 

And  more  reserv'd,  the  more  they  know  ? 

And  when  they  come  to  study  less. 

To  promote  others  happiness, 

Tliey  must,  'tis  by  e^qjierience  shown. 

Of  consequence  impair  their  own. 

When  Umbrio,  fixt  upon  the  skies 

In  absence,  turns  his  muong  eyes» 

And  never  condescends  t'  afford. 

But  in  a  leam'd  dispute,  a  word  ; 

Cah  T  persuade  myself,  that  he 

Is  happier  than  his  company  ? 

Were  it  not  better  for  a  while 

To  lay  his  wisdom  by,  «nd  smile. 

And  join  with  them  to  laugh  and  chat, 

Altho'  he  cannot  tell  at  what  ? 

Yet  he'll  indulge  these  sullen  fits. 

And  keCp  his  mirth  for  brother  wits  t 

Then  let  us  follow  him  to  these. 

And  see  if  he  be  more  at  ease. 

No ;  soon  again  his  pleasure  foils. 

He  frowns,  he  yawni^  he  bites  his mulss 


And  shows  by  disooafcantfld  1ooks» 

He  wants  to  leave  'em  for  his  bookii 

Pursue  him  to  his  country  seat ; 

Is  there  his  happiness  complete  ? 

With  endless  volumes  fiU'd,  the  room 

Must  needs  dispel  that  sullen  gloom  s 

In  vam.    Ere  be  an  hour  has  sat. 

Disliking  this,  and  tir'd  with  that. 

Some  modem  book  augments  hia  spleen* 

Which  th'  ancients  can*ttake  off  again* 

Impatient  from  himself  to  fly. 

Shall  he  the  field  amuMments  try  ? 

No ;  those  a  philosophic  mind 

Too  barren  pleasures  needs  moat  find. 

Then  shall  he  try  his  bouts  to  spend 

In  chat  with  neighbouring  oomtry  friend  I 

Lo !  there  his  joys  as  vainly  plac'd  f 

One  knowledge  wants,  and  one  a  tasted 

This  too  reserv'd,  that  too  affected, 

Envy'd  by  this,  by  that  suspeetod : 

Poor  Umbrio  meets,  at  ev'ry  Umiinf  , 

Some  sad  reverse  intail'd  on  tearabg  ; 

And,  tir'd  o*  th'  country,  back  amahs 

Drives  to  be  tir'd  of  town.again. 

Observe  again,  th'.unletter'd  btosr 

No  frowns  conftraet,  no  wrinkles  plow  ; 

See  Bubo's  front  serenely  sleek ; 

Chagrin  ne'er  wastes  Aphromos^  eheek  $ 

Simplicius  with  eternal  smile ; 

And  Dullman  ever  found  traaqnil ; 

Prig  with  self-approbation  blest ; 

While  nought  disturbs  Asello's  rest"— 

Quoth  Ned,  «<  I  cah  no  fonger  bmkr 

Such  overt  ialidties  to  bear ; 

Of  arguments  there  is  no  end. 

When  with  a  sophist  you  contend  ; 

Thy  proofs  a\l  folsely  are  asaetted. 

Or  else  most  wilfully  perverted  : 

In  this,  as  well  as  other  couatries. 

Men  drown  and  hang  themselves  upon  trees ; 

Or,  too  displeas'd  with  this  to  bear  it. 

Leap  into  t'  other  world  from  garret. 

Yet  none  in  g^ave  discourse,  e'er  thought 

Such  fit  examples  to  be^^nghft; 

'Cause  these  from  madness  most  piooeed» 

And  those  from  poverty  and  need. 

The  sages  I  produced,  ne'er  noogfat 

Their  end  or  pain :  their  volonses  tangfat 

Neither  to  hasten  death  nor  shun  it. 

But  with  indifferenoe  kiok  upon  it  j 

Nor  ills  to  court  nor  yet  te  fear, 

Whate'er  fote  gave  resign'd  to  bear  s 

From  whence  I  proved  beyond  dispottt. 

That  learning  bears  the  choicest  fnut ; 

And  plenteous  harvests  ever  yields 

To  those  who  duly  till  her  fields. 

But  you  deny  the  trath,  averring 

Her  soil  not  only  cold  but  barren ; 

And  the  spontaneous  idle  weed 

Hie  cultivated  crop  t'  exceed. 

Now  tum  we  to  youf  happy  clan. 

And  their  delighto  and  pleasures  scan  ; 

See  them  returning  from  the  field. 

Their  joys  are  o'er ;  the  fox  is  kill'd  ; 

How  shall  tl^y  pass  the  tedknis  night. 

Till  sport  r#uro  with  morning  light? 

From  whence  procure  them  recreatioii. 

Nor  soQght  from  books  or  convenatioQf 
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TheboimbI  flMirMl»iMiit, 
OppRMvc  tbougb  tfaty  drovn  is  K>t  9 
On  with  tar  tfM  or  ends  beguile, 
Aad  AieU  thMi  from  tiMBiielwft  awhik» 
Ow  pltaoti  Dov  to  town  repur  ; 
Wbit  emOflS  pteuures  wut 'em  there  ; 
Ow  half  tbe  dey  in  deep  ii  past, 
TVy  itwiy  howr  the  reft  to  warte  ; 
HO  dmm  or  pie  jhonrn  shell  invite 
Tocratftt  with  lAmoeM  the  night 
The  dien,  the  Talet,  end  the  gUii, 
Hdp  tm  long  liiuome  boon  to  pais  ; 
Tbe  diuMT  serves  them  to  complain 
drtiTWBi.  waiters,  cooks,  champaign. 
With  joy  mgf  hear  the  house  is  foil : 
ne  play  begins  I  His  grate,  *tis  dnll. 
iod  two  more  hmm  ^eir  erael  (bte 
(Msim  their  hsppmem  must  iraH. 
Tbeir  patience  now  the  dmm  rewards 
WHh  whispers,  wax-lights,  bows,  and  cards. 
Kov,  while  at  whist  they  teke  their  seat, 
Go  ask  them,  are  tiieir  Joys  complete ! 
Or  wilt  they  Ibr  some  iiiTomite  vice  ; 
Tbm  girl,  theb  bottle,  or  their  dice  ? 
Siy,  woald  yoo  fir  a  pattiiw  ehoee 
BttBDMn,  whose  passioB  is  the  news? 
ye^crcoold  the  freedom  of  his  miad 
■  piirara  voluMS  be  oeiMr  d  | 
Id  looser  taeteis  all  faiihire^ 
Ptas  M  the  syhil*8  leaves  ef  yeee. 
He  ne'er  conkl  od  eoe  soMMe  Vy 
8»Mt  perflbroe  ow  politieai 
h  thsM  he  can  dsocaat  as  well 
Ai  tnv  modem  Machiavel : 
Here  little  progress  will  enable 
r  attack  the  ^^Mpest  at  the  table. 
Qnst  iS|  I  grant  yon,  his  delight, 
Wbea  reading  a  retreat  or  fight, 
OrnOy  or  emprise,  by  the  French  meant 
To  ilorm  the  enemies  entrenchment : 
OrihipB  eegigiiig  with  the Spamaid; 
Or  km  ol  mast  by  storm,  or  mainjrard  ; 
Orcaixo  sank,  or  ci«w  all  drownded  > ; 
Or  iporioos  babe  in  Wapptng'  found  dead. 
Or  how  the  stabtioro  Dutch  go  on  stow ; 
Or  robbery  OD  Bla^heath  or  Honiislow. 
lot  Aoold  they  t*tr  restnin  the  press. 
Bow  great  were  IKiltmafi*s  dire  distrees ; 
iad  ihoahl  all  Europe  be  at  peace, 
HiiplcaBttie  totally  must  cease. 
liBtm  from  tbeee  now  turn  our  eyes 
T^ttm—ntimyeleMrfd  and  wise; 
Toa  see  him,  irom  hie  emly  youth, 
t^aght  &e  pueolls  of  heaT*rily  troth : 
la  flv>ry  eeaaoB,  ev^  piaoe, 
Be  Mlewt  atm  tte  pleaiing  dhflw ; 
The  nearer  to  tlw  gioriona  prise. 
It  dunm  Urn  belgMer  fai  hie  eyes  s 
M  net  eionettt  books  is  fbn  ' 
Sster^  liiJMt  all  aiMiML 
Be  not  the  lenat  of  these  died 
Or  finds  n^pnmaAd  to  hit  pahM, 
te  like  tim  bee^  fipoB  ev>ry  flower 
dad  ev*i7  wMd,  with  artftil  pow«r 
Collects  ahRM  the  dwioeetjawe. 
And  lays  in  atore  far  ftitare  nse. 
ThmaUfimmatoi 


SOCIETY; 


ADDRESSED  TO  HENRT  BERKLEY,  ESa 

This  poem  was  intended  to  delineate  tbe  character 
of  Mr.  Berkley,  but  being  uofioished  at  the  tima 
off  his  death,  tbe  author  never  co|ild  prevail  upon 
himself  to  complete  it 

Socibtt!  On  being's  noblest  end  f 
To  thee,  with  claims  unequal  all  pfefend  : 
From  angels  or  the  heav*n-instracted  man. 
To  the  wiki  Tartar's  uncouneoted  clan  s 
From  the  vast  eleplnmt,  or  mvage  bear. 
To  abject  reptiles,  and  those  insects  spare 
That  wing  in^bly  tbe  crowded  air. 

Select  aretby  delights  serene  thy  joys  ; 
How  felsely  sought  in  numbers  and  in  noise ! 
Too  sober  for  th'  aaaUtious  or  the  vain  ; 
Too  delicate  for  follyli  tasteless  traio. 
These,  w\.le  they  seek  thee  in  the  teots  of  shame, 
Bring  foul  dishonour  en  thy  sacred  name , 
Who  think  to  find  thee  in  the  harlot's  bow'r, 
Or  loud  with  wasml  in  the  midnight  hour. 
Miigudge  not  then  the  philosophic  mind. 
Deaf  to  thy  call,  to  thy  endearments  blhid  : 
Since  not  thyself  the  wise,  retir'd,  disclahn. 
But  that  vain  {diantom  whieh  usurps  thy  namei 

Is  there  a  man  whom  conseioas  worth  tntpires  ; 
Whom  wisdom  tooehes  with  her  faintest  fires ; 
Whom  nicer  aenae  eonld  brook  tliedrankard's  cries. 
The  gamester  glorious  in  his  shameful  prize; 
The  dull  recital  of  the  sportsman  hear. 
Or  bigot  roar  of  noisy  foctkm  bear  ? 

Ol  should  my  soul  her  choicest  wish  declare. 
And  form  to  bounteous  Heav'n  her  ardent  prayer. 
Nor  numerous  vassals  that  obsequious  wait 
In  servile  crowds,  to  awell  the  pomp  of  state ; 
Nor  wealth  nor  powV,  nor  would  she  fame  require. 
One  perftet  friend  should  bound  her  fall  desire ; 
Leam'd  though  pelite,  though  noble  free  from  pride. 
Virtue  his  guard,  and  hoilour  be  bis  guide : 
Not  so  severely  rigid  to  restram 
Mirth's  genial  frieJods,  and  laughter's  jocund  train; 
But  free  to  speak  with  temper  or  with  fire 
What  Mlas  dictates,  or  the  nine  inspire ; 
Let  no  attainment  teem  too  great  an  height 
For  his  aspiring  mind's  ambitions  flight : 
>lo  useful  arts,  tho*  vulgar  or  minute. 
Beneath  his  pains,  unworthy  his  pursuit 
May  zeal  direct  those  pains  to  noblest  ends. 
Zeal  for  his  God,  his  country,  and  his  friends  ; 
Exalted  genius  animate  his  soul. 
And  sense,  the  stable  basis  of  the  whole. 


iSoDaOmanipflDiit 


TOBACCO; 

ATALB. 

AvnansD  to  j.  b.  biowns,  bso* 

▲vnon  or  na  **  nn  or  tobaooo,  iw  fMrrAtimr 
or  SIX  SBvuukL  Airmeas.'* 

Tn  fotks  of  old  were  not  so  nice 
Bnt  that  they*d  esk  and  take  ad  vioe. 
Twas  then  the  Phythian's  prudent  voice 
Directed  Tally  in  his  choice. 
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Consult  yoor  gaiiu$,  Bakl  the  maid  ; 
No  more  ;  the  humble  youth  obey'd. 
13ii8  rule  eo  short,  so  just,  so  pUm,     - 
Oar  lively  modems  aU  disdain  ; 
And  scorn  to  have  their  flights  cantrolM 
By  any  Pythians  new  or  old ; 
ISkv  ask  what  may  their  genius  fit, 
But  all,  forsooth,  must  aim  at  wit. 

When  first  that  firagrant  leaf  came  o'er 
To  bless  our  barren  northern  shores 
Which  your  immortal  verses  j»ise 
A  rival  to  the  poet^s  bays, 
A  squire  of  Sussex  gave  command 
To  plant  it  in  his  marshy  land  : 
His  anxious  friends  and  neighbours  join 
To  drive  him  from  this  strange  design.-** 
"  Tobacco,"  says  a  skilful  farmer, 
*'  Requires  a  dryer  clime  and  warmer ; 
The  wat'ry  coldness  of  your  soil 
Will  frustrate  all  the  planter's  toil  | 
Yet  not  ungrateful  shall  the  clay 
With  beans  a  plenteous  crop  repay."— 

*'  t«t  peasant  hinds,"  replies  the  squire, 
*'  Whose  grov'ling  souls  can  rise  no  higher. 
Drudge  oo,  content  with  piddling  gain 
From  vulgar  means,  and  common  grain  $ 
But  I  willmal^e  this  northern  isle 
With  India's  boasted  harvest  smile, 
And  show  how  needless  'tis  to  roam 
For  what  we  may  produce  at  home."—    ■ 

He  said,  and  wide  as  his  command. 
Tobacco  filled  the  hungry  land ; 
The  restive  marl  obstructs  the  shoot,  , 
And  checks  the  plant,  smd  kills  the  root. 
Yearly  his  project  he  repeated, 
Yearly  be  saw  his  hopes  defeated. 
Till  all,  at  length,  his  fate  deplore. 
And  Ciad  him  begging  at  their  door. 
'  Thus  may'st  thou  see,  discerning  Browne, 
A  sauntering  crowd  infest  the  town  ; 
Whom  providential  Nature  made 
To  thrive  in  ph3rsic,  law,  or  trade. 
What  she  directs,  perverse  they  quit, 
Aiid  strive  to  force  spontaneous  wit ; 
Mispend  their  time,  misplace  their  toU^ 
Tb  cultivate  a  barren  soil ; 
And  find  no  art  or  force  can  breed. 
What  in  your  garden  grows  a  wetL 


ARCHIMAGE; 

A  1K)EM,  WRITTEN  IN  ISITTATlON  OP 
SPENCER, 

AKD  DESCRIPTIVE  OP  THE  AtTTBOft  AMB  FOVE  OF 

'  HU  boat's  CEBW. 

A  BEAUTEOUS  maid  >  was  walking  on  the  platnei, 
Nigh  where  Sabrina  rolls  her  yellow  tyde, 
(Who  nbw  uplifts  her  fretted  waves  amaine. 
And  BOW  sesenely  doth  like  Thamis  giyde;) 
Her  palfrey  to  a  dis(«nt  tree  was  tied; 

1  Miss  Trenchard,  aftenrardt  married  to  Jocelyn 
Pkkard,e9q. 


Delighted  with  the  stream,  of  noD^fc  afinikf, 
She  walk'd  ;  a  dwarf  attended  on  her  side. 
Who  bore  a  shield,  on  which  there  was  displajd 

Alofte  on  azore  field  a  deadlie  Trenchant  *  blade. 
Happie  the  knight,  yea  happiest  he  the  knight, 
By  fates  ordain'd  that  envied  shield  tol>eare. 
The  dearest  gift  of  honour'd  lady  bright. 
To  whom  she  worthy  deems  that  pledge  toweare, 
His  sure  protection  in  the  doubtful  warre; 
And  ever  shall  such  good  the  gifte  attend. 
That  whoso  beareth  it  shall  nothing  feare, 
But  on  his  lady*s  virtues  still  depend. 

Trusting  in  her  his  saint,  his  p^tronesse  and  friend. 
Her  loosely  walking  on  the  lonely  shore 
Bspied  Archimage  3  that  wizard  vile ; 
And  now  the  subtile  fiend  had  got  his  lore  ; 
For  whilom,  oft,  with  many  an  artful  wile. 
And  soothing  words  full  fraught  with  hidden  guik 
Her  virtuous  wisdom  did  the  mage  assail ; 
Nath'less  unmoved  remain'd  she  all  the  while, 
Ne  would  give  ear  to  his  false  gloziog  tale. 

So  that  m  no  wise  he  against  her  mote  pre\;^ 
Forthy  to  overt  force  now  turns  his  mind. 
And  impraos  ravisbmeot  tiie  ruffian  fell ; 
For  equal  he  to  lawless  fbree  inclined. 
Or  secret  woiking  of  the  magie  speH, 
And  every  mystic  charme  he  knew  fall  veil : 
Als  could  he  from  the  vaste  and  hoarie  deep 
Summon  th'  obedient  sooms  of  night  and  Bell, 
As  if  th'  infernal  keys  himself  did  keep ; 

Ne  e'er  in  mischiers  tasks  allow  his  eye*lids  sleepw 
Forthwith  two  hellish  imps  be  calls  amaine  , 
Ycleped  Giant  Strength  aild  Lawless  Might ; 
Each  to  array  he  turns  hte  working  biaine 
In  gari>  and  semblance  fisir  of  gentle  Icnight ; 
So  with  a  two-edged  weapon  he  mote  figfat. 
Thereto  he  Gourtesie  the  one  did  call. 
The  other  counterfeit  Persuasion  hight ; 
So  if  to  naught  his  specious  arts  did  fall. 

By  niflkn  force  he  mote  be  soie  to  woilc  her  thrall. 
And  now  the  bold  enchannter  caus'd  be  broogfat, ! 
Of  strange  and  curious  worke,  a  rich  machine  *  ;    , 
Which  by  his  skille  right  cunningKe  was  wrooght* 
So  that  it's  paragonne  mote  not  be  seen  ; 
(Full  powerful  is  the  magic  art,  I  weene.) 
Ne  drawn  by  dragons  was  this  sumptuous  caire, 
Ne  by  dread  lions  on  the  level  greene, 
Ne  yet  by  yoked  swans  along  the  air ; 

As  wizards  of^  we  read,  conyey  the  ravish'd  &ir. 
But  with  his  wond'nN^  and  all-poperful  hreatl:^ 
And  the  bare  motion  of  hia  Men  hond,^ 
To  whate'er  parts  he  lisU  he  traveUeth, 
And  fli^  with  ease  to  many  a  distant  land  ; 
For  of  his  prey  he  now  possessed  doth  stand. 
Als  his  behests  four  wizaids  «  saga  obey« 
Each  waving  in  his  hand  a  powetf oi  wand  f  ; 
MIghtie  themselv^j  but  mightier  he  then  tbey^  ^ 

Ke  mote  they  his  oommmU  at  any  tioiegainny. 
In  the  first  rank  a  wily  mage  •  did  ait. 
Long  vers'd  in  fVand,  and  exercised  in  ill; 
Ne  scrupled  e'er  t^  emi^loy  his  wicked  -wit. 
His  master's  dev'lisb  mtandateirto  fhlfllle; 

<  The  crest  of  the  Ttench&ildlhmlTy.   ' 
^  The  author.  «  His  dOubfe  boat 

fi  Guiding  the  Mm.  <  The  boafa  crew. 

''Tbeoar.  *  A  senrant  gf  the  antbor. 
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AaA  with  mtlieloiit  tpito  he  tamed  tti11«     [woe ; 
'Gftimt  elfioae  knijrhts,  and  vrought  them  mickle 
Ab  voo'd  the  blood  of  holy  beadsmea  *  spille, 
Wbote  hahy  icalpe  he  hanged  Hi  a  rotr 
Around  hiicavt ;  sad  sight  to  Chrwtian  eyes  I  tK>w ! 

These  wonld  he  with  a  dcadlie  engine  fell 
Harrov  and  claw,  hi^  foul  heart  to  aggrate. 
And  wreak  his  malice,  strange  it  is  to  tell. 
On  oljeet  teneelesB  and  inanimate ; 
As  tfaoogh  ft  were  his  liring  {beman*s  pate. 
Als  woqM  be  nib  a  magic  ointment  eft 
(^er  heads  of  lockless  knights,SQch  was  his  hate ; 
Which  of  their  cnrled  tresses  them  bereft,   [left* 
That  Dooght  but  naked  scorneand  baldness  vile  was 

Xext  sate  a  monstroos  and  mtshapen  wight  **, 
His  nether  parts  unseemlie  to  beholde  ; 
All  from  his  waiste  discovering  to  the  sight 
A  fishe*s  tail,  with  many  a  circling  folde, 
Wbieh  from  the  sea  he  mote  not  long  withhoMe; 
Als  in  his  hideous  and  Cyclopean  front  <i 
One  smgle  eye-ball  (ghasttie  feature !)  voWd, 
Which  fiil'd  with  horronr  whoso  look't  upon  *t, 

Aod  sea  and  land  alike  were  this  fbnle  wizard's  wont. 
But  chief  freqnented  he  rough  Neptune^s  reign. 
Where  with  bis  dread  inchaunments  cast  about. 
He'd  call  the  fishe  np  from  the  watVy  plain. 
Shad,  salmoo,  turbot,  sturgeon,  sole  and  trout ; 
Ne  'seap*d  the  smaller  frie,  ne  larger  nmt; 
Bat  ail  wlM>  in  his  magie  circles  caught, 
Ne  gicai  ne  small  mote  ever  thence  get  out ; 
Such  power  alass  !  have  fell  inchaunters  got, 

Xe  aught  can  them  resist,  aecan  escape  them  aught 
Yet  not  Ibr  appetite  or  hunger  keen, 
Or  for  •the  end  of  Inscbus  luxurie. 
Did  he  thus  labour  day  and  night,  I  ween, 
And  those  delicious  creatures  doom  to  die^ 
Bat  haieiy  to  aggrate  his  crueltie. 
For  aye  such  joy  in  misehief  would  he  take, 
That  oft  he  >d  run  and  flounce  and  wade  and  flie 
Like  goose  nnwieidie  or  like  waddling  drake. 

And  thus  pofsoe  his  prey  still  flound'riug  through 
the  lake. 
Ne  would  he  e'er  exchange  these  'steemed  cates 
For  life-euppofting  bread,  or  wholesome  food, 
Ne  fill  his  body  ere  with  strengthening  meats. 
But  ev*ry  thing  eschewing  that  is  good, 
Koeght  ate  or  drank  which  motp  not  evil  brood ; 
Hot  and  rebelHoas  Ikpiors  were  hsi  omsI, 
Which  caos'd  Ibul  workings  in  his  f^'rish  blood ; 
'Bove  all  things  else  he  wassel  pris'd  and  ale ; 

For  TMtomie,wfaen  indrroke,begotte  him  on  a  whale. 
The  not  a  foul  and  ftlthy  wizard  <*  was  ; 
His  skin  like  hydes  of  leather  did  appear  : 
A  giieslie  beaxd  grew  matted  o'er  his  face ; 
Hard  wax  distilled  from  his  eyes  so  blear, 
Aod  on  his  beck  grew  stift  and  brieslie  hair ; 
'Which  like  th'  enraged  porcupine  he'd  dart 
Gabst  skmne  of  such  as  him  provoked  ere; 
And  ever  gli^  to  do  them  shame  and  smart. 

Left  than  afl  t&sh*d  and  gored  and  piak'd  in  every 
part. 

*  He  shaved  a  clergyman  then  resident  in  the 
&mily,  and  dress'd  his  wigs. 

^  A  fisheman.  ^^  He  had  loat  an  eye. 

u  A  shoemaker. 
YouXVUL 


.  From  noblest  anncesttMrs  his  birth  he  M  boast, 
E^  from  the  mightie  Crispin's  royal  bed  ; 
Tbo'  he  in  fortune's  ruder  waves  was  tost. 
And  by  the  potent  Arch  image  was  led  ; 
Nay  once  by  mightier  force  imprisonned  "^ 
Altiio'  himself  a  great  inchaiinter  was  ; 
Unltill  released,  thro*  grace  and  bountihed 
Of  good  and  gentle  knight  of  Crispin's  race, 

Form  barres  of  hardest  steel,  and  walles  of  triple 
brasse. 

Yet  by  superior  force  not  overmatchM, 
Well  knew  he  how  to  deal  the  secret  spell ; 
Thereto  the  steps  of  wandering  knights  he  watehM, 
And  with  smooth  words  dccoy*d  them  to  his  cell  *«; 
Where  in  a  chair  encbaunted,  strange  to  tell. 
The  knights  he  placed ;  when  thrusting  all  amaine 
r  the  stocks  ^  their  tender  feet,  the  traytor  fell 
Leaves  them,  regardless  of  their  bitter  paine  ; 

There  may  they  weep  and  wait,  and  storm  and  rave 
in  vaine. 
Next  the  most  dread  magician  >•  of  the  crew. 
Save  the  alUpowerfoI  Archimage  alone, 
Of  strange  and  hideous  forme,  and  sable  hnC, 
Fire  from  his  monthe  and  livid  eye-balls  shone, 
Would  melt  harde  flints  and  most  obdurate  stooe.- 
Thick  clouds  of  smoke  still  issued  from  his  nose^ 
Which  he  in  danger  hath  about  him  tbrowne  ; 
His  iron  nailes  the  length  of  fingers  rose, 

Ne  braase,  ne  hardest  Steele,  mote  his  sharpe  teeth 
oppose. 

He  was  to  weet  a  craftie  subtile  mage, 

Great  Vulcau's  Sonne,  and  from  his  sire  full  well 

Had  leam'd  the  winds  rude  force  and  mightier 

rage 
Of  fire,  which  oft  he'd  fetch  with  many  a  spell. 
And  bold  Promethean  arU,  from  lowest  Hell  n. 
In  a  vaste  cave  did  this  inchaunter  wonne. 
Full  of  things  foul  to  see  and  sadde  to  tell ; 
With  many  a  rotten  senile  and  bleached  bone, 
And  many  a  mangled  lymb  was  the  dread  pavement 


Als  on  the  portals  of  his  friendless  gate  ^ 
He  fixed  has,  and  hanged  up  on  highe 
The  boastfuU  tokens  of  his  vengefuU  hate, 
And  spoils  of  his  lamented  victorie, 
Extortmg  tears  from  every  tender  eye  ; 
When  luckless  knights  by  him  dismotmted  are. 
He  straightway  to  the  helpless  steed  doth  flie; 
Soon  fnan  his  tender  foot  the  sole  doth  teare. 

And  home  the  mournful  trophic  of  bis  conquest 
betre. 
Nor  so  he  lets  escape  the  haplesse  steede. 
But  dale  by  dale  doth  racke  htm  more  and  more; 
^ow  strikes  his  tender  necke  till  it  doth  bleede. 
And  his  sleek  skjm  becomes  all  coverM  o*er 
With  the  foule  stains  of  bloode  and  doited  gore; 
Als  with  hotte  pynceis  dothe  he  scare  his  tongue. 
And  with  sharpe  nails  his  feet  he  pricketh  sore  ; 
Which  makes  him  freCte,aa  tho'  by  gadfiie  stunge. 

Whilst  his  gall'd  hoofe  still  smarts,  in  magic  circle 
wrunge. 


'>  Had  been  arreicted  for  debt. 
■^  Ready-made  shoes. 
^  A  blacksmith  and  farrier. 
'"^  His  fbige, 
R 


i«  His  shop. 
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Als  hatb  tlie  wizard  with  paternal  art  ^^ , 
Aod  matsie  beams  of  ir'o,  a  castle  wrougbt, 

50  surelie  finnc  and  barr'd  to  ev'ry  part, 
That  never  thence,  1  wavi,  escaped  au^^t ; 
With  many  a  kmght  and  woeful  squire  was  fraught 
This  dolot-ous  dungeoo  sad,  who  thither  pame 
By    magic     touch,    and    vile    inchauntments 

brought 
Of  liarpits  fell,  who  take  their  obscene  name  '^ 
Deriv'd  from  loathed  part  uf  scoruey  aud  public 
shame. 

Whilom  the  wretche  against  his  master  dar*(l 
In  bold  rebellion  lift  his  traitor  band. 
And  for  his  steeds  his  tn>aii'oous  charms  preparM  ; 
But  Archimage  his  puqiose  had  foresoaou'd, 
And  him  in  terrour  to  tiiat  tawless  band 
Condemned  aye  to  sweat  and  toil  amain  ; 
Now  in  the  waves,  now  on  the  burning  sand, 
From  scorching  flames  to  the  dull  wave  again ; 

Ibiis  aye  him  torturing  with  varietie  of  pain. 
Such  was  this  dev'lish  and  unbolie  crew ; 
But  far  above  them  &11  was  Archimage  | 
More  artful  tricks  and  subtile  wylps  he  knew  ; 
More  bigh,more  potent,more  rever'd,  more  sa^  ; 
Kc  one  like  him  could  read  the  magic  page  : 
Ke  could  the  powers  of  all  combin*d  avail 
'Oainst  bis  here  breath:  so  potent  was  it's  rage. 
That  oft  with  that  alone  he  would  assail       [iiail. 

7*be  greatest  deeds,  nor  ere  in  ought  was  known  to 
Als  was  he  balde  behind,  and  polled  <yer, 
And  once  escaped  none  caught  him  e'er,  I  trowe : 
One  single  lock  *^  of  hair  he  bas  before. 
Such  whilom  on  Timers  aged  frontc  dothe  grow ; 
(For  he  like  Time  ranne  ever  to  and  fro. 
Following  the  bente  of  his  impetuous  miode) 
This  must  you  catch,  ere  he  beginne  to  go, 
l^or  if  once  gone  he  flieih  like  the  winde, 

Ke  ere  abateth  speed,  ne  looketh  ere  bebiode. 
Erst  by  his  cfoahnefi  a  wondVous  boa^^  he  brought 
Kv'n  froiB  tile  distante  coasts  of  utmost  Inde ; 
With  dread  and  powerful  magic  was  it  wrought ; 
And  fiatherM  arrows,  swifter  than  the  winde,  , 
Which  never  erred  from  the  marke  designed : 
Tlieae  as  tbe  tim'rous  fowl  from  far  descrie, 
(Sore  dread,  1  ween>  to  all  tbe  feathered  kinde) 
Dismayed,*  dispersed,  and  oowriog  low,  they  flie. 

The'  oft  tivisfix'd  their  lives  they  leave  ith*  loltie 
skie. 
Nature  to  hioi  her  dark  breast  doth  disckMe, 
His  pierceaot  eye  looks  thno'  the  shades  of  night; 
And  all  beneath  the  earth  and  sea  he  knows, 
Ne  ought  is  hidden  from  his  searobisg  sight : 
Eft  rare  and  secret  things  he  brings  to  light ; 
And  Earth's  deep  womb  ransacking  with  his  art, 
An  house  ^  hath  built  with  various  beauties  dight, 
(Not  found,  1  ween,  in  ev*ry  common  martj 

Gold  glitters  all  around,  end  shines  iu  ev'ry  part. 
Als  OD  the  confines  of  bis  drear  domai«e 
A  loftie  tower  ^  rears  it's  tremendous  height ; 

M  He  anisted  in  building  Glo'stor  jao). 
»  Bom  bailiff. 

»  He  wore  a  toupee  of  his  own  hair,  comb*d  over 
his  wig.  [arrow. 

51  Alluding  to  his  expert  use  of  tbe  bow  and 
ts  A  grotto,  oruamented  with  mundic,  span,  &c. 
^  Tbe  parish  churcbi  situated  near  bis  houie. 


From  off  whose  goodlie  batHanieiiti  are  teen 
Eactensive  scenes  of  wonder  and  delight  t 
But  in  a  gulpb  ^  are  her  foondatioot  pight; 
Which,tho'  coooeal'd  with  verdure  (air,cblh  gape, 
UnseeU)  both  night  and  day,  for  living  wight: 
And  ill  betide  that  caitiffe,  whose  uisbappe 

Dothe  lead  him  to  the  pitte,  whence  he  can  ne'er 
escape. 
So  wills  that  darke  and  Mble-ctoled  nage, 
Who  in  those  walles  bis  art  d«ithe  exercise ; 
Ne  ought  with  him  availeth  sexe  or  age ; 
Ne  hoary  elde,  ne  tender  inftmt's  cries 
Clan  melt  his  iron  heart  in  any  wise  : 
Als  by  bis  power  and  virtue  magicalle, 
A  wond'rous  yoke  about  their  iiockes  he  ties, 
Which  eft  their  tender  skinnes  doth  firette  and 
galle,  [thralle. 

All  silkennc  as  it  seems,  with  sore  and  endlesse 
So  surelie  Grme  be  ties  this  Ooidiaii  knotte, 
As  ev^  exceeds  his  own  art  to  untie ; 
And  so  ill-suited  deals  to  each  their  lotle, 
Using  his  wicked  arts  ao  wanUmUe, 
His  cruel  sport  doth  cause  great  miterie : 
Each  ill-pair'd  co^ple  tugge  the  magic  chains, 
And  their  reluctant  ueckes  together  plie. 
And  still  for  fi-eedoni  praie  aud  strive  amaine; 

He  sits  and  laughs  to  scome  tbfir  labour,  all  io 
vaine. 


APOLOGY  FOR  IVRITI^G  VERSE; 


TO  THE   HONOURABLE  CHARLES  YORKK. 

(wartTEN    IN  THE  VtAR    1745.) 

Tho*  ftll  the  censnrfng  world  upbraid, 

That  thus  1  ply  this  idio  trade. 

That,  vtiangely  singular,  f  leav« 

What  Ihey  call  usefal,  great,  or  grave. 

To  follow  Phoebus  and  the  Musea; 

Yet  you,  ray  Charles,  oould  find  excogeft. 

And  back  your  reasons  with  example. 

To  make  th'  apology  more  ample  ; 

Or,  if  the  hard  shouM  bnng  a  fit  one. 

Found  or  in  ancient  Greooe  or  Britaisy 

With  pleasure  wou'd  the  tale  attend^ 

That  serves  to  vindicate  your  friend. 

A  case  I'll  .send  you  from  a  book  ^i 

A  casn;  in  point,  tho'  not  io  Coke  — -« 

When  Philip's  warlike  preparations 

Spread  terrour  round  the  neighbouring  nations, 

All  prompted  by  their  sev'ral  fears, 

Provide  their  bucklers,  swords,  and  spears; 

Obedient  to  the  mason's  call, 

lliey  roll  the  stones  and  raise  the  wall. 

And  work  as  patriot  ardour  f(red  *em ; 

The  very  womeu  too  bestir'd  'em  ; 

Fur  Cbrinlh's  lusty  dames  we  're  toU 

Were  mettled  combatants  of  old : 

Mean  while  Diogenes  alone 

At  ease  surveys  the  busy  town. 

And  stalks  with  philosophic  pace. 

Contemplating  each  earnest  face ; 

^  The  church-yard. 

>  Rabelais,  prologue  to  book  3d. 
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it  length  the  cyme  ^nsp'd  bis  cluV» 

And  fell  io  wartike  mood  to  drub 

That  peaeefol  domicil  hia  tab ; 

As  if  he  meant  faveoge  the  quarrel 

OrUrMoeonth'oiiUideof  hto  barrels 

Or  btaable  Pbilip*t  |ind«  by  jerkiqg 

The  aidet  ef  sympatbetic  firhin. 

And  oov  the  nge  began  to  roll 

Hit  paiNTe  tenel  like  a  bowl ; 

Whea  thot  a  stander-by,  *'  Pray  neighbour. 

Why  doei  thon  thy  poor  tnb  belabour } 

Why  thos  mnpend  thy  time  and  wit 

lot  to  tocment  thyself  and  it  ?*'— 

"  And  aft  thoo  at  this  busy  season 

At  kM  to  find  tb'  apparent  reason  ?*' 

The sige repRee:  '*  inre 3ro«i«iigkt cbide woM, 

If  I  akioe  ihoaMiiow  stand  idle ; 

Whea  all  with  me  embaikM  together, 

Hm  duk  sospieioiis  lowering  weather, 

An  ftririog  hard  to  keep  afloat 

The  oMDHion  weal,  our  leaky  boat  t 

While  nt  the  pwDp  or  oar  thay  tug  hard, 

flhill  I  appear  the  only  sluggard } 

Whit  tho^  my  talents  net  atall 

To  guide  the  helm  or  hand  the  sail, 

Tct  shall  it  ne'er  be  said,  that  I 

iTiro*  iloth  or  indolence  lay  by.'* — 

He  taki,  and  straight  resumM  his  Usk, 

And  bouoc'd  and  tbwadt'd  the  trundling  cask. 

Tbos  I,  who  nicist  this  restless  crowd 
Chpricbus  Katura  has  allowed 
Saeh  parts  and  talents,  as  might  serve 
To  help  foaM  wretched  w'lt  to  starve, 
With  pteasore  see  my  busy  friedds, 
EsoMt alike  for  Tarious  ends; 
While  these  the  means  of  peace  prepare; 
These  armiag  'gainst  the  ohaace  of  war; 
AJiU  all  aasious  for  tbetr  fiite, 
Aad  laboring  to  preserve  the  state; 
Th  I,  t*am«etba  swanthonr, 
CMess  of  hoaoara,  wealthy  or  power, 
Grkormilitaiyfismes 
Nor  hoping  piwse  nor  feariag  ahaiiia> 
AM  ply  Uka  him  my  Idle  fMne. 


(m  AlWWnt  TO  AN    inSTLS    TO    THa  AVTilOa,   IM- 

ssaTan  in  bis  Lisa.) 

Oust,  Whitehead,  to  lavish  on  others  the  fame 
Which  you  better  deserve,and  unenvied  may  claim: 
The  Moses,  your  bankers,  all  honour  ^ur  hand, 
Whea  you  draw  flsr  a  rhyme,  you're  paid  on  demand, 
AU  ia  apeeie,  all  fait,  eanrent  cain  of  the  land. 
^  my  poor  shallow  bauk  the  call  scarce  ia  begun, 
^my  Mosp  pays  in  silver  to  ward  off  the  run. 
What  demon  possees^fl  me,   when  first  for  my 


1 1st  down  to  blet  paper  with  dissonant  rhymes  I 
Stonas  Macken'd  and  thunder  affrighted  the  night: 
The  raven  and  ocreech  owl  forbad  me  to  write. 

Had  I  never  engag'd  in  this  idle  employ. 
My  heart  vacant  oif  care,  aad  o'erilowing  with  joy. 


I  had  laught  at  all  those,  who  to  business  are 

martyrs, 
like  a  resident  canon  or  captain  in  quarters ; 
Dissolving  in  indolence,  thoughtlessly  gay, 
I  had  slept  All  the  night,  and  done  nothing  all  day; 
Contented  from  drum  to  assembly  to  dance. 
As  invited  by  card,  situation,  or  chance ; 
Bow*d,  sauoter'd,  and  gap'd,  a  mere  man  of  the 

town,  [own. 

And  aak'd  others  their  health,  and  not  injui'*d  my 
But  e'er  since  the  first  moment  this  phrenzy  pes- 

sest  [breast; 

And  diaturb'd  with  wild  vapours  the  calm  of  my 
Day  1  and  niglit  have  I  toii'd,  like  a  slave  in  the 

mines. 
Retouching,  transposing,  new  mouldmg  my  lines. 
Then,  how  nauseously  sounds  the  addiiloo  ctf  poet, 
What  pain  to  be  markt,  nnd  how  aukwani  |u  know 

it !  [croud. 

Oft  he  hears,  when  be  's  stuck  in  the  midst  of  a 
Some  whisper  his  name,  some  repeat  it  aloud. 
Or  stare  in  his  face  to  examine  each  feature, 
For  a  poet  to  them  is  a  strange  kind  of  creature. 
Fops,  belles,  beaux-esprits  flock  round  him  aad 

court  all 
His  acquaintance  to  visit, — ^his  friendship  no  mortal. 
Wits  sneer,  the  (bob  laugh,  friends  as  usual  mud 

blame ; 
Gardelie  condemipt,  ia  the  midnt  of  his  game: 
The  leam'd  shake  their  beads,  the  unlettered  abn^*. 
Hie  dull  rogoea  thank  their  God  they're  nut  plagued 

with  a  Muse. 
— My  amtntion  is  chitrd  witli  this  dreadful  i 
And  I  hid  all  poetic  delusions  adieu. 


TO 

LORD  DATHUBST. 
IMITATION  OF  HORACF* 

LIS.  d.  dDB  15. 

ALHaADT,  your  extensive  down 

0*er  ail  the  neighb'ring  hm^  has  grown. 

And  laid  whole  forests  waste: 
And  now  we  see  th*  encroaching  lake 
Almost  as  large  a  eompaas  take  t 

And  aU  to  foood  a  taatOk 
Misguided  emulation  now 
The  fertile  empii«  «f  the  pfou^ 

To  barren  show  devotes; 
Or  vainly  strives  some  marsh  to  dnun. 
To  counterfeit  thy  wholesome  plain. 

Or  richest  meadow  floats. 

JAM  pauca  aratro  jugera  regia 
Moles  relinqnent :   nndk)ue  latijM 
Extenta  visentur  Lucriao 

8tag«alacut  ptatanusqoa  cesleba 
Eviiieet  nlmos :  tum  riolaria,  et 
Myrtus,  et  omnis  oopia  narlum, 

1  The  reader  will  see,  that  this  is  an  hronical  al- 
lusion to  that  part  of  Mr.  Whitehead's  epistle, 
where  be  de^cifoes  the  remarkable  focility  witii 
which  the  author  always  composed. 
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Now  flow'rs  difpot*d  id  nvrioos  groapes^ 
Dislodge  those  honours  of  yoar  soaps. 

The  tasteful  rich  legumes : 
And,  rais'd  in  mounts,  or  sunk  in  weTb, 
From  artless  tufts,  or  laboured  shells. 

Dispense  their  strong  perfumes. 
How  would  your  friend  sir  Godfrey  »  fret! 
And  Pope,  in  plaintire  strains,  regret 

The  days  of  his  queen  Anne  F 
lietbre  you  sunk  the  first  ha-ha ; 
And  ruling  all  by  forest-law, 

This  wasting  taste  began.  ^ 

The  mooarch,  worthy  Britain's  crown. 
Sought  not  in  private  fields  renown  • 

And  none  by  her  example, 
Did  castles  for  their  porter  reai^ 
A  Chinese  pagode  for  their  deer. 

Or  fbr  their  horse  a  temple. 
The  turf  her  humble  subjects  made 
Their  lowly  seat,  beneath  the  shade 

Of  beeches,  oaks,  or  birches: 
And  to  their  pious  qaeen  they  gave 
lThate*er  their  patriot  thrift  could  wf% 

For  building  fifty  churches. 

Spai|:ent  oli?etis  odurem 
Fertilibus  domino  priori. 
Turn  spissa  ramis  laorea  ferridoa 
Ekcludet  ictus.    Noo  ita  Romuli 
Prascriptum,  et  intonsi  Catonis 
Auspiciis,  vetemmque  nonnA. 
Privaius  illis  census  erat  brevis, 
Commune  magnum :  nulla  decempedia 
Metata  prJTatis  opacam 
Porticus  excipiebat  Arctoo. 
Nee  fortuitum  spemere  cespitem 
Leges  sinebant ;  oppida  publico 

Sumptu  jubentes,  et  deorum 
Templa  noro  decorare  saztt. 


DANGER  OF  WRITING  VERSE; 

A     PIALOOUB     BBTWEBM     A    YOOKO     POIT    AKD    HIS 
PBIBVD. 

ADDBBSSBO  TO 

SIR  CHARLES  HANBURY  WILUABIS,  KNT. 
Occasioned  by  his  satirical  Ode  upon  Mr  Hossey's 

Marriage  with  the  Dutchess  of  Manchester;  which 

gave  so  much  personal  Ofienoe. 


Quern  tu,'  Melpomene,  semel 

Nasceniem  placido  lumine  videris. 
Ilium  non  labor  Isthmius 

Qarabit  pugilem ;  non  equus  impigei 
Curru  ducet  Achaico 

Victorem;  neque  res  bellica  Deliis 
Omatum  foliis  ducem, 

Quod  regum  tumidas  cootuderit  mtnas, 
Ostrndet  Capitolio.  Hor.  Od.  iil 


Thb  man  at  whose  birth  Melpomene  smii'd. 
Who  foncies  forsooth  he  's  Apollo's  own  chik!, 
1  Sir  Qodfirey  Kueller. 


In  the  country  indulges  an  indolent  ease,  ^  [peaeSk 
And  will  make  neither  sportsman  nor  justioe  of 

roiT. 
Will  our  poet  aaoceed  any  better  m  town? 
Is  he  likely  to  rise  by  the  sword  or  the  gomi  ? 

rRIBND. 

Lackaday,  sir,  the  Muse  has  so  addled  his  pate. 
That  he  finds  himself  fit  fbr  no  post  in  thesUte. 

POBT. 

But  Horace,  your  friend,  though  bis  sonsyoo  sbose, 
Shows  the  dignity,  value,  or  charms  of  the  Mue: 

*TIb  tme,  sir,  but  there  he  has  chose  to  conossl. 
What  I,  for  the  sake  of  young  baids,  shall  revesl: 
Then  know,  this  profession  hot  tends  to  expose 
To  t^e  fear  of  jrour  friends,  the  revenge  of  yourfioo. 
Will  the  man,  by  your  verses  once  iniuHd,  forgive, 
Tho'  the  cause  of  hispahi  shou'd  no  ksngersarrive? 
All  your  friends  tho*  unhurt,  you  observe,  sre 
perplezt  [oert 

With  a  jealous  ooDcem,  lest  their  turn  should  be 

K>rr. 
But,  good  sir,  what  need  that  the  bard  must  abose? 
Let  him  sport  with  an  innocent  pastoral  Muse : 


I  grant,  and  the  world  will  allow  there's  no  need ; 
You  may  chnse  what  you'll  write^  but  they'll  chiise 

what  they  read  j  "  [mstter 

And,  dear  ignorant  friend,  to  make  short  of  the 
There's  nothing  will  please  'em  but penonal  satire: 
Nor  fancy  the  world  wil>  e'er  call  for  your  rhymes, 
Unless  they  believe  'em  a  touch  on  the  times ; 
Of  this  truth  artful  Pope  may  an  instance  afibrd. 
Who  nam*d  his  late  work  fixxn  the  year  of  our 

Lord* 
This  Horace  confost :  f>r  that  poet  divine. 
Who  at  first  wrale  hit  odes  to  his  mistress  and  wiae, 
Soon  with  character  filPd  the  satyrical  page, 
And  adapted  his  Mnse  to  the  taste  of  the  age. 
But  satire's  a  thing,  that  'tis  daagVous  to  deal  in. 
For  tho*  many  want  taste,  yet  theca'f  none  but  bss 

feeling. 
This  duly  consider'd,  the  poet  disclaim. 
Nor  let  Horace  inveigle  your  fimcy  with  &iiie ; 
For  the  reason  why  he  can  nnenvied  divert  us. 
Is  because  we  are  sure  he  's  unable  to  hurt  us; 
His  characters  touch  not  the  modems;  and  no  msa 
Sees  himself  or  his  nation  expos'd  in  a  Roman: 
Yet  were  he  alive,  I  should  thmk  i^  tho*  loth. 
My  duty  to  give  this  advice  to  you  both. 


A  DIALOOOB  BBTWBBIf 

LORD  DUCIE  AND  HIS  HORSE. 
(wBirrsM  itr  tbb  ysab  1748.) 

DOCIB. 

O  THB  dull  lazy  dog,  how  untimely  he  failsy 
When  in  view  we've  the  prince  and  the  princess  of 

Wales  1 
Is  this  a  fit  time,  you  ungrateful,  to  flinch  ? 


You  may  whip  me  and  spur  me;  Pll  not  stir  an 
mch. 
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I  viA  Vd  ben  Cambridge'i,  then  I  had  seen 
Hay  and  oals  for  my  dinner  and  tasted  a  bean, 
Which  yiNir  Pytbagoric  decrees  have  forbid ; 
iod  that  makes  me  so  fiunt,  I  'aot  01  to  be  rid. 


rn  eonviDoe  yon  how  foplish  the  ontery  which  yon 


What  signify  oats  if  you're  rid  of  your  stomach  ? 

WHboQt  scruple,  I  grant,  when  extravagant  Vesie  i 

Gave  his  horse  hay  and  oats,  yon  were  justly  un- 
easy. 

Bat  with  Cambridge's  horses  'tb  quite  a  new  case ; 

They  are  trying  to  make  you  displeas'd  with  your 
place ; 

Tis  the  way  of  all  senranU;  but  pny,  do  they  say 

Hov  many  loog  miles  they  are  rid  in  a  day  ? 

How  oft  the  poor  derits  are  gallO|«t  to  Villiers  ? 

m  vafrant  Ibey  often  have  envied  my  thillers  *. 

Did  yon  e*er  Iniow  me  out  when  pronouncing  the 


Propbetic  of  Cambridge's  annual  groom  ? 

Now  if  he  kills  a  groom  once  a  twelvemonth,  or 


or  hones  at  least  he  mnst  kill  half  a  score. 
He  cares  little  for  'em,  and  feels  no  more  pain. 
If  in  harvest  it  pours  down  whole  buckets  of  rain ; 
While  I  and  my  servants  are  toiling  all  day, 
In  the  heat  of  the  son  to  roast  you  your  hay. 
With  his  good  friend  the  Worid  on  the  water  he  goc^ 
And  calls  off  his  hands  to  his  barges  and  shows. 
But  yon  want  to  change  for  his  place,  yon  're  so 

ClUUDgy 

Did  he  ever  build  you  a  stable  to  run  in? 

Have  you  seen  in  his  fields  such  a  house  as  your 

own,  . 
With  one  pillar  of  brick  and  another  of  stone? 
No,  no^  sir,  he  builds  yon  your  buildings  of  taste : 
And  so  all  his  fortuee  is  running  to  waste. 
Am  I  ever  profuse  in  wiga,  waistcoats,  or  coats, 
hi  castles  or  portioos,  bridges  or  boats  ? 

aoisn. 

What's  all  thia  to  me,  if  I  never  eat  oats  ? 


TH<  AUTBOa  TO  lUt 

SCRIBLERIjiD. 

tM.  Boa.  BPis.  80. 

WiiL  then,  for  all  that  I  have  said, 

You  keep  your  eyes  on  Tolly's  head  '. 

Has  pride  with  such  impatience  filPd  you. 

You  pine  till  Dodsley  clothe  and  gild  you ; 

As  foppish  minors  court  their  taylor. 

And  hate  their  guardian  as  their  jailer. 

Tis  so,  you  ant  content,  you  say 

With  Barnard,  Whitehead,  Yorise,  and  Wray. 

No  more  yooll  visit  squeamirii  wits. 

So  oftsD  m  their  absent  fiU:» 

^  Lord  Dude's  steward. 

*  The  horse  that  goes  between  the  shafts. 

f  The  head  of  Cioero  over  Sir.  Dodsley'i  door. 


No  more  be  read  alone  to  Browne; 

But  go  at  once  upon  the  town. 

Go  then,  you'll  never  think  me  wise. 

Till  wits  begin  to  criticise. 

And  doom  yon  to  the  trunks  or  pies. 

Or,  if  it  happens  for  a  while. 

Your  novelty  should  make  'em  smile. 

Soon  will  you  think  of  my  advice. 

When  the  cloy'd  reader  grows  so  nice : 

For  something  new  he  throws  you  by, 

Where  you  o'erwbelm'd  forgot  must  lye; 

Where  daily  pamphlets  shall  confound  you. 

And  Night  Thoughts  ever  growing  round  you. 

But  while  their  fiaroor  you  maintain, 
(For  'tis  as  short  iiv'd  as  'tis  vain) 
Thus  much  of  me  you  may  declare, 
That  tho'  I  live  in  country  air. 
And  with  a  snog  retirement  blest. 
Yet  oft,  impatient  of  my  nest, 
I  spread  my  broad  and  ample  wing 
And  in  the  midst  of  action  spring. 
A  great  admirer  of  great  men. 
And  much  by  them  admir'd  again.  , 
My  body  light,  my  figure  slim. 
My  mind  disposed  to  mirth  and  whim : 
Then  on  my  fomily  hold  forth, 
Less  foffl'd  for  quality  than  worth. 
But  let  not  all  ti)e$te  points  divert  you 
Firom  speaking  largely  of  my  virtue. 
ShcQld  any  one  d§sire  to  hear  a 
Precise  description  of  yonn  era. 
Ten  'em  that  you  was  on  the  anvil. 
When  Bath  came  into  pow'r  with  Granville. 
When  they  came  in  you  were  about. 
And  not  quite  done  when  they  went  out  *. 


VERTUMNUM  Jannmque,  liber,  spectare  videria: 
Scilicet  ut  prostes  Sosiofum  pumice  mundus. 
Odisti  daves,  et  grata  sigilla  pudico: 
Faucis  ostendi  gemis,  ct  communia  laudas, 
Non  ita  nutritus :  fuge  qu6  descendere  gestis :. . 
Non  erit  emisso  reditus  tibi.     Quid  miser  egl  ? 
Quid  volui  ?  dices,  ubi  quls  te  Isserit:  et  scis 
In  breve  te  cogi,  plenus  ciim  languet  amator. 
Quod  si  non  odio  peccantis  desipit  augur, 
Carus  ens  Roinae,  donee  te  deserat  aetas. 
Contrectatus  ubi  manibus  sordescere  vulgi 
Coeperis;  aut  tineas  pasces  tacitumus  inertes; 
Aut  fogies  Uticam;  aut  vinctus  mittens  Ilerdam. 
Ridebtt  monitor  non  exauditus,  ut  ille. 
Qui  malfe  parented^  in  rapes  protrusit  asellum 
Iratos :  Quia  enim  invitum  servare  laboret  ? 
Hoc  quoque  te  manet,  ut  pueros  elementa  docentem 
Occupet  extremis  in  vicis  balba  senectus« 
Cum  tibi  Sol  tepidus  plures  admoverit  aures ; 
Me  libertino  natum  patre,  et  in  tenut  re 
Majores  pennas  nido  extendisse  loquens : 
Ut  quantum  generi  demas,  yirtutibus  addas.  ^ 

Me  primis  urbis  belli  placuisse  domiqueii 
Corporis  exigui,  praecanum,  solibus  aptum, 
Irasci  celerem,  tamen  ut  placabilis  essem. 
Forte  meum  si  quis  te  percunctabitur  STum; 
Me  quater  undenos  sciat  implevisse  Decembres  ; 
CoU^am  Lepidum  quo  duxit  Lollius  anno. 

4  Their  administration  lasted  only  three  days. 
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Uf 

SIX  BOOKS. 


Though  an  author  persuades  himself  thai  bis 
work  will  fulfy  explain  itself  to  all  who  read  it  with 
attention,  and  have  the  patience  ta  observe  bow 
some  parts  reflect  light  on  others,  and  all  conduce 
to  illustrate  the  whole ;  yet  I  have  not  the  vanity 
to  flatter  myself  that  the  generality  of  readers  will 
give  that  attenti(<n  to  a  poet  on  bis  first  appearance 
in  prwt,  which  is  absolutely  necessary  for  the 
thoroii>rh  understanding  this  poem.  Therefore  I 
have  yielded. to  the  instances  of  some,  who  advi^ 
me  to  publish  a  few  prefatory  lines  fur  the  satiafac<» 
feion  of  those  who  read  rather  for  amusement,  than 
for  the  critical  consideration  of  such  oompositiontf. 

Let  us  first  consider  the  true  idea  of  a  work,  of 
tliis  nature. 

A  muck-heroic  poem  should,  in  as  many  r^ 
spects  as  possible,  imitate  the  true  b^.ryic.  -  Tbt 
more  partSc«^an  it  copies  from  them,  tbie  more 
pcrfbjt  it  will  be.  Hy  the  same  rule  it -should  ad-» 
init  as  few  things  as  possible,  which  aiie  not  of  the 
cast  and  colour  of  the  aueient  heroic  poems.  The 
more  of  tliese  it  admits,  the  more  imperfect  will  it 
be.  It  should,  throughout,  be  serious,  because 
the  originals  aie  serious;  therefor?  the  author 
should  uevcr  be  seen  to  hugh,  but  constantly  wear 
that  grave  irony  which  Cervantes  only  has  mviola- 
bly  preserved.  An  author  may  be  rery  deficient 
in  the  observation  of  these  rules,  nnd  yet  he  may 
writi*  a  very  pfcasing,  though  it  cannot  be  called  a 
perfect  mock-heroic  poem.  It  will  please  many 
readers,  though  it  have  no  other  support  than  here 
and  there  a  parody  of  some  known  passages  of  an 
esteemed  author. 

The  Athenians  were  so  fond  of  parody,  that  they 
eagerly  applaude<l  it,  without  examining  with  what 
propriety  or  connection  it  was  introducnl.  Aris- 
tophanes shows  no  sort  of  regard  to  riiher  lu  his 
ridicule  of  Euripidns;  but  brings  in  the  ctiaracters 
as  well  as  verges  of  his  tragedies,  in  tnany  of  his 
plays,  though  they  have  no  connection  with  the 
plot  of  the  play,  nor  any  refation  to  the  sdene  }n 
which  they  are  introduced.  This  fove  of  parody 
is  accounted  for  by  an  excellent  French  critic, 
from  a  certain  malignity  in  mankind,  which  prompts 
,  them  to  laugh  at  what  they  tnost  esteem,  thinking 
tliey,  in  some  measure,  repay  themselves  for  that 
involuntsiVy  tribute  which  is  exacted  f mm  them  by 
merit. 

I  shall  be  very  much  misunderstood  if  It  be 
thought  that  I  desire  to  detract  from  the  abundant 
■lerit  of  the  I^uti-in,  Dispensary,  Rape  of  the  Lock, 
and  Dunciad.  They  have  each  a  thousand  beauties 
.ivhich  I  do  not  pretend  to;  but  I  have  always 
thonght  that  they  did  not  come  up  to  the  tnie  idea 
•f  k  mock-heroic  poeok  i 


I  take  for  granted,  nobody  believes  that  the  pri- 
mary desi.^n  of  either  of  these  poets  was  to  write  a       j 
mock-heroic. 

Boileau  being  struck  with  the  absurd  disputes  of 
certain  contending  ecclesiastics,  resolved  to  make 
them  the  sulject  of  his  ridicule  {  and.  aflervanls 
pitched  upon  the  imitation  of  the  heroic  as  a  ve- 
hicle  for  his  satire.  The  oomic  humour  of  Garth 
was  strongly  excited  by  the  factious  divisions  in  bii 
own  profession^  and  won  Id  probably  have  vented 
itself  in  prose,  but  that  the  adgiired  performance 
of  Boileau  invited  bis  imitatien*  And  Pope  wrote 
his  first  essay  of  this  kind  to  put  an  end,  by  ridicule, 
to  a  quarrel  between  two  families ;  and  his  second 
firom  «  just  iodignalion  against  kis  libellers,  and 
not  from  any  formed  design  to  write  a  true  mock- 
heroic  poem.  When  first  I  read  these  poems,  I 
pevcelved  that  they  had  all  some  great  defect,  aad 
though  the  more  I  read  tlvem  the  stronger  I  felt 
this  defect,  and  always  conceived  that  .someUunf 
might  be  written  more  perfect  in  this  kind,  yet  ( 
never  discoveced  what  it  was  until  I  came  to  know 
that  Don  Quixote  was  a  work  which  would  give  as 
much  satisfaction  in  a  eritical  examination  as  most 
of  t)\ff  compositions  of  the  ancients.  I  then  found 
that  propritiy  was  the  fundamental  excellence  of 
that  work.  That  all  the  marvellouff  was  reconcile^ 
able  to  probability,  .as  the  .autlior  led  his  hero  into 
that  species  of  absurdity  only,  which  it  was  natunl 
for  an  imagination,  healed  with  the  continual  read- 
ing of  books  of  chivalry,  to  fall  inta  That  the 
want  of  attention  to  this,  was  the  fundamental  de- 
fect of  theae,  poems*  For  with  w%at  proprkljf  d» 
chiu^chm^o,  physjcians,  beaux  and  belles,  or  book- 
sellers,' addre^^s  themselves  to  the  Heathen  god«> 
offer  sacrific^^  consult  onxcles,  or  talk  the  language 
u£  Homer  and  the  heroes  of  antiquity  t  With  the 
same  improprielff  do  these  authors  frequently  leave, 
their  subject,  and  the  very  colour  of  the  beroia,  to 
describe  some  modem  character,  introduce  per- 
sonal satire  or  epigrammatic  wiL  The  poems  I 
admire^  and  in  many  places  for  their  very  faults : 
and  the  authors  I  vindicate,  as  tl^  attempt  of  the 
mock-heroic  was  only  their  secondary  view. 

\^lioever  examines  Swift's  Battle  of  the  Books, 
will  give  it  the  prefensceiBriiaB  particular ;  for  be 
will  find  throughout  that  Kttle  piece,  no  one  episode 
or  allusion  in^xxluced  for  its  own  sake,  but  every 
part  will  appear  consistent  with,  and  written  only 
to  strengthen  and  support,  the  wbola, 

Tlie  imitation  of  the  ancients  was  ray  chief,  antf 
at  that  time,  only  <}esign,  as.  appears  from  what  I 
have  said  above.  These  thougiits,  together  with 
the  remembrance  of  the  classics  wctpe  fresh  in  my 
mind,  when  Pope  first  pHblish^  t^e  Memoirs  of 
Scriblcrns,;  an  admirable  design,  undertaken  by 
mauy  of  the  greatest  wits  of  the  last  age,  but  drojA 
in  the  very  beginning;  and  tlie  little  we  have  a 
executed  very  unequally.  Vet,  t»ucb  as  it  was,  H 
furnished  me  with  an  bint  for  a  subject,  and  prio- 
cipallx  nrkhiaahero,  who  having  the  manoersof 
the  aiiclents  hidttstrioosly  inculcated  from  his  cradls 
by  the  enthusiasm  of  ^is  father,  must  always  with 
propriety  think,  act,  and  speak  like  them.  I  con* 
sidered  tliat  taking  up  a  character  which  bad  b^ 
already  explained,  would  be  a  great  advantage  is 
an  epic  poemV  .which  as  it  should  alwiys  hasten 
iiito  the  midst  of  things,  would  not  admit  of  such 
an  explanation  of  a  new  character  in  the  b^ioiuQl 
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ofit,  at o^  viOwni  mny  ofimee  to  th«  nature  of 
that  wotk,  at  laiige  deieribed  in  tbe.fint  chapter  of 
Don  Quixote;  aiid  makei  the  whole  first  canto  of 
Uttdibras.  I  had  also  the  satu&ction  of  comply- 
ing  with  a  fundamentel  rule  of  Horace,  who  is  too 
souud  a  critic  to  deliver  with  importance  an  advice 
which  he  had  aoi  proved  to  be  of  moment. 

Difficile  est  pruprie  oommunia  dicere:  tuqae 
RecUtts  Iliacum  carmen  deduciH  in  actus 
Quam  si  proferres  ignota  indietaque  primus. 
New  subjects  are  not  easily  explained. 
And  you  had  better  chuue  a  well-known  theme. 
Than  trust  to  an  invention  of  yonr  own. 

Roficommoo. 
In  the  fines  Immediately  Ibllowiog  he  cautions 
against  a  servile  imitation,  ^bich  I  had  no  reason 
to  fear,  as  J  undertook  to  continue  their  design  by 
taking  up  Scriblerus  where  they  left  him,  and  con- 
feqaeatly  cannot  interfere  with  any  one  action 
which  they  have  described :  and  (  have  taken  care, 
b  order  to  keep  it  still  more  separate  from  theirs, 
to  make  no  allusions  to  the  Memoirs,  of  any  conse- 
qneDoe,  but  merely  such  as  give  a  handle  to  quote 
ttieia  in  the  notes,  and  thereby,  as  it  were  acci- 
Awally,  refer  the  reader  to  them,  (for  when  I 
printed  the  first  book,  I  bad  no  thought  of  writing 
tktopiefiMse)  as  I  chose  rather  that  he  should  get 
sn  idea  of  this  enthusiastic  character  from  a  work 
tlre«dy  printed,  than  to  repeat  the  description  and 
cl<%  my  book  with  it  So  that,  but  for  these  rea- 
tons,  which  I  do  not  think  of  any  great  force,  1 
might  as  well  have  had  a  new  character  of  my  own 
iiiTeotioo,  with  a  new  name:  but  what  advantage 
would  have  resulted  from  that  ?  and  what  objection 
to  the  character  and  name  of  Scriblerus  ?  0o  not 
«11  these  idle  travels,  all  these  frivolous  investiga- 
tious  and  useless  pursuits  end  in  scribbling,  to  the 
UDreasonable  increase  of  that  wordy  lumber,  which 
provokes  the  humourous  Fajardo  to  cry  out,  "  O! 
Jupiter,  if  thou  hast  any  compassion  for  poor  mor- 
tal%  send  us,  once  in  a  century,  an  army  of  Goths 
ud  Vandals  to  redress  the  calamity  of  this  inunda- 
tion of  authors."  May  we  not  suppose  that  these 
^ks,  so  formidable  in  their  bulk  and  number, 
must  strike  a  damp  on  all  begiouers  in  literature, 
who  suppo^iqg  that  a  roan  cannot  be  styled  a  scho- 
lar till  be  has  laboured  through  all  those  volumes, 
choose  rather  to  decline  all  pretensions  to  that  name, 
than  to  enter  upon  so  serious  an  eugagement?  Is 
it  not  therefore,  in  some  degree,  lawlable  to  en- 

I        deavour  to  stop  the  piogress  of  this  evil,  and  by 

I  ibowiog  the  vanity  and  uselessness  of  many  studies, 
ndace  them  to  a  less  formidable  appearance,  and 

I  invite  our  youth  to  application,  by  letting  tliem  see 
that  a  less  degree  of  it  thaa  they  apprehend,  judi- 
c*Muly  directed,  and  a  very  few  books  indeed,  well 
Rooinoieaded,  will  give  them  all  the  real  informa- 
tion which  tb0f  an  to  escpaot  from  human  seieaee. 

'  This  natmally  leads  malto  speak  of  my  design. 

I  iiMNS  ahnady  said  that  nqr  original  view  was  to 
*rite  a  mocki-beioio  poem;  but  I  should  have 
t^rbt  my  lime  most  triiingly  employed,  had  I 
M  out  with  that  infesntioa  only.  But  1  ao  loiqcer 
Mirtad,  when  I  (bond  that  I  could,  consisteatly 
vi^tfae  diaractar  of  my  ban  and  manners  of  the 
IKnm,  coapnheod  tiie  whole  compass  of  ftdse  scl- 
J"Ke,  vitfaont  omiUmg  aaf  thiqgtbat  oonld  possi- 
Uy  hs  brought  into  actioo.  As  the  press  has 
Promed  mors  of  lata  with  the  wrasgliags  of  tbeo- 


togians  and  mattphysieians  than  any^'tlier  kind  of 
writing,  the  omission  of  them  may  appear  a  defect, 
but  it  w«Mild  have  been  extremely  if\judicioos  to 
have  attempted  any  thing  so  little  of  the  colour  of 
heroic  poetry.  This  will  appear  from  the  slight 
touches  upon  the  quibbles  in  law  and  casuistry,  to* 
wards  the  end  of  the  sixth  book,  which  have  so 
little  uf  the  epic  cast|  that  I  foor  they  are  distin- 
guishable to  a  fiiult:  yet  1  let  them  stand,  being 
willing  to  'fill  the  measure  of  absurdity,  and  omit 
nathittg  that  can  poasibly  liave  a  place  to  complete 
the  plan. 

iiaving  considetad  the  nature  of  the  poem,  and 
the  design  or  moral  intention  of  it,  I  eome  next  to 
the  character  of  the  hero.  In  this  I  had  an  ad- 
vantage which  I  had  not  in  the  two  former.  I  mean 
a  peiisct  model  to  oopy  by,  and  the  steps  of  a 
great  master' to  tread  in,  who  frequently  walks  on 
the  brink  of  improbability,  yet  you  can  never  dls« 
cover  that  his  head  turns,  or  his  foot  slides. 

Such  a  guide  is  Cervantes :  and  from  diligently 
studying  him  we  learn,  that  things,  at  first  sight 
Blest  apparently  improbable,  may  ba  reconciled  to 
belief  by  the  circomstanoee  of  time,  place,  and  ae» 
cidentsi  by  which  the  marvellous,  so  excellent  ia 
all  kinds  of  fictba,  particularly  the  poetical,  may 
be  prodneed  without  giving  into  the  romantkSi 
This  givas  a  ladkvous  fiction,  f6Qnde4  on  the  cha- 
racter of  an  entbnsist,  an  advantage  orer  the  seriooi 
epic:  for  there  the  marvellous  never  appears  with* 
out  a  most  glaring  offence  to  truth ;  whereas  in  the 
former,  the  reader  is  as  viuch  astonished  as  at  the 
most  incredible  folsity,  till  he  has  time  to  reflect 
on  the  heated  imagination  of  the  hero^  which  re- 
conciles all  to  probability.  Numberless  instanees 
of  this  will  occur  to  the  reader  of  Don  Quixote.  I 
will  illustrate  it  with  one  from  the  ScriUeriad. 

Credulity  is  one  strong  characteristic  of  our  hero  ; 
therefore,  without  using  any  of  the  arts  above^meu' 
tioned,  I  send  him  at  once  to  search  for  the  PetrU 
fiod  Gtsr.  A  story  whicb  meets  with  universal  be- 
lief among  the  ^ricans,  and  I  could  instance  seva- 
ral  Europeans  whose  faith  in  this  particular  has 
cost  them  some  pains  and  expense.  This,  there- 
fore, is  stmining  no  point.  But  Albertus,  who  is 
one  that  loves  a  joko  (for  that  is  the  obvious  mean- 
ing  of  Momus  in  Albertiis'ft  shape)  advises  him  to 
consult  a  natural  fool.  He  readily  complies.  Thus 
far  his  behaviour  has  nothing  extraordinary,  being 
influenoed  by  the  custom  of  the  country.  For  how- 
ever  ridlculoos  such  conduct  may  seem  here,  at 
Cairo  it  was  only  insanire  solennia,  to  be  as  mad 
as  they :  for  theracvery  body  holds  these  naturals  in 
veneration,  and  catches  what  drops  from  their 
mouths  with  equal  enthnsiasm.  .^nt  be  must  w^ 
only  venerate,  he  must  have  a  ^tisfactory  answer 
and  direction  for  his  fntnre  life  from  a  madman. 
This  can  only  be  produoed  by  self-dehision,  for  an 
ideot  cannot  to  taught  to  act  in  confederacy.  The 
self-delusion  is  not  dilBcult,  but  the  timing  it  ex- 
actly at  the  consultation  i«  a  nicety.  For  this  pur- 
pose Scribleras  is  oMide  to  pass  a  refitlcss  night 
without  sleep,  then  to  weary  himself  by  searching 
for  his  prophet  a  whole  day,  then  to  be  stunned 
with  a  blow  (which  at  the  same  time  server  to  cha- 
racterise tha  idfot  in  the  love  of  mischief  natural  to 
such)  and  moreover  to  be  stupified  by  drinking 
q>iom  unawares;  the  known  efl^ts  of  which  upon 
a  biaia  alraadf  full  Of  a  fovourite  project,  whicb 
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w0  may  snppOM  bis  adviser  Albertns  took  care  to 
prepare  him  with,  will  account  for  the  maaaer  in 
whicii  he  relates  this  adventure  to  his  friends.  1 
cite  this  as  an  instance  of  reconcilinif  the  marreU 
lous  to  probahility  by  the  circumspection  and  art 
of  the  author.  I  shall  now  mention  some  other 
methods  I  have  taken  of  introducing  this  great  re- 
quisite in  heroic  poetry.  It  is  a  known  maxim 
that  a  man  haxards  his  character  of  veracity  more 
by  telling  improbable  trutlis  than  probable  lies ; 
which  proves  that  such  improbable  truths  do  al- 
ways appear  the  marvellous  to  those  who  have  not 
been  nsed  to  think  on  the  sohjeet. 
■  Doubtless  the  rowing  under  water  appears  so 
.strongly  the  inarrellous,  that  upon  first  view  it  will 
be  thought  impossible.  Yet  this  has  certainly  been 
executed,  and  orithing  is  move  easy  to  perform  for 
a  small  space  of  time.  Therefore  not  the  tmprac- 
ticabiiity  but  the  uselessness  of  the  inventkm  is  the 
object  of  ndicole. 

Another  method  of  introducing  the  marvellous 
is  by  reserving  for  the  end  of  the  book  the  most 
oonsummate  absurdities  of  enthusiastic  faith,  then, 
by  an  artful  rapidity  of  description,  to  hurry  on  the 
reader,  and  make  his  imagination  keep  oompany 
with  the  credulous  zealots,  and  then  at  once  to 
conclude  unexpectedly,  leaving  the  impression  of 
the  marvellous  strong  on  the  mind  without  thoae 
circumstances  which,  in  the  first  mentioned  case, 
at  the  same  time  that  they  reconcile  it  to  pro- 
bability, greatly  weaken  the  force  and  effect  of  it 
The  commentators  on  Homer  apologise  for  the 
glaring  falsehoods  which  Ulysses  relates,  by  show- 
ing they  are  told  to  tlie  Phseacians,  a  credulous 
people  :  Scribierus  tells  his  to  pilgrims,  the  most 
ready  of  all  men  to  swallow  lies.  Therefore  all 
the  marvellous  in  his  narration  is  doubly  accounted 
for»  by  the  love  of  hearing  it  in  them,  and  the  love 
of  telling  it  so  strongly  the  characteristic  of  the 
hero. 

I  engage  with  more  cheerfulness  to  explain  the 
character  of  my  hero,  liecanse  I  would  not  have  it 
so  much  misunderstood,  as  it  must  be  by  those 
who  take  their  idea  of  it  from  the  Memoirs.  I  was  al- 
ways surprised  that  Mr.  Pope  should  make  his  Scrib- 
ierus so  complicated  a  character  as  he  represents 
him  in  the  last  chapter  of  the  Memoirs,  attributing 
to  hira  things  quite  incompatible.  Nay,  such  is 
bis  lust  of  loading  this  character,  that  he  declares 
Gulliver's  I'ravels  to  be  the  travels  of  Scribierus ; 
and  this  without  any  other  pretence  than  that  Swift 
had  once  designed  to  write  the  travels  of  Scrib- 
leras.  What  reasons  induced  iiim  to  change  this 
work  of  humour  to  a  particular  gratification  of  his 
spleen,  it  is  not  to  the  present  purpose  to  make 
known :  but  this  is  certain,  that  when  he  made  so 
total  an  alteration  in  his  design,  he  took  care  not 
to  g^ve  one  feature  of  Scribierus  to  his  Gulliver. 

Let  us  therefore  forget  all  impressions  made  on 
us  by  the  two  last  chapters  of  the  Memoirs,  and 
examine  what  his  character  is  in  the  Scribleriad. 
If  we  trace  him  book  by  book,  we  shall  find  him, 
^  in  the  first,  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  the  ancients, 
^  desirous  to  imitate  their  heroes  in  action,  and  their 
writers  in  sentiment ;  and  in  this  his  extravagance 
does  not  exceed  that  of  Pomponius  Laetus  >,  Be- 

^  Pomponius  Laetus  lived  in  the  15th  centniy, 
k»  «^s  a  great  schobr»   and  esteemed  historiao. 


lurger,  and  many  others.  Ha  there  appeart  in 
the  light  of  an  antiquary,  as  is  diown  by  the  col- 
lection which  oompofies  the  pile.  Next  of  a  pedant, 
by  his  speech  on  the  food  of  different  natkms, 
wherein  he  prides  himself  in  showing  what  Pope 
calls 

all  8ik!h  reading  as  was  never  read. 
,  The  same  character  still  appears  in  his  speeches 
on  dreams,  and  on  oracles.     After  this  he  is  seen  m 
no  other  throughout  the  whole  work  than  that  of 
an  alcbymist. 

For  three  whole  books  he  is  a  mere  spectator 
and  admirer  of  the  follies  of  others.  In  the  second, 
bis  rashness  and  injudicious  curiosity  are  set  forth 
in  his  voyage  to  see  «n  earthquake :  but  when  he 
arrives  at  the  Poetic  L:ind,  it  appears  to  be  so 
little  to  his  taste  that  he  flies  from  it  immediately. 
In  the  next  country  he  comes  to,  he  shows  no 
genius  himself  for  the  arts  of  the  plabe,  of  which  be 
contents  himself  to  l>e  an  humble  admirer.  He 
projects  nothing  mechanical,  and  only  presides 
over  such  games  as  his  companions  had  learned 
from  the  queen.  Thus  are  various  absurd  arts  in- 
troduced, necessary  to  the  completion  of  the  plan, 
without  either  clogging  the  hero's  character.  Or 
losing  sight  of  him  during  the  whole  action.  And 
thus  it  is  evident  that  Scribierus  appears  only  as 
an  antiquary,  pedant,  and  alchymist  Hie  two 
first  characters  are  almost  inseparable,  and  the 
last  rnnnot  be  said  to  be  incompatible  with  them. 

Before  I  leave  the  character  of  the  hero,  I  must 
make  one  remark.  The  e^rdium  of  the  Scrib- 
leriad proposes  only  to  lead  an  hero,  whose  curio- 
sity has  already  carried  him  into  many  perilous 
ad\'cntures,  through  new  attempts  eqtially  difficult 
and  ha7;ardous.  Tbe  reader  will  frum  hence  con- 
clude that  here  is  a  very  defective  imitation  of  an 
heroic  plan.  Tliat  both  the  Iliad  and  Od3rssey 
have  one  great  design  in  view :  and  that  Virgil^ 
correct  muse  proposes  at  first  the  Trojans  settling 
in  Italy,  and  before  the  work  is  advanced  three 
hundred  lines,  introduces  Jupiter  giving  a  solemn 
promi:te  of  their  success.  But  this  will  be  found  a 
necessary  omission  in  tbe  exordiomy  and  there  will 
appear  no  such  defect  in  the  plan,  in  which  a  most 
important  event  is  brought  to  pass,  no  less  than  tbe 
planting  a  considerable  colony  of  antiquaries,  who 
are  as  efiectually  founded  as  if  Jupiter  had  granted 
them  a  charter  in  the  first  book.  And  it  must  be 
obsen'ed,  that  by  bringing  this  about  indirectly  and 
unexpectedly,  there  is  avoided  a  great  impropriety. 
For  it  being  the  peculiar  character  of  Scribierus 
ahd  all  his  associates,  to  devise  fbr  themselves 
schemes  altogether  fruitless  and  impracticable.  It 
would  be  the  utmost  breach  of  consistency  to  let 
them  succeed  in  any  thing  they  bad  proposed. 

yet  such  was  his  infatuation  to  the  ancient  Romans, 
that  he  changed  his-tene  from  Peter  to  IVm- 
ponius,  renounced  the  Christian  religkm,  paid  di- 
vine honours  to  Romulus,  affiscted  other  pagan 
ceremonies,  &c.  &c.  &c.  Romanie  autem  vetus- 
tatis  tanttts  erat  admirator,  ut  cum  e  salario  disci- 
pulorum  agellnm  &  domunculum  in  Quirinali  sibi 
parasset  in  ea  natalem  urbis  ooleret  &  Romulunu 
Idem  quoties  marmor  alx|ttod  efibderetnr  ex  uibis 
minis  illacrymabatur,  ac  causam  ragatns,  addebat, 
Admonitu  meliorum  temponun  ploro^  VoMiiia  de 
Historicis  Latinis. 
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Here  I  MppowtOOM  Cfitict  will  cry  out,  «  Why 
thco  ■  he  made  to  succeed  in  the  art  of  making: 
gold }  Th»  fuDdunente]  maxim  of  showing  all  the 
hcn»*s  pmnits  vain  and  fhiitlen  is  overthrown  by 
tbe  socoessful  ending  of  the  poem."  To  such  1  can 
Miy  reconmend  to  reooonder  the  end  of  the  poem, 
sod  hy  iaying  seratal  paamgcs  together  to  observe 
bow  they  explahi  one  another.  It  is  first  to  be 
noted  Chat  the  lead  is  not  said  to  have  obtained  any 
other  pnpeity  of  gold  than  colour,  which  is  very 
hr  from  a  fondamental  alteration.  The  aealous 
siebyoMli,  and  not  the  poet,  insinoate  that  the 
vorkb  aocomplisbed.  At  the  same  time  Scrib- 
leros  cuts  the  throat  of  a  cow  ana  undertakes  to 
bring  her  to  life  again,  so  that  you  have  nothing 
but  the  bare  word  of  one  opinionated  viskmary  for 
the  latter,  which  yon  know  to  be  impossible,  and 
that  of  seveml  such  aa  himself  for  the  former, 
which  may  be  proved  by  demonstration  to-  be^so. 
Doet  this  look  like  success  ?  Supposing  it  had  that 
appeatanca,  is  it  not  all  destroyed  by  his  last  speech, 
wberem  he  discovers  a  presentiment  that  their  hopes 
will  be  defeated  by  two  great  vices :  their  own 
fotiy  and  impiety  in  giving  the  honour  of  this  suc- 
cess to  a  mortal,  mm)  peying  him  divine  rites, 
vbich  at  the  same  time  raiaes  in  him  a  vice  (vanity) 
wfakh  he  baa  been  paitksnlarly  warned  against  as 
dotmctive  of  his  suooem. 

The  singular  propriety  which  attends  this  plan 

of  having  an  heio  whose  manners  are  conformable 

to  the  mannen  of  the  poem,  made  me  cautions  how 

1  introduced  any  chamcter  who  mi^ht  not  thmk 

and  talk  in  the  same  stram  :  I  considered  yet  for- 

tber,  that  as  the  work  for  tlie  most  part  was  a 

Criticism  upon  folse    and  useless  philosophy,  it 

would  be  a  propriety  to  use  similes  and  allusions 

I       tiken  from  the .  abcmrd  or  trifling  parts  of  natural 

I       history  and  philosophy.    And  as  I  endeavoured  to 

I       reject  every  thing  'that  was  not  consonant  with  this 

doign,  so  I  thought  it  would  tend  to  the  perfecHon 

of  the  work  to  bring  in  every  thing  that  was.    The 

obaervatkn  of  these  two  rules  has,  I  fear,  two  very 

I       bid  effects.    It  excludes  some  things,  that  might 

!       hne  been  entertaining,  and  it  admits  some    that 

•re  not  so :  and  this  is  the  reason  why  I  said  above 

that  I  admire  some  of  our  mock-heroics  for  their 

my  faults. 

Such  ornaments  as  were  not  foreign  to  my  de- 
sgn  I  have  introduced  as  often  as  I  found  a  place 
he  them.  Of  this  kind  are  such  particulars  in  art 
or  nature  as  are  iy>t  commonly  known.  Thus  I  have 
taken  an  occasion,  in  describing  the  Cave  of  Ru- 
Door,  to  give  an  exact  representation  of  the  famous 
latomic,  and  of  a  no  less  surprising  phenomenon 
ia  nature,  by  giving  the  Surinam  toad  for  one  of 
the  prizes.  I  have  also  observed  a  strict  accuracy 
in  the  description  of  a^y  thing  philosophical  or 
mechanical :  <*  Thus  the  account  of  the  Plica-Po- 
koica  in  the  dd  Book,  and  the  artiicial  wings  in 
the  4th,  are  both  taken  from  the  Philosophical 


It  would  hive  seemed  pedantw  as  well  as  tedious 
to  haie  been  too  minutely  accurate  in  some  parti- 
ooltts.  One  instance  may  serve  to  show  how  I 
btve  m  general  avoided  it  The  mmarets  of  Cairo 
differ  from  the  general  shape  of  the  minarets,  and 
am  diAcnIt  to  describe,  as  not  being  of  a  mathe- 
aatieal  figure;   tbeieforey  though  they  are  the 


Minarets  I  speak  of  in  the  test,  I  cboie  in  the  note 
to  describe  the  more  general  form. 

It  may  be  proper  to  add  a  few  hints  for  such 
readelY  as  are  not  very  conversant  with  burlesque 
writings.  In  the  versification  they  will  find  now 
and  then  a  mock  dignity  and  solemnity  affected, 
the  emptiness  of  which  may  be  past  over  undisco- 
vered by  an  hasty  reader,  but  will  appear  to  a  very 
slight  examination.  There  is  not  a  more  impertJ* 
nent  fault  in  modem  poetry  than  the  frequency  of 
moral  reflections,  which  are  generally  delivered  in 
metaphor,  a  figure  used  with  so  little  accuracy, 
that  you  seldom  find  an  author  carry  it  through 
six  lines  without  changing  it  more  than  once,  and 
that  in  a  much  more  glaring  way  than  I  have  done, 
in  those  lines  which  are  written  on  purpose  to  ridi- 
cnle-these  moral  reflcctioos  and  change  of  metaphor. 
I  mean  the  apostrophe  in  the  3d  B.  line  290.  This 
is  endeavoured  to  be  explained  in  note  on  I.  201  of 
B.  4.  as  far  as  could  be  done,  without  the  breach  of 
that  Irony  which  is  observed  as  strictly  in  the  notes 
as  in  the  text,  and  which  is  the  cause  a(  the  demand 
for  this  preface.  To  such  aa  are  little  acquainted 
with  irony,  I  must  recommend  to  remember  that 
they  are  to  expect  it  frequently,  and  may  often  be 
misled  by  it  if  they  are  off  their  guard.  '  They  will 
find  this  figure  strongest  in  the  foUow'mg  notes, 
s  a  2.  line  123.  B.  3.  line  11.  23.  37.  103.  B.  4. 
line  68.  161.  189.201.230. 

By  irony  is  generally  understood  the  sayiog  one 
thing  and  meaning  another.  Then  how  shall  it 
be  known  whether  a  bnitoque  writer  means  the 
thing  he  says,  or  the  contrary  ?  This  is  only  to  he 
found  by  attontk>n  and  a  comparison  of  passages. 
Let  us  endeavour  to  see  this  by  an  instance.  Scrib- 
lerus  is  promised  the  grand  elixir,  it  is  freqnently 
insinuated  that  he  is  to  poKess  this  secret  of  trans- 
muting metals  and  prolonging  life,  and  the  work 
concludes  without  explaimng  directly  that  he  is 
disappointed  in  his  expectationSb  But  will  it  not 
appear  that  these  expectatioos  are  ironically  given, 
when  we  find  all  preceding  ones  to  have  been  so  i 
For  of  all  the  many  prophecies  delivered  to  him, 
the  only  one  fulfilled  is  that  of  bis  being  reduced 
to  a  stato  of  beggary  in  his  punuit  of  alchymy. 

The  goose  and  goslings  will  seem  more  vulgar 

<  This  is  intended  as  a  censure  on  those  who 
pay  an  undistinguishing  veneration  to  great  names, 
and  persuade  themselves  to  admire  weak  and  idle 
passages  in  their  favourite  author,  which  they 
would  treat  with  the  utmost  contempt  if  they  found 
them  any  where  else.  The  satire  is  levelled  against 
these  learned  men,  as  they  are  called,  and  not 
against  Plato,  whom  I  would  gladly  vindicate  from 
the  impuUtion  of  the  romantic,  by  supposing  the 
passage  written  in  compliance  to  the  popular 
religion.  * 

Some  old  commentators  on  Virgil,  whose  notion 
Ruseus  rejects,  liave  imagined  that  the  laurel  which 
grew  over  the  altar  in  the  S.  B.  of  the  iEneid  was 
an  artificial  tree,  whose  body,  branches  and  leaves 
were  gold ;  with  fruits  of  precious  stones.  This 
notion  however  shows  that  such  artificial  trees  were 
exhibited  at  their  sacrifices  and  religious  mysteries, 
and  whatever  made  a  part  of  the  scenery  in  the 
mysteries  was  always  transplanted  by  the  writers 
mto  their  Elysium. 
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to  the  nnlearned  tliftn  to  the  learned  reader,  amJ 
so  must  tlie  wig  in  the  flrrt  booki  to  all  who  do 
not  know  that  these  are  written  with  the  view  of 
imitating  two  passages  in  Virgil,  llius  there  are 
abo  many  lines  which  must  appear  very  strange  to 
those  who  do  not  recollect  such  passages  of  the 
ancients  as  they  allude  to. 

The  goose  and  goslings  are^  in  ioutation  of  Virgil, 
called 

a  strange  portent. 


Scriblenis,  6.  VI.  asks  the  name  of  a  town  which 
it  is  evident  be  knew,  a  thing  very  common  in 
Homer. 

Thus  Scribleros, 

■■  Ah  !  seek  not  now  to  know 

A  series  of  unutterable  tiroe, 
in  imitation  of  these  lines  of  Pope*8  Homer, 

Prepare  then,  said  Telemaehnsp  to  know 

A  tale  from  falahood  free,  not  free  Irom  «oe. 
when  there  ia  not  much  woe  in  either  of  their  tales. 

To  complete  the  design  of  mock  gravity,  the 
author  and  editors  are  represented  full  as  great 
enthnsiast^  as  the  hero ;  therefore,  as  aH  thiQgs 
•re  supposed  to  apfMar  to  them  in  the  same  light 
as  they  do  to  him,  there  aie  several  things  which 
they  oould  not  explam  without  laying  aside  their 
assumed  character.  An  instance  of  this  may  serve 
to  explain  a  passage  which  cannot  be  understood, 
but  by  thoce  who  have  seen  the  desserts  at  Ihshiona- 
Ue  entertaivmienta,  at  which  there  ate  generally 
mixed  with  the  real  fruit,  several  fruits  made  of 
ffugar  pastet  and  coloured  to  a  very  near  resem- 
blance ;  In  each  of  these  are  enclosed  two  French 
verses,  importing  srnne  quaint  oonceit  on  love. 
This  could  not  be  told'  in  the  notes,  beehuse,  as  the 
author  has  supposed  it  to  be  a  real  nut,  the  cditora 
should  not  discover  it  to  be  artificial. 

The  having  written  so  ratich  in  asnimad  eharac 
lers,  made  it,  In  a  manner,  necessary  Ibr  me  to 
write  something  in  my  own,  to  which  I  shall  not 
seruple  to  put  my  name,  as  I  flatter  myself  I  have 
shown  throughout  my  hook,  that  the  IbUies  of 
mankind  provoke  my  laughter  and  not  my  spleen  ; 
and  so  long  as  they  hav«  this  eflect  on  me,  I  can- 
not  have  any  great  quarrel  against  them.  It  may 
plainly  be  perceived,  that  T  have  industriously  kept 
clear  of  much  strong  satire  which  naturally  pre- 
sented itself  in  a  work  of  this  nature,  and  particu- 
larly of  personal  reflections. 

Quod  vitiom  procul  abfbre  Chartis, 

Atque  auimo  prius,  ut  si  quid  promittere  de  me 

Possum  aliud,  yere  promiUo.  Horace. 

BlCflASO  OWSM  CAMSaiDCJt. 


THS 

SCRIBLERiAD. 

BOOK  tH>  rUfT* 


Asctficurc. 
Xn  post,  in  psopsanf  Mssulyod;  idisosv«s  Sitvm, 
or  Time,  to  be  an  enemy  ta  his  hero.     Then 
briafly  touching  the  caufe  of  his  enmity,  hastens 


into  the  mklait  of  things,  and  prannts  Seriblntd 
with  his  associates  traversing  the  vast  deserts  of 
Africa,  in  quest  of  the  Petrified  City.  Saturn, 
perceiving  be  has  now  an  oppsitnnity  of  coo- 
summate  revc«nge,  by  depriving  the  hero  of  hii 
life,  and,  what  is  far  nmre  dear  to  him,  his 
fiime ;  prevails  on  MkA%mb  to  raises  by  a  whirl- 
wind, a  storm  of  sand  over  his  head,  and  to  burf 
him  and  his  companions  at  once  in  oUiviva 
Scriblerus*s  speech  ;  he  discovers  the  utinoit 
magnanimity ;  and  seomlng  so  base  a  desth,  l»j 
an  unparalleled  punence  of  mind,  eteets  a  stmc- 
ture  of  all  his  rarities,  and  setting  fire  to  it,  pr»- 
pares  to  throw  himself  amidKl  the  flame&  The 
god,  taking  the  sacrifice  of  so  large  a  collection 
as  a  full  submission,  conseats  to  spare  bis  life ; 
but  to  frustrate  his  present  expectations,  directs 
the  cloud  of  dust  to  fali  on  the  Petrified  Citv, 
which  is  thereby  buried.  Soriblerus,  unable  to 
survive  the  loss  of  histraasnras,  is  prevented  frois 
proMCttting  his  design  of  bnraing  himself  by  a 
miracle,  wrought  by  the  hiteiposition  of  the  gnl 
Momus.  After  a  Cruitless  search  of  six  days 
more,  his  oompanioos  pmss  him  to  retarn. 
Seriblerus's  speech  to  them :  be  persists  is  bii 
resolution  of  continuing  the  seaivb,  till  be  is  dis- 
suaded from  it  by  Albcitus,  who  relates  to  him  s 
fictitious  dream.  ScriMofos  pronounces  so  eu- 
logy on  prophetic  dreams.  Ht  sceonnts  his  own 
dream  ;  and  lamonts  th«  soaraity  and  oacep- 
tainty  of  all  other  modern  omciak  Aibcitos 
advises  him  to  consult  a  Morpioph,  whom  be 
describes. 


The  tnuch-endnring  man*,  whose  ciirioos  soul 
Bore  him,  with  ceaseless  toil,  finom  pole  to  pdf, 
Insatiate,  endless  knowledge  to  obtain^ 
Thro*  woes  by  land,  thro*  dangers  on  tbe  mam, 
New  woes,  new  dangers  de8tin*d  to  engAge, 
By  wnthful  Saturn's  unrelenting  rage, 
I  sing.    Calliope,  the  cause  relate. 
Whence  sprung  the  jealous  god's  irmnortal  hate. 

Long  had  his  scythe,  with  unrelated  sway, 
Spread  wide  his  conquests:  all  aronnd  hhn  lay 
l^e  boastfbl  victims  that  proclatmM  him  great. 
And  earth- bom  splendour  perisb'd  at  his  fat; 
^^en,  like  the  Titans,  the  Scriblerian  line 
Opposed,  with  mortal  arms,  his  pow*r  divine  ; 
Prom  dark  oblivion  snateh'd  the  moald'ring  spoil, 
Worked  as  he  work*d,  and  baffled  fbroe  with  toil 
Hence  first  the  god*s  severe  resentment  flow'd  >, 
Till  rippnM  vengeance  in  his  bosom  gl<n^d. 

Scribterus  now  had  left  the  fhiitftil  Nile : 
(At  once  the  nurse  and  parent  of  the  soil  *.) 
Say,  goddess,  say,  what  ni^geot  cause  demEScndi 
His  dangerous  travel  o'er  the  pathless  nods. 

^  The  wrath  of  9atum  against  Seriblenis  and  his 
alfres,  is  here  declared  to  have  the  same  {bondatkxi 
with  his  rei>entm^Dt  recorded  m  the  .IbUowiog  epi- 
gram: 

Pox  on*t,  quoth  Time  to  Tbomas  Heaim^ 
Whatever  I  forgot,  you  Ifitm. 

»  Tha  aneicMla  beKsted  all  that  pait  of  9mi 
JmIs  is  caliaA  Delta,  to  hsN»baen^  origiMlly^  a 

tog;  and  that  tha soil  was  main  (aaitisiMMrfo- 

tilised^  by  the  inundations  of  the  Nile. 
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Tn  one  drmd  nigbt,  a  pfttrlfyftig  blast  \ 
pisrtentous,  o'er  astnnUh*(l  Afric  past ; 
Whose  fury,  spent  on  on«  deroteA  town, 
Traosfonii'd  the  whole,  with  Oorfon  force,  to  stooe. 
Each  snfter  substance,  in  that  direfol  hour, 
¥.r*n  life,  confess'd  the  cold  pctrtflc  powV. 
While  yet  she  plies  the  danf*e,  the  buxom  maid 
Feels  the  chill  panp  her  stifl^n'd  limbs  invade : 
Thro'  the  wann  veins  of  boiling  youth  they  spread, 
And  fix  the  bridegroom  in  the  genial  bed. 

Oig  with  this  scene,  which  all  his  soul  possessM, 
Nine  days  Scriblcrus  trod' the  dreary  waste. 
When  !»atum  thus :  "  Behold,  this  hour  demands 
The  long-storM  vengeance  from  my  tardy  hands. 
How  oft  have  Mars  and  Vulcan  swept  away 
The  pride  of  nations  in  one  wrathful  day  ? 
lofenor  powers !  shalt  I,  their  elder,  ^)ear 
Wth  this  rebellious  race  a  lingVing  war? 
Or,  by  One  vigorous  and  decisive  blow, 
AtoDoe  their  triumphs  and  their  hopes  overthrow  ?^ 

Now,  flxt  in  wrath,  the  sounding  vault  he  gains 
Where  .Solus  his  airy  sway  maintains. 
When  thus ;  **  Dread  monarch  of  this  drear  abode. 
Hear  my  request,  assist  a  suppliant  god. 
If,  by  my  friendly  aid,  the  mouldering  tow*r 
Totters,  at  length,  a  victim  to  thy  powV : 
If  e*er  my  influence  to  thy  force  was  joinM, 
0 !  calm  the  pangs  of  my  long-sufTrii^  mitfd, 
Tuni  from  my  arms,  a  daring  traitor  bears 
The  taboun  of  a  thousand  anxious  years. 
I/jaded  with  these,  his  sacrilegious  bands, 
Prom  eldest  Egypt,  trace  the  Libyan  sands. 
H:i5te,  then,  the  friendly  office  to  perform  : 
Cill  all  thy  winds,  and  swell  th'  impetuous  storm. 
R')U  the  dry  desert  o'er  yon  impioos  host. 
Till,  with  their  hopes,  tht'ir  memory  be  lost." 

So  spake  the  god.    Th*  aerial  king  comply*d. 
And,  with  his  sceptre,  strnck  the  mountain's  side. 
Load  thunders  the  rent  rock  ;  and  from  within, 
*  Out  rush,  resistless,  with  imjf^uous  din. 
The  hoarse  rude  winds ;  and  sweeping  o'er  the  land. 
In  circling  oddies  whirl  th'  uplifted  sand. 
The  dusty  clouds  in  curling  Volumes  rise, 
And  the  loose  mountam  seems  to  threat  the  skies. 
Th'  astooish'd  bend  behold,  with  ghastly  fear, 
Thar  fleetmg^gffaw  cBSpiwidiid  ia  the  air  «. 
Thas  they  «nmeiily,  while  the  dauntless  chief    ' 
Beteay'd  no  poMen  btit  tndi^iMnt  grief; 
Whieh  ttes  bsoke  fartkT    «'  How  bleae'd  the  ouui 

whawneaM* 
f  MB  gloriuQS  dcsth  MRMNt  Its  briglilest  fiuiie. 

^Ste  BiogrepKia  Brilanatoa,  under  the  article 
IXgby,  page  1711.  See  also.  Shaw's  Trarels^  last 
edition,  artic  Res.  Sem. 

[Mr.  Cambridge,  by  means  of  Dr.  Pocock,  inl^r- 
^o^ated  three  African  a^ibossadors,  wbo  all  con- 
curred in  the  firm  belief  o^'a  perri6ed  city.]  E. 
— '—  Pars  pluHma  teme 
Tollitor,  h  nunquaoi  resoluto  vertioe  pendet. 

Lucan.  1.  9. 
The  whirling  dust,  like  waves  in  eddies  wrought, 
Hisiog  alofty  to  the  mid-beav'n  is  caught ; 
There  hangs  a  sollep. cloud ;  nor  fells  againj 
Nor  breaiks  like  geuUe  vajpours  into  rain,  &c. 

Rpwe. 
^9s^  the  speeches  of  Ulysses  en4  JBneas. 

Odyn.  Rv.    £neid,  B;  i. 


O !  had  kind  fete  onlainM  me  to  expire, 

Like  great  Bmpedocles  in  Etna's  fere  * ! 

Had  I  partook  immortal  Pliny's  doom  '' ; 

(Had  fem'd  Vesuvio^s  ashes  been  my  tomb :) 

Or  shar'd  the  fate  of  yon  portentous  town, 

And  stood,  my  own  sad  monument,  a  stone ; 

Wide  o'er  the  world  my  spreading  fame  had  rnng^ 

By  evVy  Muse  in  ct'ry  region  sung. 

'  A  shameful  fete  now  hides  my  hapless  head, 

*  Un-wept,  un-noted,  and  for  ever  dead  V 

Yet — for  I  scorn  the  base  ignoble  death. 

Nor  will  I.  to  vile  du^  resign  my  breath, 

— Be  something  done,  worthy  each  moment  past, 

And  O  !  not  unbecoming  of  the  last. 

Lei  the  brave  phenix  my  example  be, 

(That  phenix,  now  alas !  T  ne'er  must  see) 

His  pile  Biagnific  the  great  thought  inspire, 

And  my  choice  treasures  light  the  glorious  pyie. 

Then  wHI  1  rise  amid  the  circling  flame. 

In  death  a  rival  to  Calanus'  feme  K 

No  mnre  shall  Greece  or  Rome  their  heroes  boast. 

But  all  their  pride  in  envy  shall  be  lost" 

He  said.     His  friends  in  pyral  order  kiid 
Six  ample  coflfins  of  the  royal  dead : 
The  tree  which  beai^  hnperial  Pharoah's  nainei<^. 
By  age  uninjur'd  form'd  their  lasting  frame. 
On  the<«,  two  mighty  crocodiles  were  plaeH) ; 
0*er  wh^ch  an  huge  unmeasured  skin  was  cast ; 
'Hiis  spoil  the  hippopotamus  bestow'd : 
Scarce  four  stout  youths  support  the  pond'roos  Toed» 
On  the  broad  skin  the  sage  with  pions  pains 
Disposed  the  six  great  monarchs  dear  remains ; 
SesostriSv  Pheron,  and  his  virtuous  dame  *i,' 
Cheops,  Psammetichus,  immortal  name ! 
And  Cleopatra's  all-accomplish'd  frame. 
Tliis  done,  two  camels  fh>ni  the  troop  be  stays. 
And  the  pil'd  fet  around  the  mummie  lays. 
Next,  ravish'd  from  the  sacred  catacomb  <*, 
He  draws  the  ibis  ftom  his  conic  tomb. 

c  ...^  Deus  immortalis  haberi 

Dnm  ciipitCnipedoclee,  ardentem,  iWgidns  Btnam 
Insifuit—  Horace* 

"^  The  death  of'Plmy,  the  natmtil  historian,  ia 
finely  described  by  his  nephew,  Plhiy  the  younger, 
in  his  epistle  to  Taoitus.  Jam  navibuB  eims  tnoid^ 
ra^.  Jam  pumice  &  fra^i  {ttne  lapid)^  . . .  Guber- 
natori  at  retro  flecteret,  monenti  foii«s,  inquit, 
fortune  juvat. .  .  .  Deinde  flammie  flaraaianimqu^ 
pnenunctu^,  ordor  sulphnris,  alios  in  fugam  vertunt 
excitant  iHum. . . .  Concidit  crassiore  caliginespf- 
ritu  obstructo.     lib.  vi.  Epist  16. 

^  Two  lines  from  the  speech  of  Ulysses  in  Pope** 
Odyssey,  B.  ▼.  1.  401. 

9  Calanns,  the  Indian  philosopher,  was  somneh 
beloved  by  Alexander,  that  he  hanoured  his  death 
with  a  funeral  pomp,  worthy  his  own  roagpificence : 
he  drew  out  his  army,  and  ordered  perfumes  to  be 
thrown  on  the  pile,  where  Calanus  placed  himself 
richly  clothed,  and  did  not  stir,  nor  show  any  sigi^ 
of  pain,  when  the  flames  encompossed  him. 

10  This  troe  is  by  some  called  Pharoah's  Gg,  by. 
others  sycamore,  from  muf.  The  wood  is  so  re- 
markably durable,  that  many  coffins,  which  are 
undoubtedly  upwards  of  2000  years  old,  are  to  be 
seen  at  this  day  without  any  ngn  of  rottenness. 

11  See  Herodotus. 

M  One  of  the  cataoombs  w«s  enkiMly  set  apart  for 
thesttj^lehreoftfteibis.  They  were  celled  the  My 
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FomIs  be  placM  tad  gawdy  shdh  aroniid ; 

The  shield,  his  ciadle  once,  the  structure  crown'd^. 

High  on  the  coroers  of  the  ample  base 

Egyptian  sculpture  claims  ao  honoured  place. 

Here  bold  Osiris*  awful  form  appears : 

Great,  Isis  there  the  hallowM  sistrum  bears. 

Harpocrates,  the  worship  of  the  wise : 

And  proud  Canopus,  conscious  of  the  prize  ^*, 

The  vanquish 'd  rival  of  his  pow*r  defies* 

The  structure  now  oomplete,  the  anxious  chief 

Brings  forth  the  dry  papyrus'  sacred  leaf.: 

A  sigh  from  his  unwilling  bosom  broke; 

Then  thus,  collected  in  himself,  he  spoke : 

'*  Illustrious  souls  of  Monster  and  of  Greece  \  ^^ 
Tho'  here  at  once  my  hopes  and  suff 'rings  oease ; 
Nor  shall  I,  like  my  ancestors  at  home. 
My  country  polish  with  the  laboured  tome  ; 
Nor  by  my  travel  (as  the  Samian  sage 
Enlightened  Greece)  instruct  the  present  age  ; 
Revive  the  long-lost  arts  of  ancient  war, 
The  deatbfiil  scorpion,  and  the  scythe-girt  car; 
Or  share,  with  Numa,  civic  fame,  and  found 
Old  Plato^s  patriot  laws  on  modem  ground: 
These  deep-laid  schemes  tho'  Saturn's  wrath  o'er- 
(Flis  anger  rising  as  my  honours  grow)         [throw, 
Virtue  shall  yet  her  sore  reward  receive, 
And  one  great  deed  my  dying  fame  retrieve." 

Then,  thrice  invoking  each  auspicious  name, 
Thro*  the  light  reed  he  spreads  the  wasting  flame; 
Xhe  melted  gums,  in  fragrant  volumes  rise. 
And  waft  a  various  incense  to  the  skies ; 
The  unctuous  fuel  feeds  the  greedy  fire. 
And  one  bright  flame  enwraps  the  blazing  pyre. 
Joy  touched  the  victor  god's  relenting  mind. 
Who  thus  address'd  the  monarch  of  the  wind : 
"  To  thee,  indulgent  deity,  I  owe 
This  full  submission  of  the  stubborn  foe« 
See  what  vast  tribute  one  important  hour 
Brings  to  my  throne,  and  subjects  to  my  pow'r* 
Enough.    This  ample  sa(n-ifice  alone 
Hie  tbeftr  and  crimes  of  ages  shall  atone. 
Yet  tho'  I  deign  his  abject  life  to  spare. 
Think  not  the  wretch  my  further  grace  shall  share. 
Nor  shall  bis  rebel  soul,  insulting,  boast 
Successful  toils  where  armies  have  been  lost— 
O'er  the  proud  town,  his  vain  pursuit,  shall  fall 
Yon  hov'ring  mass,  and  hide  her  long-sought  wall ; 
That  DO  remembrance,  but  an  empty  name. 
Be  left  to  vindicate  her  doubtful  fame  >«." 

birds,  and  had  in  great  veneration.  Being  supposed 
to  destroy  the  winged  serpents  in  tbeir  way  to 
Egypt,  (meeting  them  in  the  desert,)  which  would 
otherwise  have  infested  the  land.  They  were  em- 
balmed in  earthen  vessels  of  a  conic  figure. 
^  See  Mem.  of  Scriblenis. 

9  ^*  The  worshippers  of  fire  boasted  that  tbeir  god 
'was  able  to  destroy  the  idols  of  all  other  nations. 
.  A  subtile  priest  obtajned  the  prize  for  Canopos  by 
this  stratagem.  He  filled  his  divinity  with  water, 
and  stopped  with  wax  several  small  holes  which  be 
bad  bored  in  him.    The  wax  soon  melted,  and 

£ve  passage  to  the  water,  which  extinguished  the 
mes. 

i<  Scriblems's  fktber  was  of  Munster.    See  Me- 
moirs ef  Scriblenis,  the  beginning. 

>0  Some  critics  have  thought  oar  author  here 
uses  the  teniit  art  for  which  Eastatbras  so  gnatlx 
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He  said.    Already  the  tonniltiioas  band. 
With  prompt  obedience,  hear  their  kbg's  oommaod. 
Forbear  the  conflict,  and  to  Euros  yield 
The  long-contested  booourB  of  the  field. 

Sudden  the  loaded  atmosphere  was  clear'd. 
The  glad  horizon  and  bright  day  appeared. 
Freed  firom  the  horrours  of  impending  fote. 
Each  raptur'd  friend  salutes  his  rescu'd  mate : 
But  not  such  transports  touch'd  Scriblerns'  breast. 
His  glorious  purpose  all  his  soul  possess'd. 
In  vain  to  dqn-ecate  the  rssh  design. 
With  tears  his  friends  thehr  food  entreaties  joiD. 

'<  Alas !»  he  cries,  <<  what  booU  it  now  to  live  } 
Since  I  my  perish'd  treasures  must  survive. 
Cut  from  my  hopes,  by  this  devouring  fire. 
While  yet  I  may,  O  !  let  me  mount  the  pyre. 
Again  should  wild  tornados  bring  despair, 
When  hov'ring  death  shall  threaten  from  the  air. 
This  pile  consum'd,  remains  there  ought  to  save 
My  body  from  an  ignominious  grave } 
Let  vulgar  souls  for  doubtful  life  contend  ; 
Be  mine  the  boast  of  an  heroic  end." 

This.Momus  heard ;  and,  from  Olympua'  height, 
To  distant  Libya  wing'd  his  rapid  flight 
Sudden  he  joins  the  rath  Scriblerus'  side. 
While  good  Albertus'  form  the  god  belied  i\ 
Instant,  behold !  the  guardian  pow*r  oommanda 
A  spark  to  issue  frOm  the  blazing  brands; 
Which  fell,  directed,  on  the  sage's  head. 
And  sodden  flames  around  his  temples  sprted. 
The  subtle  god  the  destin'd  moment  watch'd 
Swift  from  his  head  the  hairy  texture  snatch'd. 
And,  unperceiv'd,  amidst  the  crowd's  amaze» 
A  soaring  rocket  in  the  cawl  conveys. 
The  latent  fraud,  portentous,  cuts  the  air. 
And  bears,  thro'  distant  skies,  the  blazing  hur  >*. 

When  thus  the  god,  in  sage  Albertns'  ^ 
*'  Behold  this  wond'roos  omen,  and  rejoice. 


commends  Homer  in  his  prophecy  of  the  Phaead- 
ans ;  where  he  says, 

mound  on  mound. 

Shall  bury  these  proud  tow'rs  beneath  the  ground* 

Odysa.  L  8. 
The  poet,  says  he,  invents  this  fiction,  to  prevent 
posterity  from  searching  after  this  island  of  the 
Pbseacians,  and  to  preserve  his  story  from  detec- 
tion of  felsification ;  and  after  the  same  manner  as 
he  introduces  Neptune  and  the  rivers  of  Troy, 
bearing  away  the  wall  which  the  Greeks  had  raised 
as  a  fortification  before  the  navy.  But  our  poet 
wanteth  no  such  art,  there  being  many  at  this  day 
ready  to  assert  the  truth  of  the  catastrophe  of  that 
unfortunate  city,  which  Dr.  Shaw  has  in  vam  at- 
tempted to  discredit  in  the  Appendix  to  his  Travels. 

I''  He  was  son  to  Albertus  mentioned  in  the  Me- 
moirs, and  consequently  first  cousin  to  ScriUeras ; 
see  the  character  of  the  father :  <<  Albertns  was  a 
discreet  man,  sober  in  his  opinions,  clear  of  pe- 
dantry, and  knowing  enough  both  in  books  and  in 
the  world,  to  preserve  a  due  regard  for  whatever 
was  useful  or  excellent,  whether  ancient  or  modern : 
if  he  had  not  always  the  authority,  he  had  at  least 
tlie  art,  to  divert  Gornelitts  from  many  extrava- 
gancies."   Mem.  Scrib.  chap.  vi. 

1*  In  the  same, manner  Andiises  [Ep.  B.  S.]  is 
prerented  from  perishing  in  tiie  flames  of  IVoy,  by 
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Lo  !  great  ScriUenis,  what  the  hte§  unfold ; 
At  teogth  ooDvtnc'd,  thy  rash  attempt  with-hold. 
The  gods  declare  that  thy  illustrious  head 
Such  effluent  iriory  shall  around  thee  shed, 
As,  wide  dispensmg  its  eternal  rays, 
Shall  fill  th'  enligliten'd  nations  with  amaze." 

The  yielding  chief  observes  the  heav'n-mark'd 
Accept!  the  omen,  and  obeys  the  god.  [road, 

Sz  aradous  days  they  trace  the  dreary  plains 
With  fruitless  search ;  so  Satnrn's  wrath  ordains. 
His  murm*ring  friends  the  scant  provision  mourn. 
And  urge  th'  unwilling  hero  to  return. 
But  stem  resentment  fires  his  glowing  breast ; 
While  thus  his  wrath  th'  indignant  sage  express'd* 
*'  O  dastard  staves,  from  glory's  field  to  fly  », 
And  basely  tremble  ere  the  danger 's  nigh ! 
Csn  you,  full-feasted,  mutter  discontent, 
Ignobly  faint  ere  half  your  stores  are  spent  ? 
Riecuro,  unworthy  of  the  generous  toil,  ^ 

Bock  to  the  sluggish  borders  of  the  Nile. 
Faithful  Albertus  shall  alone  partake  [sake : 

I         Those  dear-bought  honours  which  your  fbars  for- 
!         Govards,  reflect  on  Cato's  steadier  host », 
I         Unmov'd  and  dauntless  on  this  dreary  coast ; 
'         Like  them,  in  all  our  travel,  have  we  found 
Asps  in  the  welt,  or  serpents  in  the  gitnind  t 
Have  we  th'  invadmg  basilisk  to  fear  } 
Ck  winged  poisons  dalrting  through  the  air  } 
Yet  not  these  perils  shook  their  firmer  souls  ; 
While  your  resolvei  a  distant  (bar  controls  : 
Oimp  with  the  prospect  of  a  future  dearth. 
Nor  dare  ye  trust  the  all-«istaining  earth. 
I  *'  Nigh  to  these  plains,  a  nation  seek  their  food  >', 

Higfa  in  the  branches  of  the  lofty  wood ; 
■        From  the  green  boughs  they  crop  the  recent  sprouti 
And  feed  luxurious  on  the  tender  shoot 

"  Southward  the  hard  Rhiasophagi  prepare  ^^, 
With  marshy  rotits,  their  coarse  yet  wholesome  fhre. 
Fiom  slimy  Nile  the  rank  unsav'ry  reed, 
A  pounded  mass,  in  artless  loaves  they  knead : 
And  hi  the  sun-beams  bake  the  bulbous  bread. 

"The  fierce  BisaltB  milk  the  nursipg  mareH, 
Bfix  her  rich  blood,  and  swill  the  luscious  £sre : 


a  meteoroos  appearance  which  they  obterve  di- 
recth^  its  passage  towardi  Mount  Ida. 

Sgnantemqne  Tias  -^— 

Their  first  ditooveiy  of  this  oaien,  is  frem  the  head 
of 


Ecce  levis  summo  de  verticf  visus  liUi 
Fonden  lumen  apex. 

^In  this  speech  the  hero  discovers  a  most 
vnaziag  greatness  of  soul,  joined  with  wonderful  art 
CMsr  in  a  parallel  case,  told  his  fearful  soldiers, 
he  vould  march  accompanied  only  with  his  tenth 
legion:  and  Alesander,  with  less  art,  though  more 
nshacss,  said,  he  would  go  alone.  Solus  ire  perse- 
^jenbo,  its  reduces  domos.  Ite,desertorege,ovantes. 
Ego  hie  a  vobis  dcsperatse  victoria,  aut  honesta 
Bocti,  locum  inveniaoL    Q.  Curt  is.  2. 

*Lncan.L  k. 

**  This  nation,  called  the  Ulophagi,  is  described 
sy  Diodoras  Siculus,  L  iii.  c.  84. 

«  Diodoras  Sicnhts,  L  iii.  c.  83. 

^  Bisalta  quo  more  solent  acerque  Gelonus 

^^  fogit  in  Blndopen,  atque  in  deserta  Getarom, 


And  the  foul  cynocephalis  sustains, 

With  her  drained  udder,  the  Medimnian  swains. 

<<  Strange  to  relate  !  near  &m'd  Hydaspes*  floQd, 
For  their  support  they  rear  the  pois'nous  brood; 
The  viper,  toad,  and  scorpion,  are  their  food  ^. 

"  Nay,  ev'n  in  these  uncultivated  plains. 
The  swarming  locust  feeds  the  ]\ungry  swains  ^« 
Far-length'ning  fires  extend  along  the  coast. 
And  intercept  the  close-embattted  host 
Firm  and  compact,  tlie  troops  in  deep  array, 
Urg^d  from  behind,  pursue  their  deathful  way. 
The  swains  with  salt  their  future  feast  pref»are^ 
And  one  boon  hour  supplies  the  wasting  year. 

"  And  doubt  we  now  our  journey  to  ei^end, 
While  yet  our  beasts  beneath  their  bnithens  bend  ? 
Whose  flesh  alone  might  all  our  wants  supply. 
And  give  not  only  life,  but  luxury. 
Faint  with  the  distant  chase,  the  Tartar  drains 
Reviving  cordials  from  his  courser's  veins  ! 
The  hungry  traveler  in  the  dreary  waste 
Vrom  the  slain  camel  shares  a  rich  repast : 
While  parch'd  with  thirst,  he  hails  tbeplenteoos  well. 
Found  in  the  stomach's  deep  capacious  cell : 
Ev'n  their  tough  skins  an  hard  support  might  yield  ; 
And  soldiers  oft  have  eat  the  stubborn  shield  is." 

Thus  ihr  the  sage.    When  viewing  all  aitMmd 
Their  wearied  eyes  in  sleep's  soft  fetters  bound,  ' 
Stretched  on  the  sand,  he  leaves  the  slamb'ring  crew. 
Himself  indignant  to  his  tent  withdrew. 

Rous'd  with  the  dawn,  the  good  Albertus  beol 
His  careful  footsteps  to  the  sage*s  tent 
Earnest  he  seemed,  with  meditated  art. 
Some  deep  important  counsel  to  impart. 
When  thus  :  **  This  night  when  sleep  had  clos'd 
I  saw  a  band  of  f^orious  forms  arise  :     [mine  eyes. 
The  great  Albertus,  author  of  my  line. 
And  all  that  boast  afiinity  to  thine : 

£t  lac  ooncretum  cum  sanguine  potat  eqnino. 
Virg.  Oeorg.  lib.  iiu  lin.  46 1. 

When  for  drink  and  fbod« 

They  mix  their  cruddled  milk  with  horse's  blood. 

Dryden* 
^  llie  prince  of  Cambay's  daily  food 
Is  asp,  and  basilisk,  and  toad ; 
Which  makes  him  have  so  strong  a  breath,    ' 
Each  night  he  stinks  a  queen  to  death. 

Uudibras, 
^Dibdorns  relates  many  particulars  of  these 
Acridq>hagi,  I.  iii.  c.  29.  Dr.  Shaw,  speaking  of 
these  locusts  in  his  Travels,  page  257,  says,  *'  Those 
which  I  saw  were  much  bigger  than  our  grasshop- 
pers. It  was  surprising  to  observe,  that  no  soon- 
er were  any  of  thenk  hatched,  than  they  collected 
themselves  into  a  body  of  about  two  hundred  yards 
square;  which,  marching  forward,  climbed  over 
trees  and  houses,  and  eat  up  every  plant  in  their 
way.  The  inhabitants,  placing  in  a  row  great 
quantities  of  heath,  stubble,  S&c.  set  them  on  fire 
upon  the  approach  of  the  locusts.  But  all  this  was 
to  no  purpose,  for  the  fires  were  quickly  put  out 
by  infiiiite  swarms  succeeding  one  another :  whilst 
the  front  seemed  regardless  of  danger,  and  the 
rear  pressed  on  so  close,  that  a  retreat  was  Inu 
possible." 

sspostremo  ad  id  ventum  fawpift  est,  ut  lora  de- 
tractasque  scotis  pelles^  mandere  conarentun  lir. 
lib.  niii. 
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The  princely  ScaUgera,  Ukntriottft  name  ^  ! 
Scriboout  '^,  aud  profound  Bonibastu*  ^,  came  ; 
When  thus  thy  sire :  O  !  foremoct  to  attend 
The  glorious  labours  of  thy  daring  friand. 
Be  tbioe  the  task  the  umreloome  news  to  bear  : 
Friendship  can  smooth  the  front  of  rude  despair. 
Yet  ever  most  my  son  despair  to  see 
Yon  city,  buried  by  the  god's  decree  : 
Mountains  of  sand  her  loftiest  turrets  hide. 
And  swell  the  loaded  plain  on  tr*ry  side ; 
As  vuSn  thy  search  for  Henclea's  grave  ^, 
Or  Sodom  sunk  beneath  th'  Asphaltic  wave." 

He  said.     I  listen'd  further  yet  to  hear. 
When  warlike  sounds  aSarmM  my  ftartled  ear. 
1  saw  impetnous  Scaliger  advance : 
The  rest  around  him  A>nn'd  the  Pyrrhic  dance  : 
They  clash  their  javelins,  ringtheir  clanging  shields^ 
Till  sleep  imwillrag  to  the  tumult  yields. 
Thus  he,  dissenibting.    The  fond  chief  replies, 
(White  filial  raptures  m  his  soul  ansa,)         [golie, 

"  Well  may*st  thou  grieve  the  glorious  vision 
Tho*  much,  alas !  th'  iudolgant  shades  have  shown. 
O  let  me  still,  on  this  revolving  day, 
A  grateful  tribute  to  their  mem'ry  pay  t 
And  to  the  genius  of  the  homy  gate  ^^ 
Whose  frilly  pow*r  reveals  our  certain  fote. 

*'  Oft,  by  abstruse  mysterious  tj^pes,  are  told 
Those  sbadow'd  truths  instructive  dreams  unfold. 

*  When  Media's  sleeping  monarch  saw  the  maid 
A  wond'roos  deluge  o'er  bis  empire  sprsad ; 
How  plain  that' emblem  pointed  him  the  place 
From  whence  should  issue  his  severe  disgraoe  I 

^Julius  Csesar  Scaliger  was  a  most  famous 
critic,  poet,  physiciao,  and  philosopher,^ who  was 
much  admired  in  the  sixteenth  century  :  he  was 
born  in  Italy,  brought  jip  in  Germany,  and  after- 
wards lived  in  France  till  his  death.  He  deMrended 
from  the  princes  De  la  Scale,  who  were  loctk  of 
Verona,  and  of  divers  other  places  in  Ita*y. 

2d  Cornelius  Scribonios,  called  also  Grapheus,  but 
his  name  in  tlie  language  of  bis  country,  was 
Bchi7ver,  was  bom  at  A)ot»t  in  Fhuiders,  in  1482. 
He  made  an  abridj^bant  of  the  History  of  Olaus 
Magtius,  of  the  nortbcrd  nations.     Ue  was  remarka- 
ble for  his  knowledge  in  antiquities. 
^  Paracelsus  Bombastus. 
^'  The  late  discovery  of  Hcraclea  here  laid  down 
as  impossible,  and  tbe  inestimable  treasures  daily 
brought  from  thence,  must  doubtless  animate  the 
curious,  and  teach  tbem  tliis  useful  arid  important 
lesaon :  That  nothing  is  to  be  despaired  of  by  a 
tme  virtuoso. 
^>  Sunt  gemins  somni  ports:  quamm  altera  fertur 
Cornea:  qud  veris  facilis  datur  exit  us  umbns. 

Virg,  lib.  vi. 
Two  gates  the  silent  house  of  Sleep  adorii : 
Of  polishM  iv^ry  this,  that  of  transparent  horn: 
True  virions  thro'  transparent  horn  arise  ^ 
Thro'  polish'd  iv'ry  pass  <lcludiug  lyes. 

Drydcn. 
Soelonius  represents  Augustus  as  a  great  ob^rver 
both  of.  his  own  and  other  people's  dreams ;  and, 
that  he  most  frequently  directed  his  actions  pursu- 
ant to  their  admonitions.  That  during  tbe  ■'ipring, 
his  dreams  were  fearfuL  extravagant,  and  vain;  the 
lest  of  the  year,  less  frequent,  but  the  visions  he 
therf  saw,  more  to  be  depended  on.  Soet  la  vjt4 
Augusti, 


'*  Olympiads  prognant  womb  when  Philip  seal'd^ 
Hie  mystic  dream  young  Ammon's  soul  reveal'd. 
Stamp'd  on  the  wax  the  victor  lion  show'd 
Tbe  warlike  genius  of  the  embryo  god. 

**  Thus  has  a  ligorM  omen,  dark,  and  deep. 
To  me  been  painted  by  the  pow'rs  of  sleep. 
Tbe  £iv'rite  bird  of  Pallas  I  beheld 
Search,  with  unwearied  wing,  the  new-reap'd  Geld: 
Fatigued,  at  length,  a  lurking  mouse  he  spies, 
And  eager,  to  the  long-sought  quarry  flies ; , 
Thither,  by  chance,  the  reaper  bent  his  way. 
And,  with  a  wheat  sheaf,  whelm*cl  the  trembling  prey. 
Ill'  Athenian  bird  his  frustrate  labour  moum'd. 
Flew  finom  niy  sight,  but  soon  again  retum'd. 
When,  wond'rous  to  relate,  be  thus  began, 
(An  owl  in  figure,  but  in  voice  a  man  ^;) 
'  I  come,  no  vulgar  vision  of  the  night. 
The  gods  direct  my  emblematk  flight. 
In  my  sage  form  thy  rev'rend  self  appean  : 
Thy  vain  puiwit  the  vanish'd  mouse  declares.* 
This  said,  the  feather'd  omen  seeks  the  skies ; 
And,  instant,  downy  sleep  forsook  my  cye». 
I  deem'd  the  phantom  by  the  god  ^  design'd^ 
To  shake  the  steady  purpose  of  my  mind. 
Now  have  thy  words  my  vain  suspicion  eas^d, 
ConfiruD'd  my  soul,  and  ev'ry  doubt  appeas*d. 
But  whither  next  the  Heav*n  taught  course  to  steer^, 
Nor  omens  point,  nor  friendly  shades  declare. 
And  now,  alas  I  in  these  onhallow'd  days  3*, 
No  leaned  priest  tbe  sacrifice  displays  : 

*  "  Philip  of  Macedon,  anmethne  alter  he  wis 
married,  dreamed  that  heaealed  np  his  wife's  belly 
with  a  seal,  whose  impression,  as  he  fancied,  was 
the  figure  of  a  lien.  Some  mterpreted  this  as  a 
warning  to  Philip  to  look  narrowly  to  his  wife ;  but 
Aristander  of  Telmessus,  conndering  how  nnusoal 
it  was  to  seal  up  any  thing  that  was  empty,  assur- 
ed him,  that  the  queen  was  with  child  of  a  boy,  who 
would  one  day  pro^-e  as  ttoot  and  courageous  as  a 
lion.'*  Pfuterch's  Life  of  Alexander. 
aiSecOdyss.  B.  xix.  1.641. 

In  form  an  eagle,  but  hi  voioe  a  mlm. 
^  Saturn. 

f^  Tbe  German  critics  have  totally  misnnderttood 
this  passage,  iu  imagining  that  Scriblerus  should  be 
here  at  a  1o«.h  for  a  subject  worthy  his  curiosity. 
It  is  his  religion  onty  that  ntakes'him  Urns  doubu 
ftil,  beitig  unwilling  to  engage  in  May  frmh  eater. 
prise  without  some  sign  from  Heaven  to  approve,  or 
oracle  to  direct  the  undertakiiig.  This  will  be  ma- 
nifest on  the  perusal  of  the  poem,  wherel^  it  will 
appear,  that  he  has  been  already  given  to  expect 
an  oracle  in  this  very  country. 

To  Kgypt's  sacred  coast  repair. 

There  ^haH  a  sorer  oracle  declare 
Thy  dcstin'd  course  B.  4. 

What  else  should  prevent  his  prosecuting  the  ori- 
ginal intention  of  a  Toyage  to  Jamaica  to  see  an 
earthquake  ?  See  tbe  oeginnhtg  of  his  l9aTTation» 
B.  ii.  And  also  Mem.  of  Scrib. 

^  Thus  Uican  himself  complains,  lib.  v.  PbarsaL 
«-»—«-—  Non  ullo  sscula  dono 
Nostra  carent  miyoredeiim  quam  Delphiea  sedes 
Quod  siluit. 

Of  all  the  wants  with  which  this  age  is  curst» 
The  XMphic  siWoca  sorely  is  tbe  aorst. 

Eowe*s  Lucaa* 
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laiptelt  the  victim  wWi  pfopbctio  eyes. 

Or  reuls  ttie  vagtmst  leMODs  of  the  skies. 

Kor  sacied  omoles  Mx^  tbeir  eid  ; 

Dttinb  is  the  Py  tbian  ami  Cttoissaii  iiiim4. 

0  !  bad  ve  iiv'4  ia  tiiat  auspicious  aga^ 

Whfxa  roau'U  Uie  Trojao  chief  and  Grecian  sage, 

Some  frieiMlly  HeleiMU  we  then  had  found, 

Or  Aiim,  skiiPd  eaoki  anen  to  expound. 

Perhaptf  to  HcU's  dark  mansions  we  had  gone, 

Aod  faiuM  Tiiesias  bad  our  fMluoes  shows. 

Now  oou^bt  rematasoitr  dubious  ooune  to  guide, 

Slice  the  Virgiiian  lots  ii»  vain  were  try'd  V. 

Thea  iRy,  jny  friend*  whatcounse)  canst  thou  find. 

To  fix  the  purpoee  <jf  my  wavVing  mind  V* 

Albertusthen:  «<  Alas!  toojust  thy  grief  ! 
0  Diigbt  tny  heart  «ngg«k  the  wishM  relief  1*' 

*'  The  i^e  MahomeUw  have  ever  pai<\  ^ 
Di»tioguished  bonours  tn  the  fool  end  mad : 
And  wifely  tbey.    Furoft,  when  reason  win^s 
Her  fii^ht,  superior  to  terrestrial  things. 
The  thooghts  beyond  the  etarry  maasions  rove, 
Bieit  viih  the  omveiae  of  t^  gods  above  »i 
Asd  thence  t»  mortnls'  less  exalted  tense, 
listractive  truths,  oracular,  dimaBie  «>. 


^  This  is  a  spneles  of  modem  dfriMttion,  perform- 
ed by  opening  the  woiteaf  VtrgU,  and  remarking 
I  tbe  lines  wMch  nhtll  be  oowiwd  with  yonr  thumi^ 
ibe  instant  thnfeavies  are^penM;  which,  if  they 
cao  be  inlarprated,  In  any  rflspect  to  relate  to  you, 
sn  socounted  prophetic.  King  Charles  the  First  is 
»id  to  have  tryad  this  method  of  learninft  his  fate, 
sad  to  have  fbuod  the  oracle  but  too  certain.  We 
bsve  autjoined  tlM  lines,  (and  the  English  as  it  n 
printed  in  Dryden*s  Miscellanies,  Vol.  6,)  notwith- 
lUuding,  we  do  not  give  credit  to  the  account,  fur 
tiat  we  believe  if  the  Sortes  VirgilianflS  would  have 
given,  to  any  one,  a  prospect  of  their  future  fate, 
our  Uero,  Maitinits  ScriUcms,  wonid  not  have  had 
(eaaoa  to  complain,  as  he  doth,  of  hanog  consulted 
tbeminvnin. 

Kino  CHARLHTc 
At  hello  audacis  populi  vexatus  S&  armis 
Finibas  extorris,  complezu  avulsus  liili, 
Ausiliom  tmploret,  videatqne  indigoa  snornm 
Faoera  |  nee,  cum  se  sub  leges  pacis  iniqoss 
Tradiderit,  regno  tut  optata  luce  fruatnr; 
Sed  eadsA  ante  diem;  mediaqne  inrtiumatn^  areni. 
Vii^.  Kb.  4.  1. 615. 
But  vexM  wfth  rebels,  and  a  stubborn  race. 
His  country  banfsb'd,  and  his  sons'  embmce. 
Some  fere^  prmoe  fiir  fniitAess  sneoHurs  try. 
And  see  his  friends  inglorioosly  die. 
Nor,  when  be  shall  to  Pithless  terms  submit. 
His  throne  enjoy,  nor  comfortable  light ;  ' 
Bat,  immature,  a  shamefal  death  receive, 
And  on  the  ground  th'  unbury'd  body  leave. 
^  "  The  Mahometans  have  a  certain  Teneration 
for  fools  and  mad  people,  as  thinking  them  actu- 
stfd  by  a  dirine  spirit,  and  look  on  them  as  a  sort 
of  nints.    Tbey  call  them  here  (speaking  of  Cairo) 
Sbieks.    Some  of  these  go  about  their  cities  entirely 
naked ;  and  in  Cairo  they  have  a  large  mosque, 
«ith  boiMiags  adjoining,   and  great  revenues  to 
Biaintahi  sock  pctaoos.'*    Descriptioo  of  the  East 
Vol.  i.  p.  I9:k 
I  •  ■  FroiCMrqne  deomn 

I  ColloqQia  — --*— -  Virg. 

*  Fargr  iite  qoem  divinuoi^voeBtia^  ntqnsB  aa- 


At  Cairo  soyottms  a  plii««etie  apige, 
luspir'd  with  all  this  thoomantic  rage. 
I  markM  where'er  the  Mo.nsoph  **  appeared, 
(By  crowds  surrounded,  and  by  all  rever'd,) 
How  young  and  old,  virgins  and  morons  kissed 
The  fuotbteps  of  the  blest  gymnusophist  ^*, 
The  eager  bride  *'^  toucVd  each  propitious  part 
That  bat  prolilic  virtue  might  impart. 
Whilst  on  the  sacred  raptures  of  his  tongue 
The  listening  multitudes  astonbVd,  bung. 
Then  haste  we  hack,  to  Cairo,  I  advise, 
And  let  the  fool  give  counsel  to  the  wmo.*' 

An  hope-bom  smile  the  chiefs  aaeent  expressed. 
And  drove  despair,  sad  inmate,  fkom  his  breast. 

Fir'd  with  the  wished  return,  the  wearied  band 
With  shouts  uf  joy  receive  the  glad  command : 
Already  slighting  the  dtmmhh'd  toil 
Of  scorching  Sirins,  and  the  faithless  soil. 


TRB 

SCRIBLERIjiD. 

BOOK  TB£  SICOND. 


The  second  book  leads  the  imaginition,  at  once, 
fram  the  barren  desert  to  tlie  most  fruitful  spot 
in  the  world,  the  ancient  Arsinoe,  now  FaiuoMw 
Here  ScriMerus  meets  a  company  uf  pilgrims, 
formerly  bis  father^s  friends,  who  desire  him  to 
relate  his  whole  adventures  to  tliem.  He  begiiw 
his  narration.     Gives  an  account  of  his  waiting 

piens  ncm  vidcat,  ea  vidi^at  insanus,  A&  is  qui  huma- 
iios  seosus  aroiserit,  d: vinos  assecutns  tit.  CiceA 
de  Divinaiione,  lib.  ii.  c  34. 

4>  This  word,  so  admirably  eipressive  of  that 
species  uf  wisdom  described  in  the  foregoing  lines, 
was  coined  by  Rabelais.  See  bis  Worke,  book  iii. 
chapw  46. 

*^  The  gymoosophists  were  Indian  philosopher^ 
who  went  naked ;.  from  whence  their  name, 

*^  According  to  Tlievenot,  the  touch  of  these 
Santos  was  sovereign  in  case  of  barrenness  in  wonten. 
But  we  have  chosen  to  traascribe  the  account  from 
the  Description  of  the  East.  *<  I  saw  in  Rosetto 
two  of  those  naked  saints,  who  are  commonly  natn- 
ral  fools,  and  are  had  in  great  veneration  in  Egypt: 
one' was  a  lusty,  elderly  man ;  the  other  a  youth 
about  eighteen  years  old.  As  the  latter  went  along 
the  street,  I  observed  the  people  kissed  his  hand. 
I  was  also  told,  that  on  Fridays,  when  the  women 
go  to  the  burial-places,  they  frequently  ait  at  tht 
entrance  of  them;  and  that  they  not  only  kitt 
their  hands,  but  show  them  the  same  rsiped  that 
was  paid  to  a  certaia  heathen  idol,  and  seem  to 
expect  the  same  kimi  of  advantage  from  it  I  my- 
self saw  one  of  these  saints  atting  at  a  -mosque  door 
in  the  high  road,  without  the  gates  of  Caira,  with  a 
woman  on  each  side  of  him,  at  the  saase  time  the 
caravan  was  going  to  Mecca,  and  a  wulkiliadifer  of 
peofkle  passmg  by,  i4io  are  so  accustomed  to  such 
sights,  that  they  took  aonotiAe  Df  it^  Vbk  i. 
14. 
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tbree  yean  in  vain  at  Nap1«8  to  see  the  eruption 
of  Vesuvius.  Purposes  going  to  Jamaica  in 
bopes  of  seeing  an  earthquake.  Sails  with  his 
friends,  is  driven  by  contrary  winds  beluv  the 
Gape  of  Good  Hope.  Arrives  at  a  most  delight- 
ful, country  ;  which  is  described :  but  suddenly 
flies  from  it,  moved  by  a  fatal  misinterpretation 
of  an  Oracle.  Scriblerus,  contmuing  his  narra- 
tion, describes  a  wonderful  coast,  the  surprising 
appearance  of  which  strikes  a  damp  on  his  oom- 
panions.  Deidemon  and  Thaumastes  are  chosen 
by  lot  to  reconnoitre  the  country.  At  their  re* 
turn,  they  give  a  very  Impeifsct  account  of  their 
adventures,  being  stupified  by  excessive  fisar. 
Scriblerua  sets  out  alone  on  a  fkrthen  discovery. 


And  now,  ten  dasrs  in  tedious  travel  past. 
At  length  they  quit  th'  inhospitable  waste. 
As  Zembla's  sons,  benighted  half  the  year. 
Exult  when  first  the  cheering  rays  appear, 
From  the  deep  gloom  when  long-lost  scenes  arise. 
And  earth  and  gayer  Heav*n  salute  their  eyes : 
Such  joys  diffu8*d  Arsiooe^s  fertile  plain  *  , 
Such  rapture  serzM  the  late  dejected  train. 

Prom  the  tall  hills,  with  transport  they  command 
The  vast  extent  of  that  wide.water*d  land : 
Where  the  same  course  sev'n  copious  rivers  take. 
And,  Moeris,  fill  thy  deep  capedous  lake. 

Thev  leave  the  spacious  labyrinth's  ruiu'd  state. 
And,  cheerftil,  enter  proud  Faiume's  gate :' 
When,  lo !  to  meet  them  came  a  solemn  band. 
The  pilgrim's  staff  each  bearing  in  his  hand ; 
Their  hats  with  scallops  grac'd;    the   Flemish 

green*, 
III  numerous  crosses,  on  their  robes  was  aeen. 

Who  thus :  *'  Hail,  great  Scribleros,  nor  disdain 
A  friendly  welcome  to  this  reverend  train. 
By  adverse  fates  and  ceaseless  tempests  tost 
From  sa^  Judea's  desolated  coast. 
To  Alexandria's  port  our  course  we  steer'd. 
And  there  the  hallow'd  footsteps  we  rever'd 
Of  princes,  prelates,  saints,  and  mart3rrB  dead. 
Who  greatly  triumph'd,  or  who  bravely  bled. 
There  first  with  joy  we  heard  thy  spreading  fame ; 
And  thence  to  welcome  thy  return  we  came. 
But,  generous  sage,  sincere  and  free  declare  ^, 
Are  you,  of  manly  growth,  Scriblerus'  heir  ? 
For  sure  his  features  in  your  look  appear, 
And  in  the  son  the  father  we  revere.''     [tongue  *, 

"  Oft>  have  I  heard  from  my  chaste  mother's 
That  fh>m  the  great  Cornelius*  loms  I  sprung, 

1  The  country  round  the  ancient  Arsinoe'  (where 
now  stands  Faiume,)  is  described  by  Strabo  to  have 
been  the  most  beautiful  spot  in  all  Egypt 

s  The  pilgrims  wore  scallops  in  their  hats,  and 
distinguished  their  several  nations  bjr  the  colours  of 
the  crosses  which  they  wore  on  their  habits. 
^  But  gen'roiis  youth,  sincere  and  firee  declare, 
Are  you  of  manly  growth,  his  royal  heir  i 
-For  sure  Ulysses  in  your  look  appears. ..... 

To  prove  a  genuine  birth  (the  prince  replies) 
On  female  truth  assenting  fiuth  relies ; 
Thus  manifiest  of  right,  I  build  my  claim, 
Sore-fcoaded  on  a  fhir  nuttemal  &me. 

Pope's  Odyss.  Book  I. 
i  4. This  speech  diieovers  several  admirable  qua- 
lities moor  barn.    His  icrupakMiB  repaid  lor  tra^ 


The  sage  replies:  hut  O !  what  mortal  knows 
Th*  undoubted  sire  to  whom  his  birUi  he  owsi } 
O I  might  i  now,  tho*  born  of  meaner  raoe, 
With  him  the  massy  paths  of  wisdom  trace. 
With  him  unfold  the  melaphysio  store. 
And  science,  thro'  each  dark  receas,  expkwe* 
But  fiUe  pronounc'd  th'  irrevocable  dooqi. 
And  death  has  sunk  him  in  the  silent  tomb. 
Behold  me  now,  deserted  and  fbrlocn. 
The  sport  of  fortune  and  her  a^ect  scorn : 
Weary*d  with  woes,  and  old  m  travel  grown,— 
Still  flatt'ring  hope  reserved  yon  wond'roostoira— 
Thither  we  joumey'd;  but  the  gods  ovdam 
Our  search  successless  and  our  labour  vain." 

Then  they:  <<  With  sympathetic  grief  we  mosa 
Thy  fiite,  alas !  so  sad,  so  like  oar  own. 
Yet  say,  Scribleros,  since  thy  daring  soal, 
Superior  still  to  fortune's  vain  control. 
Has  many  a  glorious  eaterpriie  achiav'd. 
New  arts  invented  and  loat  aits  retriev'd ; 
Say,  shall  thy  friends  thy  various  labours  hear. 
And  thy  sage  conductglsul  their  longing  ear  ?" 

Scriblerus  then ;  <*  Ah  I  seek  not  now  to  know 
A  series  of  unutterable  woe. 
For,  lo !  to  Thetis'  bed  the  god  of  day. 
Thro'  western  skies,  preeipitaftes  his  way. 
Give  we  to  fSoast  and  sleep  the  peaceful  night^ 
To  distant  Cairo,  with  the  morning  light. 
Our  course  we  qpeed :  but  if  so  great  denre 
To  hear  our  fates  your  friendly  breasta  inspire, 
As.on  the  peaceful  bosom  of  tths  Nile, 
We  sail,  the  tedious  passage  to  beguile. 
Your  fund  request,  tho'  hard,  shall  be  obey'd. 
And  every  debt  to  sacred  friendship  paid." 

Soon  as  the  sun  th'  enlightened  vault  ascends, 
Th'  inipatient  chiof  embaiks  his  ready  friends. 

Now  ail  in  silence  eyed  the  ipodlike  man. 
Who  thus  with  tears  th'  eventful  tale  bctgan. 

*'  From  native  Albion,  a  selected  band. 
We  spread  the  sail  and  reach  th'  Ausonian  strand : 
The  sacred  flame,  which  Pliny's  breast  inspir'd, 
Urg'd  our  resolves,  and  every  bosom  fir'd : 

in  not  positively  affirming  a  tbtng  for  certain, 
whfrein  there  was  a  possibility  of  his  being  mis- 
taken. His  dutiful  affection  hnd  filial  piety  in 
giving  credit  to  his  mother  in  an  afbir  of  which  he 
oould  not  be  so  well  informed  as  from  her  own 
mouth.  Lastly,  his  judgment  in  chusing  for  an 
example  the  answer  of  the  good  Telemachus  in  the 
Odyss.  B.  1.  to  the  same  question. 

Oi»  m),  «  yof  wm  th  Uv  yim  atnit  Jii^m. 
The  whole  passage  is  thus  translated  by  Hobbes : 
But  say,  are  you  indeed,  that  are  so  grrown. 

His  son  ?  your  heads  and  eyes  are  like  (I  mBik)« 
For  we  were  well  to  one  another  known. 

But  'twas  before  he  did  to  Troy  embark 
With  other  princes  of  the  Argive  youth. 

But  never  saw  him  since.    That  I'm  his  son 
(Said  he)  my  mother  says.    But  who  in  truth 

Knoweth  who  'twas  that  got  him  ?  I  think  none. 

It  may  not  be^lien  to  tiie  office  of  a  true  critic 
to  observe,  that  when  Aristophanes  was  called  upon 
to  prove  his  right  to  the  freedom  of  Athens,  te 
qu(^  these  lines :  Mum^  fm  ^t/u  fer<,  &c.,  Hn 
judges  were  pleased  with  the  appUcatioD,  and  ad« 
mittod  him  a  citixeni 
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Bat  oor  dnit  fltort,  tii'  eipeeted  boon  d^lay. 
And  tiiree  slonr  yoan  steal  nnimprov'd  away. 
Tbo*  beaviof  fire  Vesuvio*s  womb  dnlends, 
No  bunting  dehi|re  o*er  the  plain  desoends. 
-^ !  cant  impatience !  O  mwen  disgrace ; 
Setrce  iiad  we  left,  unwilling  left,  the  place, 
When  forth  the  Aanes,  with  wild  explosion,  broke. 
The  Ub*riog  uvumtain  to  its  basis  shook : 
A  molten  deloge  covered  all  thje  ground, 
Aad  ashes  flII'd  the  hemisphere  around, 

"  Unmov'd,  the'  baffled,  we  renew  oar  toil. 
And  seek,  Jamaica  3,  thy  nnstable  soil, 
Where  monotains  /XKk,  where  jrawning  carems  roar, 
And  bellovmg  gu^ihs  sulpbnreous  torrents  pour  ^; 
Majestic  scene !  whose  awftil  glories  fire 
Our  drooping  souls,  and  knidle  new  desire. 
With  prosp^roos  gales,  we  reach  Madeira's  height. 
And  load  delieioas  wines,  a  welcome  freight. 
Thence,  o'er  the  bosom  of  the  boundless  sea, 
Tvice  ten  days  blest  purme  th'  unrafiled  way ; 
When  to !  deep  clouds,  with  sable  horroun  rise, 
And,  1ow*ring,  menaee  firom  the  western  ikies ; 
Impetuous  wfaidB  old  ocean's  face  deform. 
The  vessel  drives  before  the  swelling  storm  ; 
Six  long  tempestuous  weito,  by  Oorus  *>  toet. 
And  borne  for  distant  from  the  wish'd  for  coast, 
Nov  as  beneath  the  sultry  line  we  nm. 
We  bear  unshaded  the  meridian  Sun. 
Nov  for  bejrood  the  tropic  as  we  stray, 
Monm  the  weak  infloenee  of  th'  obliquer  ray. 
Twice  bad  the  changeful  Moon  full  orb^d  her  light 
Bisphy'd;  twkse  yielded  to  the  shades  of  night ; 
When  lo  !  at  once  the  boistVous  winds  subside. 
At  ooce  abates  tbe  nistiess  rolting  tide. 
Soft  Zephyr  rising  o'er  the  wat'ry  plain. 
Fans  with  his  gentle  wing  the  level  main  ; 
When  now  Aurora,  with  auspicious  light, 
Rereab  a  beauteous  harbour  to  tbe  sight. 

**  Bewitching  soenes  >  encompass  us  around. 
And  the  whole  regkm  seems  enchanted  ground. 
Gold  bods  and  branches  on  the  radiant  trees, 
And  uidtinsr  music  floats  on  erhry  breeze. 
From  flowers,  unfoding  thro*  the  varied  year, 
ieceose  and  ambergris  perfume  the  air; 
Bternal  verdure  clothes  the  cloud<4opt  hills, 
la  toaefiil  measara  foil  the  tinkUng  rills ; 
Knbies  and  emeralds  '  load  the  teeming  groves. 
Where  vocal  phenixee  record  their  loves. 

^  'Mt  hat  been  my  goodidrtune  to  haye  seen  all 
fite  grand  pheoonaena  of  nature,  except  an  earth- 
quake, which  I  waited  for  in  Naples  throe  years  in 
vain;  and  nam  I  iqipatiently  expect  a  passage  to 
Jamaica,  for  that  benefit.*'    Memoirs  of  acriUems. 

^  hi  Don  Antoaio  VlhNi's  aooouttt  of  a  voyage  hite> 
lynsde  by  some  Spaniards  whd  went  to  measure  a 
dqiree  of  the  Barth  (in  which  is  a  very  curious 
dmcripiioaof  earthquakes)  we  are  told,  that  for 
*MM  days  hefijn  any  great  eruption,  noises  are 
^eard  resembling  the  lowmg  of  cattle,  and  the 
diKfaargeof  artiUery. 

^TbeN.  W4  Wind. 

*8ee8jpectalor,  No.  63  ;  and  alio  58,  59,  60,  in 
Hieh  papera  acnetacs,  amgnone,  lipogrammatisU, 
«c  ^  are  deacribed  and  treiUad  of  at  large  by 

'The  descriptioQ  of  this  country  bears  so  near  a 
>«MBblanoeto  that  gifm  by  Soomtei  in  tbe  Phm- 
Veu  XVIU. 


The  boars  their  sides  in  crysul  fountains  lave, 
I'be  paiuted  panther  swims  the  briny  wave. 
In  myrtle  groves  the  wanton  dolphins  play  ; 
While  sea-calres  o*erth'  enamelled  meadows  stnTy. 
Around  our  ships  the  warbling  mermaids- glide. 
And  with  their  music  sooth  the  swelling  tide. 

**  Th*  enchanting  scene  my  ravish'd  crew  possest. 
And  calentures  had  seiz'd  on  every  breast : 
This  I  perceived,  and  sudden  gave  command 
To  drive  the  vessel  on  the  oozy  strand. 
Ere  yet  they  touch'd  the  shore,  tbe  impatient  crew 
0*er  the  high  decks  with  heedless  rapture  flew ; 
And  waud'ring  onward,  with  amazement,  found 
A  well-spread  table  on  the  verdant  ground. 
On  beds  of  fragrant  roees  we  recline. 
And  quaff  full  bowls  of  unexhausted  wine. 
Indulge  with  various  meats  unsated  taste. 
And,  thoughtless,  revel  in  the  rich  repast 
When  issuing  from  the  woods  on  either  hand. 
In  martial  guise  adrancM  a  num'rous  band  10. 
In  martial  guise  they  march'd :  ill-judging  foar 
Misdeem'd  the  pomp  inhospitable  war, 
Umnindful  of  Ascanius'  harmless  train  ^i. 
And  bkxMlless  battles  on  Sicilia's  plain. 
Hence  my  rash  hand,  by  fatal  fury  led. 
Drew  show'rs  of  woes  on  each  devoted  head. 


do  of  Plato,  that  we  doubt  not  hut  the  learned 
reader  will  find  a  great  pleasure  in  the  comparison : 
1»  iirmvk  fim  rtiuki  &wk»yw  r»  fiM^ucM  ^vtShu,  }i^ 
vf,  M4^  AiiSvf  mai  rm  »m^mit,      uai  Sit  rk  S^  mfa»\m 

Phaed.  §  59. 

'0  We  learn  from  the  author's  description  of 
these  islanders,  that  they  were  very  fond  of  pageant- 
try  and  show.  They  entirely  addicted  themselves 
to  the  study  and  profession  of  poetry  in  all  its 
branches.  Though  we  may  observe  that  every  in- 
dividual ranged  himself  in  his  particular  class,  and 
never  acted  out  of  his  own  sphere.  That  on  all 
solemn  occasions  the  several  orders  distinguished 
themselves  by  their  habits,  and  the  symbols  which 
they  bore :  and  their  disposition  and  attitudes  in 
the  procession  emblematically  represented  that 
species  of  poetry  which  tliey  particularly  professed, 
and  from  which  they  derived  their  name.  As,  a 
writer  of  acrostics  was  called  an  Acrostic,  of  ana-» 
grama  an  Anagram,  and  the  like.  Somewhat  in 
this  manner  were  all  the  ancient  poets  represented 
for  the  entertainment  of  Leo  the  tenth,  as  we  find 
them  described  by  Strada  in  his  Prolusions. 

^1  Scriblerus  here  taxes  himself  with  his  heedless- 
ness in  not  recollecting  that  famous  d^ription  of 
Ascanius'e  mock  army  in  the  5th  B.  of  VirgiL 
This  fofgetfulness  is  the  more  surprising,  because 
he  could  not  but  know  how  fond  ail  nations  have 
been  of  this  kind  of  pageantry,  by  which  some  at 
this  day  represent  their  manufoctures,  and  others 
even  the  mysteries  of  their  religion. 
Hunc  morem  cureus,  atq;  base  certamina  primua 
Ascaniiis,  longam  muris  cum  cingeret  Aibam, 
Retttllit,  &  priscos  docuit  celebrare  Latinoa : 
Albani  docueri  sues,  turn  "»«»«»n^  porro 
Accepit    Roma  — «i«—  fExL  5* 
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"  Finn  and  eompact  in  tbree  fair  'columnt  wore, 
Olerthe  smooth  plain,  the  bold  Acrostics  >*  move; 
High  o'^  the  rest  the  towering  leaders  rise 
With  limbs  gigantic  and  superior  Size. 
They  lead  tbe  van,  unmov'd  in  the  career, 
>And  Bout-rime^  bring  up  the  lagging  rear. 

.  **  Not  thus  tbe  looser  Chronograms  prepaid,    - 
Careless  their  troops,  undisciplin'd  to  war ; 
With  ranks  irregular,  cunfus'd  they  stand, 
The  chieftains  mingling  with  the  vulgar  bond. 

'*  But  with  still  more  disorder'd  march,  advance 
(Nor  march  it  seemed,  but  wild  fiintastic  dance) 
The  uncouth  Anagrams,  distorted  train. 
Shifting,  in  double  mazes,  o*er  the  plain. 

"  From  different  nations  next  the  Centos  *^  crowd; 
With  borrowed,  patcbt,  and  motley  Ensigns  proud.  - 
Not  for  the  &me  of  warlike  deeds  they  toil, 
But  their  sole  end  the  plunder  and  tbe  spoil. 

"  Next,  an  uncertain  and  ambiguous  train  ^* 
Kow  forward  march,  then  countermarch  again. 
The  van  now  first  in  ordec,  duly  leads. 
And  now  the  rear  tbe  changeful  squadron  heads. 


**  _-«—  chnse  for  thy  command 

Some  peaceful  province  in  Acrostic  land  ; 
There  thou  may*st  wings  display,and  altars  raise. 
Dryden*s  Mac  Flecno. 
13  A  ,cento  primarily  signifies  a  cloak  made  of 
patches.  In  poetry  it  denotes  a  work  whQlly  com- 
posed <vf  verses,  or  passages  promiscuously  taken, 
frdm  other  authors :  (only  disposed  in  a  new  form 
or  order)  so  as  to  compose  a  new  work  and  a  new 
meaning.  Ausonius  has  laid  down  the  rules  to  be 
observed  in  composing  centos.  The  pieces,  he  says, 
may  be  taken  either  fVom  the  same  poet,  or  from 
several ;  and  the  verses  may  be  either  taken  entire, 
or  divided  in  two ;  one  half  to  be  connected  with 
another  half  taken  dsewhere :  but  two  verses  are 
never  to  be  taken  together.  Agreeable  to  these 
rules,  he  has  made  a  pleasant  nuptial  cento  from 
Virgil.  Opnsculum  (says  he)  de  incoonexis  unuo) 
de  alieno  nostrum. 

7*he   empress  Eudoxia  wrote  the  Life  of  Jesus 

Christ  in  centos,  taken  in  this  manner  from  Homer. 

Proba  Falconia  did  the  like  from  Virgil.    The  same 

did  Alex.  Ross  and  Stephen  de  Pleurre,  from  whom 

,  we  cite  the  following  adoration  of  the  magi. 

Tum  reges— 

*?  ^  98  Extenii  veniunt-l- 

quae  cuiq ;  est  copia  laeti  5  M.  100. 
11  iE.  033  Munera  portantes-j- 

molles  sua  tura  sabsi.  1  O.  57. 
S  JE.  464  Qona  dehinc  auro  gnivia4- 

myrrhaque madentes,  IQ  M,  100. 
9  iE.  659  Agnovere  deum  regem-j- 

regumoue  parentem  6  JE,  548. 
1  G.  ^18  Mutavere  rias-f- 

perfectis  ordine  votis  10  ^  548 
^*  Reciprocal  verses  (called  also  retrogade  and 
recurrentM)  give  the  same  words  whether  read  back- 
wards or  forwards, 

Sigoa  te  signa  temere  me  tangis  et  angis. 
The  amphisbflona  is  a  serpent  said  to  have  two 
heads,  one  at  each  end,  and  to  go  indifferently 
with  either  end  foremost. 
The  amphisbflcna  double  arm'd  appears, 
At  cither  end  a  threatening  head  she  rears. 

Row's  Lucan^  B.  9« 


Thus  onward,  Amphiabmui  tpRBgi  to  meet 

Her  foe ;  nor  turns  her  in  tbe  quick  retreat,  [came 

*'  To  join  these  squadrons,  o*er  the  champaign 
A  numerous  race  of  no  ignoble  name ; 
The  mighty  Crambo  leads  th'  mtrepid  van : 
The  rest  a  forward  loud  industrioos  dan. 
Riddle,  and  Rebns,  Biddle't  dearest  son  ; 
And  fislse  Conundrum,  and  insidious  Pun ; 
Fustian,  who  scarcely  deigns  to  tread  tbe  ground ; 
And  Rondeau,  wheeling  in  repeated  round. 
Here  tbe  Rbopalics  ^^  in  a  wedge  are  drawn. 
There  the  proud  Macaronians  '^  scour  tbe  lawn. 
Here  fugitive  and  vagrant  o'er  the  green, 
The  wanton  Lipogramnwtist  is  se^i. 
There  Quibble  and  Antithesis  appear. 
With  Doggrel-rhymes  and  Ecbos  in  tbe  vear. 

"  On  their  fisir  standards,  by  tbe  wind  display'd, 
£ggs,  altars,  wings,  pqies,  axes  "  were  pourtray'd. 

*'  Alarm'dand  alUsuspended  with  the  sight. 
Nor  jret  deiermin'd  to  retire  or  fight, 
A  wond'rous  omen  from  directing  fiite, 
Fix'd  our  resolves,  and  nig'd  our  quick  retreat 

"  As  on  the  ground,  reclin'd,  Thaumastes  lay, 
FilPd  with  the  feasting  of  the  genial  day ; 
(Uncertain  if  some  gi^bead  away'd  liis  mind. 
Or  mov'd  by  chance)  he  broke  the  walnut's  rind : 
Fear  and  amazement  seized  his  shuddering  soul. 
When  for  the  nut,  he  found  a  scribbled  scroll. 
He  trac'd  the  characters  with  secret  dread  $ 
Then  thus  aloud  the  mystic  verse  read. 
'  In  Jove  the  victors  from  the  vanquish'd  fly. 
They  fly  that  wound,  and  they  pnitue  that  dje*  ^. 

*'  Silent  awhile  and  thoughtfol  we  remain. 
At  length  tlie  verse  unanimoos  explain  ; 
That  where  no  triumphs  on  the  coiaquest  wait, 
Ev*n  virtiie^s  self  and  honour  bids  retreat. 
So  Jove  declares,  so  wills  eternal  lat& 

i^.Rbopalic  verses  begin  with  a  monosyllable, 
and  continue  in  words,  growing  gradually  longer  to 
tbe  last,  which  must  bie  the  longest  of  alL 

Rem  regem  regimen  regionem  religionem. 
They  bad  their  name  from  fcwaJUt,  a  dub,  wbick 
like  them  b^ins  with  a  slender  tip,  and  grows  big> 
ger  and  bigger  to  the  head.  Uenoe  our  author 
draws  them  up  with  great  pn^priety,  in  themiliUry 
form  of  a  wedge. 

*s  The  maoaronian  is  a  kind  of  burlesque  poetry, 
conristing  of  a  jumble  of  words  of  diflerent  langoa- 
gesi  witli  words  of  the  vulgar  tongue  latiniaed,  and 
latin  words  mudemized..  lliis  verse  has  employed 
tbe  pens  of  many  French  and  Italian  writers.  We 
In&ve  seen  three  or  four  lunig  poems  of  this  kind  by 
our  own  countrymen. 

Kt  dabo  fee  fimplf ,  si  monstras  lovers  pretty  dimple, 
Gownos,  silkcotos,  kirtellos,  &  pelicotos, 
Buskos  &  socoos,  stomadieros,  cafflbrica  smockos. 

Ignoramus. 
With    these  we  may  venture  to  rank  some  late 
published  lines  written  by  the  ingenioos  Dr.  Saift 
to  a  schoolmaster  of  ills  apquaintanoe. 
Die  hcris  agro  at  an  da  quarto  finale. 
Puta  rjngat  ure  not  an  d4  stringat  ore  tale. 

^'f  The  foregoiog  ooaoMnts  liave  ao  crowded  the 
notes,  that  we  shall  refor  the  reader  to  the  Specta- 
tor, Na  58,  where  he  will  find  this  lino  very  folly 
explained  by  Mr.  Addison.  * 

^  Two  lines  from  Waller* 
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Witk  eager  xeal,  we  hoist  the  Bpreading  salts. 
And,  frooi  the  deck,  invoke  the  tardy  gales, 
When  nov  the  shore  the  fancy'd  armiei  reaeh. 
And  form  their  mimic  legions  on  the  beach, 
lualting  shouts  the  deafened  sense  invade, 
Suneasms  and  scofflng  taunts  onr  icars  upbraid. 

"  I  catch  my  bow,  (the  same  which  Aster  bore 
'Ganst  the  rash  monarch  on  Thessalia's  shore  i^). 
The  stfiDf  with  meditated  vengeance  drew, 
And  pieic'd  a  leader  of  th'  acrostic  crew. 
The  giant  scoffer  falls  consignM  to  death  ^, 
And  thus,  ^mplietic,  sung  his  parting  breath  : 
'  C  owanl  and  slave,  ne'er  shalt  thon  reap  the  fruit 

0  f  thy  long  labours  and  severe  pursuit 

W  ith  sorrow  shalt  thon  leave  thy  sniTriog  crew, 
A  venging  justice  shall  their  steps  pursue, 
R  ode  draughts  of  iron  shall  they  drink  at  need, 
D  rink,  and  deplore  thy  rash  iiibuman  deed.' 

"  These  threats  denouncing,  in  the  dnst  he  rolls-: 
Cold  thriHmg  fSear  invades  our  troubled  soids. 
Prostrrte,  we  supplicate  •ll-mling  Jove, 
Th'  impending  curse,  relenting,  to  remove. 
With  sad  reluctance  leave  th*  enchanting  plain ; 
And  anxious  plow  the  hoane-resoondhig  main. 

"  Nfaie  tedkms  days  a  doubtful  course  we  steer ; 
The  tenth,  bold  rocks  and  tow'ring  clifflf  appear. 
The  least,  as  Atlas  tall,  o'erlook'd  the  strand : 
Nor  shapeless  they,  but  sbap'd  by  Nature's  hand. 
Some  like  smooth  cooes  aspiring  to  the  skies. 
Others  aloft  in  spiral  volumes  rise. 
These  seem  vast  cannon  planted  on  the  ehdl^ 
Wdl-tura'd  and  h9)ow*d  with  cylindric  bore. 
Here  columns  or  tall  obelisks  appear ; 
There  a  vast  globe  or  polith'd  hemisphere. 
Tow'ring  on  high  proud  battlements  are  seen: 
And  laliant  bastions  bear  a  warlike  mien,     [bear  ? 

"What  breast,  unmov*d,  thedreadfnl  sight  could 
Wliat  eye  behold  it  nnappall'd  with  fear ! 

1  strove  their  drooping  courage  to  awake. 
And  thus,  with  animating  accents,  spake  : 

"  *See,  dear  companions,  what  the  gods  have  giv'n, 
And  praise  th^  indulgence  of  propitious  Heav'o« 
How  great  the  scene,  where'er  we  turn  our  eyes  t 
The  prospects  various  all,  yet  all  surprise. 

^  During  the  siege  of  Methone,  Philip  of  Mac^- 
doo  kxt  his  right  eye  by  an  arrow*  Aster  of  Amphi- 
polis  havmg  offered  his  service  ns  an  extraoidiuary 
mtrksman,  who  could  take  a  bird  down  flying. 
Well,  said  Philip,  when  1  wage  war  with  starlings 
I  will  employ  you.  '  The  man  ww  so  netlled  with 
this  answer,  that  he  threw  himself  into  the  town, 
sad  shot  an  arrow  at  him,  with  this  inscription  on 
it,  "  At  Philip's  right  eye"  No  wonder  so  great 
a  curiodty  as  the  bow  of  ^uch  an  excellent  archer 
should  be  perserved  in  the  Scribleriaa  family. 

^  The  death  and  prophecy  of  the  Acrostic  hear^ 
a  wooderful  resemblaDce  to  iEnea^'s  encounter  with 
the  harpies,  and  corse  of  Ccheoo,  in  the  3d  Uouk 

Non  ante  datam  cingetis  moeoibus  urbem, 
Qoamvos  dira  fames  nostneque  injuria  c;edis 
Ambesas  subigat  malis  absumere  mensas. 
Know  that  ere  the  promia'd  walls  yon  build. 
My  corses  shall  severely  be  fulflU'd. 
Fierce  fiumne  is  yonr  lot  for  this  misdeed, 
fiofaic'd  to  grind  the  plates  on  which  you  feed. 

Dryd. 


Ply  well  yonr  oars  to  gaki  th'  auspicious  land  ; 
And  raise  a  grateful^ltar  on  the  strand. 
Then  let  some  chief,  by  lot  decreed,  explore 
The  latent  glories  of  this  wond'rous  shore.' 

'*  Thus  1,  dissembling ;  hot  pale  fear  possest 
Each  livid  cheek,  and  chillM  each  manly  breast. 
Fresh  in  their  mind  th'  Acrostic'sthreats  they  dread. 
And  curse,  denounc'd  on  their  devoted  head. 
Still  I  persist,  and  urge  the  hard  command-: 
With  slow  reluctant  steps,  they  press  the  sand. 
la  equal  parts  I  straight  divide  the  crew : 
Then  in  the  urn  the  lots  inscrib'd  I  threw. 
And  shook  the  hallow'd  vase,  till  chance  decreed 
The  sage  ]>eidemon  for  the  hardy  deed : 
And  join'd  the  breve  Thaumnniei)  to  his  side. 
By  social  love  and  like  pursuit  ally'd. 

"  Sheath'd  in  brightarms,  o'er  the  suspected  plcun. 
Pensive  tbey  march,  and  pensive  we-  remaih. 
In  vain  th'  enliv'ning  banquet's  charms  we  try. 
In  vain  the  mirth-iaspiring  goblet  ply. 
Bread  and  despair  each  rising  joy  coutronl. 
And  horronr,  brooding  o'er  the  sparkling  bowL 
Nor  less  in  vain  we  seek  the  balm  of  sleep. 
For  still  the  wretched  painful  vigils  keep. 
Then  first,  my  friends,  I  own,  this  manly  breast 
Diamp  wav'ring  doubt,  fear's  harbinger,  confest 
When,  all-propitious  tn  my  raptur'd  eyes, 
I  saw  Priapn^*  awful  form  arise  >< ; 
And  thus  the  god  :  *-  Dispel  this  causeless  dread ; 
For  know,  an  hospitable  land  ye  tread. 
What  tho'  the  chiefi  report  a  dreadful  Ule, 
Fearless  do  thou  the  glorloas  task  assail. 
Nor  war,  nor  hostile  perils  shhitthon  prove : 
But  the  soft  blandishments  of  pM^Ber'd  love. 
Myself  the  powerful  passion  will  impart 
To  the  fond  queen,  snd  melt  her  yielding  heart? 
Thy  manly  limbs  with  heighten'd  charms  Til  grace. 
And  breaihe  resistless  beauties  o'er  thy  face :  * 
As  artful  sages  give  the  modem  stone 
Time's  honour>d  stains,  and  glories  not  its  own  ^^  ; 
The  oanker'd  coin  with  verdegris  incnist,    * 
Or  grace  the  polisK'd  bronse  with  reverend  rust. 
With  confidence  preceM,  my  ready  pow*r 
Shall  never  £ul  thee  in  th'  important  hour.' 

**  He  said,  and  vanish'd  at  th'  appmacii  of  mom : 
When,  lo !  the  chiefs  with  downcast  look  return. 
Aghast,  with  speechless  tongue  and  briitling  hair, 
Dekleoson  steed ;  an  emblem  o^^espair. 
Scarce  could  Thaumastes  o'er  his  fears  prevail  : 
Who  thus,  ai  length,  hconght  «ut  4he  broken  tale. 

^  The  £cfliblcii  have  aiwaysAestified  the  utmost 
reverence  lor  this  god,  as  appears  firom their  having 
been  indnstrious  in  prsatrve  every  line  that  has 
been  written  to  his  honour.  They  hare  made  a 
considerable  collection  of  small  poems,  which  tliey 
have  named  from  their  tutelary  deity,  and  have 
been  no  less  assiduous  in  exhibiting  his  statues  and 
pictorea.  This  naturally  accounts  for  the  great 
zeal  with  which  the  god  promises  his  patronage  to 
our  hero. 

«*  ~  Letos  oculis  afilarat  honore 

Quale  menus  addunt  ebori  deeus,  aut  ubi  flavw* 
Argentum,  pahusire  lapis  circumdator  aura 

Virg.  L.  1. 
And  breath'd  a  ynuthlul  vigour  on  his  £ice : 
Like  polish'd  iv'ry,  beauteous  to  behold. 
Or  Parian  marble,  wbenoichas'd  in  gold. 

I^ydef. 
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'"WewentfScribUrut— (sachwasthyoommand*') 
Thro'  yon  \ane  rocks  to  view  Ihia  wood^rous  land — 
Long  bad  we  roamM-^^sudden  a  noise  we  heard 
Of  mighty  wingB<--aDd  saw  a  monst'rous  bird. 
I  graapM  my  jav'lio,  startled  at  th*  alarm, 
But  sage  Deidemoa  stupt  my  desp'rate  arm. 
Ob,  well  restraio'd  !  for,  by  its  nearer  flight. 
An  human  faoe'^  conspicuous  to  the  sight. 
And  human  limbs  appeared. — With  wild  amaze» 
Astonished  at  the  dire  portent,  we  gaze. 
And  meditate  return — ^wben,  from  the  flood, 
(For  near  a  qiacious  river's  bank  we  stood) 
A  bark  emergent  rose ;  with  oars  well-tim'd  ^, 
Cut  the  smooth  wave,  and  o'er  the  surface  skim'd* 

S3  See  the  speech  of  Eurylochns,  and  the  fbHow- 
iDg  adventures.    Odyss.  B.  10. 

94  Bishop  Wilkins  was  strongly  bent  on  bringing 
the  art  of  flying  to  perfection.  He  mentions  it  in 
most  of  bis  woriU.  After  having  enumerated  the 
several  methods  proposed,  he  says,  '<  Tis  the  more 
obvious  and  common  opinion,  that  this  may  be 
effected  by  wings  fastened  immediately  to  the  body, 
this  coming  nearest  to  the  imitation  df  nature. 
Tis  related  of  a  certain  English  monk,  called  Elme- 
nis,  about  the  C6nfessor*s  time,  that  be  did  by  such 
wings  fly  from  a  tower  above  a  furlong ;  and  to 
another  from  St  Mark's  steeple  iii  V^ice ;  another 
at  Norinberg ;  and  Busbeqntus  speaks  of  a  Tark  in 
Constantinople,  wlio  attempted  something  this  way." 
DsDdalus,  Ch.  7. 

In  another  work  (That  the  Moon  may  be  a 
World)  be  reasons  on  the  probability  of  reaching 
the  Moon  by  the  help  of  this  art.  He  computes  it 
to  be  180  days  journey;  endeavours  to  solve  the 
diillcalties  which  may  arise  from  want  of  diet  and 
lodging.    See  his  arguments  at  large,  Prop.  15. 

**  The  art  of  flying  hath  been  in  all  ages  at- 
tempted, particularly  in  the  times  of  Friar  Bacon, 
who  affirms  i^  to  be  possible,  and  that  he  knew  a 
person  who  bad  actually  tried  it  with  good  success. 
And  even  now  there  are  not  wonting  some  in  Eng- 
land, who,  by  experiment,  have  prot-ed  themselves 
able  to  do  it.  The  Sieur  Besnier,  a  smith  of  Sable, 
hath  invented  an  engine  for  flying,"  Philosopb. 
Transact  vol.  i.  page  499,  500,  with  a  cut  of  the 
engine,  plate  5. 

s^  Cornel.  Drebell  made  a  vessel  for  James  I.  to 
be  rowed  under  water  with  twelve  txmers:  It  «ras 
tried  on  the  Thames.  Bishop  Wilkins,  after  solv- 
ing all  the  difiicuities  that  might  be  objected  to  this 
siibmarine  navigatkm,  enumerates  the  advantages 
of  it 

"  U  'Tis  private;  a  roan  may  go  to  any  coast  m' 
the  world  invisible,  without  being  discovered  or  pre- 
rented  in  his  journey. 

**  2.  ^Tis  safe ;  from  the  uncertainty  of  tides, 
and  the  violence  of  tempests,  which  do  never  nrave 
the  sea  above  five  or  six  paces  deep ;  fron^  pirates 
and  robbers,  which  do  so  infest  other  voyages;  from 
ice  and  great  frosts,  which  do  so  much  endanger 
tbe^passages  towards  the  poles. 

**  3.  It  may  be  of  very  great  advantage  against  a 
navy  of  enemies,  who  by  this  means  may  be  un- 
dermined in  the  waters  and  blown  up. 

**•  4.  It  may  be  of  special  «se  for  the  relief  of 
any  place  that  is  besieged  by  water,  to  convey  into 
it  invisible  supplies;  and  so  likewise  for  the  sur- 
prjz«l'6f  any  place  that  is  accessible  by  water* 


Then  simk  again,  but  still  her  coune  pnna'd. 
Clear  was  the  stream,  and  all  beneath  we  view'd. 

*•  *  Swift  we  retire,  with  oft-retorted  eye. 
Lest  magic  charms  overtake  us  as  we  fly. 
Long  unpursued  we  run,,  at  length  retreat 
Where  an  arch'd  rock  affords  a  welcome  seat. 
Cheerful  we  enter,  but  within  behold 
A  serpent  shape  with  many  a  jointed  fold  *^. 
P^ach  friendly  pow'r  invoking  to  mv  aid. 
The  sleeping  form,  intrepid,  1  invade. 
Direct  my  felchion  on  the  monster's  hide. 
And  in  the  midst  his  bloodless  frame  divide  ^. 
Bot  soop,  repentant,  my  rash  deed  deplore^ 
For  lo !  two  foes  vindictive  on  the  floor  ; 
Both  rear  the  hom^  head,  and  both  assail 
With  tlie  sharp  terrours  of  the  pou'nous  tail. 
Again  our  trenchant  blades  aloR  we  heave, 
Eaontless  again  the  sever'd  bodies  cleave. 
And  triumph  in  the  deed.    Alas !  how  blind. 
How  fond,  how  prone  to  err,  the  human  mind  I 
How  vain  our  joy !  for,  (such  the  will  of  fate) 
Our  conquests  still  new  enemies  create. 
Again  tli'  unequal  combat  we  renew. 
Again,  surpris'd,  increase  the  reptile  crew. 
And  now  a  numerous  fry  o'enpread  the  gnMmd, 
By  slaughter  rais'd,  and  fertile  from  the  wound  *. 

"'O !  for  that  warning  voice  which  Cadmus  heard®, 
When  from  the  glebe  his  growing  foes  ■ppear'd ! 

"5.  It  may  be  of  unspeakable  beneflt  for  sub- 
mariat  experiments  and  discoveries.  Several  co- 
lonies may  thus  inhabit,  having  their  children  bred 
up  without  the  knowledge  of  land,  who  could  not 
chuse  but  be  amaxed  with  strain  conceits  upon 
the  discovery  of  this  upper  world."  Wilkina's  Ma- 
thematical Magic,  Book  II.  Chap.  5. 

^  The  account  of  this  monster  bears  a  very  near 
resemblance  to  the  description  of  the  hydra,  which 
has  so  much  employed  the  pens  of  the  ancients ; 
and  also  to  th^  polypus,  so  celebcated  by  the 
modems. 

^  It  must  be  acknowledged  that  upon  cutting, 
not  the  least  efl[usion  of  blood  or  ichor  can  be  per- 
ceived, even  by  the  best  microscope. 

Natural  History  of  the  Pol3rpe. 

^  Vulneribus  fsscunda  suis. 

Ovid's  0esc  of  the  Hydra. 

Banc  ego  ramonro,  natis  «  e«de  oolobriSy 

Crasoentemque  malo  domuL 

Art  thou  proportion'd  to  the  hydra's  length. 

Who   firom    his   wounds,    receiv'd  augmented 
strength  ? 

He  rais'd  an  hundred  hissmg  heads  in  air. 

When  one  I  lopt,  up  sprung  a  deadly  pair. 

By  bis  wounds  f/ertile,  and  with  slaughter  strong. 

Gay. 
Hydra  secto  corpore  flrmior 

Vinci  dolentera  crevit  in  Herculem.  Hor. 

**  The  poet  in  this  and  the  three  following  lines, 
alludes  to  two  passages  in  Ovid's  Met  In  B.  3. 
Cadmus  sows  the  dragon's  teeth,  which  immediate, 
ly  produce  a  crop  of  armed  men,  one  of  whom 
warns  Cadmus  (who  was  preparing  to  attack  them) 
to  desist,  and  they  fought  K  out  among  themselves 
till  they  destroyed  each  other.  Jason's  adventure 
in  the  7th  Book  exactly  resembles  this,  excepting 
that  the  naw-faised  regiment  was  determined  to  at- 
tack htm,  upon  which  he  threw  a.atoiie,  enchanted 
by  Medea,  among  them,  which  created  dinentioiis, 
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Or  the  rtroo;  cbanns  of  Colchis'  pow'rftil  maid  ^, 
Id  like  distress  the  valiant  Jason*s  aid  ! 

"  *  A  while  retreating  we  maintain  the  fight, 
Then  quit  th'  enchanted  cave  with  sudden  flight : 
And  cheer'd,  th'  aofpicious  land- marks  to  review, 
Tbny  the  known  path,  our  glad  retiirn  porsae' 

"  He  ended,  trembling:  straight  I  giasp'd  my 
sword  3», 
And  bade  there  follow.    At  the  dreadful  word, 
Fesr  and  confuiiion  ev'ry  breast  invade ; 
All  join  the  despVate  purpose  to  dissuade ; 
But  chief  Tbauraastes. — *  Hence ;  ignoble  slave,* 
Stem  I  reply,   '  whose  fears  infect  the  brave. 
You,  heroes  <mce,  inglorious,  here  Vemain, 
Av'd  by  his  words,  a  dastard,  abject  train. 
Atone  I  tf  iumph,  if  my  arms  succeed, 
Or  perish  single  in  the  hardy  deed.' 
lodignsnt  thus,  con6ding  in  th^  god. 
O'er  the  drear  plain,  with  baughty  steps  I  strode." 


THE 

SCRIBLERIAD. 

BOOK  TIU  THIRD. 


A  priesten  of  Romoor  relates  to  ScriUerus  the 
histsry  of  the  queen  of  the  country.  He  is  struck 
with  the  beauties  of  an  elegant  temple,  which 
be  describes,  as  also  the  queen's  magnificent 
entry  and  her  personal  endowments.  He  makes 
bimielf  known  to  her.  She  professes  her  regard 
for  bis  family  and  for  his  own  merits,  to  which 
she  is  DO  stranger :  after  which  she  invites  him 
to  a  partnership  of  her  bed  and  throne.  Scrib- 
lents  consults  with  Albertusi  and  is  advised  by 
him  to  accede  to  her  proposal  of  marriagte: 
Saturn  endeavours  to  deter  him  from  it  by  fear- 
ful dreams  and  omens :  notwithstanding  which 
the  marriage  is  celebrated,  but  the  consumma- 
tion prevented  by  the  flight  of  two  owls,  which, 
added  to  the  foregoing  portents,  intimidate  the 
hero  to  that  d^ree,  that  he  resolves  to  fly  from 
his  beloved  queen.  Her  reproaches  and  entreaties 
prevail  on  him  to  return,  but  not  till  her  un- 
happy impatience  has  impelled  her  to  give  her- 
self a  desperate  wound,  upon  which  Saturn  cuts 
her  fatal  hair  and  she  dies. 


Hapit  I  stimy'd,  where  midst  the  cavemM  cells 
Of  vocal  cliffii,  fimtastic  Echo  dwells. 
My  way  through  serpent  windings  I  pursa'd  >, 
Which  deep  withm  the  holbwM  rocks  were  hew'd. 

produced  a  civiLwar,  and  delivered  the  hero  from 
hJsenemiesi 

»  Medea. 

31  See  the  behaviour  of  Ulysses.    Odyss.  B.  10. 

1  This  is  an  exact  representation  of  the  present 
itate  of  the  tatomie  near  Syracuse,  the  cave  where 
Byonysins  the  tyrant  of  Sicily  is  said  to  have  kept 
bis  state  pmooers:  which  we  have  seen  thus  de- 
scribed. 


The  walls,  inclining  with  an  inward  slope. 
End  in  a  nant>w  groove  and  join  at  top. 
From  siile  to  side  reverberate,  they  bear 
The  qcrick  vibrations  of  the  trembling  air ; 
Hence  weakest  sounds  the  vaulted  cavern  shake. 
And  whispers  deafning  on  the  senses  break- 
The  cave  of  Romoor.    O'er  a  spacious  vent  >, 
With  bead  reclin*d,  her  listening  priestess  bent. 
(The  Pythian  thus  imbib'd  th'  inspiring  steam; 
Thus  gave  Trophonios  the  prophetic  dream.) 
Swift  from  her  seat,  at  my  approach,  bhe  sprung. 
And  thus  she  spake  with  more  than  mortal  tongue. 
"  *  Thrice  welcome,  wand'rer,  to  this  happy  land. 
The  w6rk  and  glory  oip  its  sov*reign*8  baud. 
Our  queen,  with  kind  compassion,  all  receives  ', 
But  the  first  honours  to  the  stranger  gives : 
Herself  a  stranger  once,  tho'  here  she  reigns : 
A  distant  exile  from  her  native  plains. 
Northward  as  far  beyond  the  torrid  zone, 
Her  husband  held  an  tndisputed  throne. 
Till  restless  fkction  <,  big  with  murd'rous  strife. 
Deprived  th'  unguarded  monarch  of  his  life. 
Dread  and  despair  the  drooping  queen  affright : 
Grief  wastes  the  day,  and  ghastly  dreams  the  night. 
Before  her  eyes  her  husband  stood  confest ; 
Rear*d  his  pale  face,  and  bar'd  his  bleeding  breast. 

"  It  is  at  this  instant,  as  entire  as  when  it  war 
first  made,  and  still  retuns  that  surprising  power 
of  reverberating  sounds.  It  is  a  large  cavern  cot 
horizontally  into  a  rock  72  feet  high,  27  broad, 
and  219  in  depth.  The  entrance  is  of  the  shape  of 
an  ass*s  ear,  and  the  inside  somewhat  of  the  form 
of  the  letter  S.  On  the  top  of  the  cave  there  is  a 
groove,  which  runs  from  one  end  to  the  other,  and 
has  a  communication  with  a  small  roon^  at  the  top 
of  the  entrance,  now  inaccessible  by  reason  of  the 
height  and  steq>ness  of  the  rock,  lliis  is  imagined 
to  have  been  a  guard-room  where  the  tyrant  used 
to  place  a  centinel,  who,  by  bearing  every  the 
least  whisper  of  the  prisoners  within,  made  his  re- 
port accordingly  to  his  masters.  We  fired  a  pistol 
m  it,  which  made  a  noise  like  thunder ;  when  one 
of  us  went  to  the  end,  and  there  fetched  his  breath, 
he  was  beard  very  distinctly  by  those  without; 
and  when  a  letter  was  unfolded  as  gently  as  pos- 
sible, it  seemed  as  if  somebody  had  flapped  a  sheet 
of  paper  close  to  your  ear.'' 

<  It  is  evident  firom  the  testimony  of  many  anci- 
ent authors,  that  at  Delphi  and  all  other  oracles, 
divine  inspiration  was  conveyed  through  certain 
vents,  over  which  the  prophetess  leaned  her  head 
and  sometimes  sat.  Fontenelle  has  adopted  the 
strange  conceit  of  Van  Dale,  who  supposes  that  the 
persons  who  went  into  Trophonius*s  cave  were  dosed 
with  the  fame  and  smoke  of  certain  drugs,  which 
caused  extravagant  dreams.  But  this  idle  imagi- 
nation is  wisely  refuted  by  an  anonymous  author 
m  his  answer  to  Fontenelle's  Hist  of  Oracles :  who, 
whetber  we  consider  his  learning  or  his  faith,  justly 
deserves  a  place  in  the  Scriblerian  archives. 

»Virg.  JEn.B.  1. 

^  Most  critics  are  of  opinion,  that  the  following 
lines  allude  to  the  factions  of  the  virtuosi  which 
arose  in  England  when  the  Newtonian  philosophy^ 
introducing  a  cautious  diffidence,  tamely  circum- 
cribed  the  enterprising  flights  of  genius,  and  abso- 
lutely banished  the  nobler  inventions  of  the  pre- 
ceding age. 
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At  length  aivisM  her  fight,  bat  first  rerealM 
Where  all  his  choieest  treRSures  lay  couoeal'd. 
A  chosen  band  the  sacred  stores  convey 
O^ex  the  nide  wares ;  a  woman  leads  the  way. 
This  isle  she  chose,  her  growing  empire's  seat ; 
Here  she  cqjoysjin  undistiirb'd  retreat : 
Here,  where  no  pitchy  keels  pollute  the  sea  ^, 
Nor  jtstless  commerce  ploagha  the  wai'ry  way.' 
The  i^riestess  thus  my  longing  hoeom  fir'd — 
]  left  the  tale  unfiui»h'd  and  rctir'd. 

"  Soon  1  dcscry'd  where,  near  a  cypress  wood, 
Adome»  npheld  by  stately  columns,  stood  i. 
Where  brass  and  variegated  marbles  join  ^ 
Tbeir  mingled  beams  to  graCe  the  splendid  shrine. 
Here  glittering  ores  tbeir  native  charms  unfold ; 
Inhere  yellow  mundic  shines  like  bumish'd  gold ''. 
2$u]pbur8  and  marcasites  their  beams  disphiy  *, 
And  lucid  cr>'sta]s  rival  Titan's  ray. 
Kang'd  as  a  Cornice,  various  fossils  stand. 
The  mimic  sport  of  Nature's  wanton  hand. 
Mitre  and  tnrban-forms  the  work  adora, 
Triton*s  huge  trump.and  Am monV  boasted  horn  9. 
Here  fibrous  plants  with  many  a  branching  vein.  >o, 
AjkI  there  the  curious  teiitufe  of  the  brain  ". 
But  how,  O  !  how  shall  fancy's  pow'r  recall 
'Jlie  forms  that  breath'd  along  the  pictured  wall  I 
Where,  iu  mosaic  wrought,  the  shells  surpass 
The  pencil'd  canvass  or  the  seulptur'd  brass. 
Dearest  to  Nature  first  are  seen  a  race 
Who  bear  the  marks  of  her  peculiar  grace. 
Here  griffons,  harpies,  dragons  mix  in  flight, 
Here  wild  Chimera  rears  her  triple  height. 
In  glowing  celoani  mighty  Geryon  stands, 
AaA  bold  Briareua  wields  his  hundred  hands. 

*'  While  thus'  mysoul  these  empty  shades  possast, 
What  sudden  pangs  invade  my  heedless  breast ! 
When,  in  blest  shells  of  liveliest  hue  puurtray'd, 
I  saw  (air  Lindamira's  form  display'd  '< : 
I  surted  at  the  sight :  adown  my  cheek 
The  swelling  tears,  in  rapid  torrents  break  : 
Then  thus  <  *  What  region  in  the  worM  but  knows  i3 
My  hapless  passion  and  illustrious  woes  ^ 
Lo  !  as  in.  life,  the  dear  sad  object  stands. 
And  makes  my  sufferings  known  in  distant  lands' — 

A  We  must  be  so  ingenuous  as  to  confess,  that 
oar  author  has  bornmed  this  panegyric  fram  a 
celebrated  Spanish  poet 

*  This  taste  has  lately  becu  introduced  in  Eng- 
land. They  ornament  chimney-pieces,  S&c.  with 
many  different  sorts  of  mariile,  and  cover  the  joints 
with  thin  plates  of  polished  brass. 

'*  Mundic  is  a  brown  glittering  substance,  found 
in  great  quantities  in  the  tin-mibes. 

s  Marcasite  of  copper  is  about  the  bigness  of  an 
apple,  broiwn  without,  yeUowand  crystalline  within, 
brilliant  and  shining. 

^  A  shell  called  the  buceinum.  The  oomu  Am- 
monis,  is  a  fossil  shaped  like  a  ram's  horn. 

^0  A  large  submarine  weed,  whose  fibres  resemble 
a  curious  net-work. 

^>  The  brainstone,  so  called,  from  the  resem- 
blance its  Burfoce  bears  to  the  human  bsain. 

i^See  Memoirs  of  Scriblems. 
Se  quoque  principibus  permixtum  agnovit  Acbivis. 

Virg.  B.  1. 

13  Quap  regio  in  tcrris  nostri  non  plena  laboris  ? 

Virg.  B.  1. 


When  sudden,  ent*ring  at  the  lofty  gate. 

The  queen  herself  approach'd  in  solemn  state. 

Her  head  th'  inextricable  ]|)lica  ^*  gnc'd  : 

Whose  folds  descending,  veil'd  her  beauteous  waist. 

Then  lengtb'ning  downwards,  fnrm'd  a  regal  tiaiu. 

And  swept,  with  awful  majesty,  the  plain. 

On  her  fair  front  a  goodly  horn  she  bore  : 

But  nor  the  crown  or  gay  tiara  wore. 

Frequent  and  thick,  o'er  all  her  limbs  were  seen  ^^ 

111*  elengateil  papillse  of  the  skin. 

Graceful  eaicre»cence  of  resplendent  honi, 

Like  the  shagg'd  velvet,  er  the  new-reap'd  com. 

Never  but  once  beheld  I,  till  that  hour, 

Such  finish'd  charms.     I  gaze  and  I  adore. 

She  momits  the  throne,  and  hearing  ev'ry  cause. 

Directs  her  judgment  by  great  Nature's  laws. 

Where  nice  distinction  doubtful  clahns  divides  ^» 

Duly  she  weighs,  impartial  she  decides* 

To  her  the  vegetable  kingdom  owea 

A  sure  protection  from  invading  foes. 

Who  oft  the  sprouting  coral  strive  to  gain, 

And  earth-born  mandrake,  from  its  rigfatfiil  reigD. 

"  Now  solemn  heralds  led  me  to  the  throne. 
And  bade  my  nation  and  my  name  make  known. 
Thus,  to  the  monarch,  I  my  speech  addrest : 
<  O!  foremost  still  to  succour  the  distreit. 
From  northern  isles,  fifom  a  far  distant  strand. 
By  adverse  winds,  1  tread  this  pleasing  land. 
Behold  Scriblerus,  no  ignoble  name  ^'^^         [fame.) 
(Earth  sounds  my  wisdom,  and  high  Heav'o  my 

1*  A  matting  together  of  hair,  commonly  called 
the  plica  Polonioa,  because  it  is  epidemical  io  Po- 
land, and  rarely  found  elsewhere.  Tlic  hair,  so 
platted  togethei*,  grows  to  a  sarprtsing  length, 
which  is  not  to  be  prevented,  by  reason  that  it  is 
mortal  to  cut  it,  a  great  effusion  of  blood  always 
ensumg.  See  it  described  Philosoph.  Transact. 
Vol.  6.  Part  3.  Chap,  3. 

1^ There  was  a  vrry  extraordinary  person  in 
Ix>ndon,  in  the  year  1743,  who,  during  his  residence 
there,  was  visited  by  most  of  the  nobility  and  gen- 
try, virtuosi  and  philoisophers  of  that  metropolis. 
His  skiu  (excepting  only  his  face  and  the  palms  of 
his  hands)  was  entirely  grown  over  with  an  homy 
excrescence,called  by  the  naturalisQi  the  elongation 
of  the  papillse.  Each  particular  excrescence  was 
about  the  size  of  a  smalt  barley  stfaw ,  they  lay 
close  together,  and  made  an  even  surfiice,  exactly 
like  the  sorfiioe  of  plush  of  velvet  They  were  ii 
difibrrnt  lengths  in  different  parts  of  his  body. 
Stroking  your  hand  down  his  ler  or  arm,  they  rat- 
tled like  the  return  of  a  hard  brush,  but  louder,  as 
they  were  of  a  much  harder  consistence  than  the 
stiffest  hair. 

1^  The  prindpal  contests  whnh  have  divided  the 
virtuosi  of  all  ages,  and  which  daily  arise,  are  from 
the  difficulty, of  deciding  in  what  class  subjects  of 
middle  qualities  shall  be  ranged.  Thos  some  affirm 
a  spvnge  to  be  an  animal;  others  a  vegetable; 
while  others  contend  that  it  is  inanimate. 

i*?  So  fiir  is  our  hero  from  vain-glory,  which  soma 
critics  have  ignoraiitly  accused  him  ii,  that  be  is 
here  so  hum^  he  does  not  even  ventnre  to  speak 
his  own  words,  but  deUvers  himself  in  those  of  his 
great  example,  Ulysses.  Odyss.  B.  9. 
Behold  Ulrsses,  no  ignoble  name ; 
Earth  soonds  my  wisdom,  and  high  Heev'a  my  Csme. 
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Nov  a^  fugitive,  and  tanpot-tost, 
0ri?^  wHk  OQolusioD,  from  each  neighbour  coast, 
0 1  gnat  Che  refuge  of  thy  fnendly  shores: 
Avply  with  bounteous  hand  our  wasted  stores: 
Elw  rashly  «e  attempt  th'  unmeasur'd  way, 
Aad  death  awaits  us  ou  the  banen  sea.' 

"  £late  with  pleasure,  staggered  with  surprise, 
So  wills  the  mindful  god,  the  queen  replies  » 
'  Are  yon  the  great  Scrihlerus,  dear  to  fame  i^ 
Who^  ftom  high  Pliny  trac'd,  your  lineage  claim  ? 
The  same  whom  learned  Baithios'  daughter  bore 
Tofun*dOonielius  on  the  British  shore  ? 
Ilov'd  old  Caspar;  greatly  iov'd  thy  sire  : 
Kor  lets  thy  Tirtues,  courteous  gnest,  adnure. 
Accept  that  name ;  and,  if  thou  not  disdain. 
Friend  to  my  soul  and  partner  of  my  reign.' 

'*  Then  L  *Ah  J  cease,  too  gen'rous,  to  o'erpow'r 
11ii|ie  humblest  slaTe  with  all  thy  bounty's  store. 
Such  godlike  blessings  fhmi  so  fair  a  hand, 
Eternal  praise  and  gratitude  demand. 
While  on  earth's  surface  fruits  and  ftowrete  blow  <<> 
AaifiMBila  tegetate  in  beds  below, 
In  oonU  polypes  haunt,  in  snow  the  bear. 
Whales  spoit  m  seas,  and  eels  in  rinegar. 
While  bright  volcanos  spout  eternal  flame, 
So  long  shall  last  the  gtories  of  thy  name.' 

**  I  said, — the  gradous  monarch  instant  sends 
The  wish'd  nfectiott  tomy  dubious  friends : 
Bat  from  their  Ipogiug  unps  their  chief  detains, 
ind  strives  to  bind  with  love's  resistless  chains. 
Ather  desire  the  series  I  relate 
Of  my  ]oag  wand'ring  and  disast'roiis  frte. 
Deep  sunk  my  sufferings  in  her  yielding  heart, 
Trsmpierc'd  with  lore's  inevitable  dart, 
AaA  &E'd  as  some  impal'd  and  helpless  fly  >*> 
Who  bleeda  a  victim  to  the  optician's  eye, 
Bc£)re  his  glam  spins  in  repeated  round, 
And  strires  to  flatter  from  the  deadly  wound :        ^ 
Tirm  and  unaaov'd  the  speculative  sage 
Byes  the  vain  eifiMts  of  its  insect  rage. 

*<  See  Book  9.  line  288. 

^'Tunc  ille  Mneu  quern  Dardanio  Anchisas 

AUna  Venus  peperit  Phrygii  Simoeutis  ad  undas? 

Are  you  the  great  JEaeas,  known  to  fame. 

Who  from  celestial  seed  your  lineage  claim  } 

The  nme  JBneaa  whom  fhir  Venus  bore 

To  fiun'd  Anchises  on  th'  lean  shore  ? 

Dryd. 
For  the  genealogy  of  Scrihlerus  here  mentions], 
see  Memoirs  of  Scrihlerus,  the  beginning. 
.  *  In  frela  dum  flurii,  &c.  Virg.  B.  1, 

While  rolling  rivers  into  seas  shall  run. 
And  romid  the  space  of  Heav*u  the  radiant  Snn, 
While  tiees  the  mountain  tops  with  shade  supply, 
Your  honour,  name,  and  praiae  shall  never  die.' 

Dryd. 
*>  Vritnr  in  Mix  Dido  totaque  vagatnr 
Uihe  furent  qnalis  conjectA  cerva  sajritta,  &c. 

haret  lateri  lethalis  arundo. 

Vinr-  An. Li  4. 
8o  when  the  watchful  shepherd  froro^tbe  blind, 
Weuadavith  a  random  shaft  the  carelesa  hind ; 
DittDaetadviiiL  her  pahi  she  ttm  Che  woods,   . 
Bounda  o^er  the  lawn  and  seeks  the  rilent  floods. 
With  ffoitkis  care:  for  still  the  fatal  dart 
Sticka  in  bar  fid^  and  rankles  in  .her  heyrt. 


."  Soon  as  the  mora  dispeps*d  ber  eariiest  ray, 
Straight  to  the  shore  I  urg'd  my  speedy  way. 
Dissolv'd  in  tears  my  anxious  'friends  1  feund. 
The  untouch'd  cates  neglected  on  the  ground. 
As  when  some  ass^^  (hir'd  haply  to  repair 
The  riot-wasted  rake  or  love -sick  fair) 
From  her  fond  young,  the  tedious  morning  strays, 
Driv'n  thro*  some  pop'lous  city's  crowded  ways'; 
Her  absence,  pent  in  dismal  cots,  tliey  mourn: 
But  wild  with  rapture,  at  her  blest  return. 
They  leap,  tiiey  bound,  their  braying  (ills  the  plain. 
And  the  glad  bills  repeat  the  harmonious  strain. 
So  round  me  prest,  now  rescued  from  despair, 
Th'  exulting  crew,  my  fortunes  I  declare. 
The  welcome  stores  they  to  the  bark  co;ivey , 
Then  cheerful  follow  where  1  lead  the  way. 

**  Soon  as  we  reach'd  the  dome,  the  queen  invites 
To  the  spread  feast  and  hospitable  rites. 
Again  she  asks  to  hear  the  moving  tale. 
Again  big  tears  her  melting  heart  reveal. 

*'  Now  all  to  rest  retire:  but  sleep  denies, 
His  balmy  blessings  to  my  anxious  eyes. 
Long  ere  the  Sun  had  left  his  eastern  goal. 
Thus  to  Albertus  I  disclose  my  soul.         [queen  ^, 

** '  Seest  thou,  with  eyes  like  mine,  this  tuatchless 
Her  rare  .endowments,  her  majestic  mien  ? 
With  ev'ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace  is  joined. 
And  as  ber  form,  prodigious  is  her  mind. 
What  gen'rous  proffers  has  her  bounty  made. 
Of  half  her  throne  and  half  her  blissful  bed  ! 
Yes,  I  confess,  since  Lindamira's  love, 
No  other  charms,  like  these  my  breast  could  move  : 
The  same  their  merits,  my  desire  the  same : 
1  feel  rekindling  all  my  former  flame. 
Were  I  not  bound  by  er'ry  sacred  vow. 
Never  again  at  Hjrmen's  shrine  to  bow, 
Perhaps  her  peeriess  beauties  might  controul 
The  weak  resoLyes  of  my  unstable  soul.—'  [shook, 

"  While  my  rack'd  breast  these  struggling  tumults 
Thus  on  my  speech  the  kind  Albertus  broke  : 
*  Say,  will  you  still  a  joyless  wanderer  rove. 
And  never  taste  the  soft  delights  of  lov^> 
Nor  in  your  oflbpring'*  gladth'  astonish'd  Earth, 
The  happy  parent  of  a  wond'roos  birth  ? 
And  sure  no  less  shall  crrace  your  nuptial  bed, 
For  can  aught  vulgar  from  the  queen  proceed  } 
Wisely,  I  grant,  you  shunn'd  the  weak  alarms 
Of  common  beauty  and  quotidian  charms  ^; 
But  O !  imprudent,  should  yon  now^isclaira 
A  pleasing  passion  and  auspicious  flame. 


^  As  from  fresh  pastures  and  the  dewy  field 
(When  loaded  cribs  their  evening  banquet  yield) 
The  lowing  herds  return ;  around  them  throng, 
With  leaps  and  bouiads,  their  lata  imprisoned 

young. 
Rush  to  their  mothers  with  unruly  joy, 
And  cchoiDg  lulls  return  the  tender  cry : 
So  round  me  press'd,  exulting  at  my  sight,  iic. 
Ulysses's  account  oK  bis  return  to  bis  friends 
from  Circe's  court.    Odyas.  B.  10; 
33  See  Dido's  Hrft  speech,  and  her  sister's  answer, 
Virg.  i£o.  B.  4. 
s*  Nee  dulces  natos,Veneria  neque  prsemia  noria  ? 

Virg.  B.4. 
^  Taadet  quotidiananim  hantm  formarum. 

Terence  EunuHn 


// 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


264 


CAMBRIDOFS  POEMS. 


With  matual  warmth,  her  profier'd  lam  reoeive. 
And  taste  the  joys  her  heavenly  beauties  give." 
While  thus  his  pleasing  counsel  he  addrest, 
AJas !  too  grateful  to  my  love-sick  breast ! 
Sudden  aloud  the  good  Albertus  sneez'd  ^ : 
I  yield,  and  follow,  with  the  omen  pleased. 

'*  The  monarch  now  her  learned  treasures  shows, 
And  pleasM  each  mystic  science  to  disclose. 
Illustrates  by  what  powers  huge  vessels  glide. 
Concealed  beneath  the  surface  of  the  tide. 
How,  by  her  arts,  her  subjects  learn  to  rise 
On  silken  wings,  and  cut  the  liquid  skies, 
Or,  to  the  winds,  in  cars  of  lightest  cane, 
Spi^ad  the  broad  sail,  and  swiftly  skim  the  plain  ^. 
Much  I  applaud,  for  much  I  all  admire. 
Thus  mutual  pleasures  fan  our  growing  fire. 

"  As  when  in  vinegar  ^,  at  distance  placed. 
To  join  two  self-mov'd  astroites  haste; 
Our  heaving  hearts,  with  fond  impatience,  move. 
And  pant  for  contact,  with  attractive  love. 

"  Nor  can  our  eager  passion  brook  delay. 
We,  for  our^spousals,  luime  th'  ensuing  day. 

"  How  shall  my  tongue  the  sad  reverse  of  (ate. 
And  terrours  of  the  dreadful  night  relate  ? 
Oft  rose  fair  Ijndamira*s  frowning  shade : 
My  purpQte  oft  with  boding  voice  forbade. 

^  She  qpoke.    Telemachus  then  ^neez'd  alond ; 

Constrained  his  nostril  echoed  thro'  the  crowd. 

The  smiling  queen  the  happy  omen  blest : 

So  may  these  impious  fall,  by  fate  opprest. 

Ody88.B.  17. 

Xenophon  having  ended  a  speech  to  bis  soldiers 
with  these  words  viz.  "  We  have  many  reasons  to 
hope  for  preservation.*'  They  were  scarce  ottered 
when  a  certain  soldier  sneezed ;  the  whole  anny 
took  the  omen,  (tbd  at  once  paid  adoration  to  the 
gods.  Then  Xenophon,  resuming  his  disoourse, 
proceeded  *'  Since  ^  my  fellow  soldiers,  at  the  men- 
tion of  our  preservation,  Jupiter  has  sent  this 
omen."  &c. 

^ Serioana,  when  Chineses  drive 

With  saiU  and  wind,  their  cany  waggons  light. 

Milton>  B.  a. 

Bishop  Wilkins  was  much  pleased  with  the  oon- 
trivanca  of  a  sailing  carriage.  "  What  can  be  more 
delightful,  says  he,  or  better  husbandry,  than  to 
make  use  of  the  wind  (which  oosts  nothing,  and 
eats  nothing)  instead  of  horses  ?  That  such  dha- 
riou  are  commonly  used  in  the  champaign  plains  of 
China,  is  frequently  affirmed  by  divers  credible 
authors,  fioterus  mentions,  that  they  have  beoo 
tried  also  in  Spain,  though  with  what  sucoeas  he 
doth  not  specify.  But  above  all  other  experiments 
to  this  purpose,  that  sailing  chariot  at  Shevelling  in 
HoUaod,  is  more  eminently  remarkable;  it  was 
made  by  the  direction  of  Stephinus,  and  is  celebrated 
by  many  authors.  Walchius  afflrmf^  it  to  be  of  so 
great  a  swiftness  for  its  motion,  and  yet  of  so  great 
a  capacity  for  its  harden,  that  it  did  hr  exceed  the 
speed  of  any  ship,  though  we  should  suppose  it  to 
be  carried  in  the  open  sea  with  never  so  prosperous 
a  wind.  That  eminent  inquisitive  man  Peireskius, 
having  travelled  to  Sherelling  for  the  sight -and  ex- 
perience of  this  chariot,  affirms  that  it  went  42 
miles  in  two  hours."    Math.  Magic.  B.  2.  ch.  2. 

ss  The  small  astioites  or  star*4toues,  when  im- 
versed  in  Tiaegar,  will  move  till  they  touch  each 
other. 

I 


So  Julia  menaced  roand  her  Foopey's  bed, 
Ere  Ceesar  conquer'd,  and  Pharsalia  bled. 
With  her,  my  swarthy  rival  ^  blasts  my  sight. 
And  casts  a  blacker  horronr  on  the  night 
Th*  assembled  lawyers  nest  (tremendous  band) 
Rose  to  my  view,  and  all  my  soal  anman*d. 
But  chief,  O  !  chief!  the  queen  herself  opprest. 
And,  with  dire  om'nous  action,  chilPd  my  breast 
Stem  she  approached,  and,  with  contemptuous  kiok, 
The  horn  opprobrious  from  her  forehead  took 
And  fix*d  on  mine :  when,  sudden  o*er  my  hesd. 
Portentous  growth  I  luxuriant  antlecs  spread. 
Wide  and  more  wide  the  teeming  branches  shoot. 
And  ceaseless  sockers  issue  from  the  root 
Such  ghastly  visions  waste  the  dismal  night : 
I  rose,  dejected,  with  the  morning  light. 
The  Sun  1  sought:  behind  a  murky  cload. 
Shorn  of  his  beams,  be  dimly  frown'd.in  blood. 
And  now,  already  at  my  gate  was  seen  . 
An  early  herald  from  th'  impatient  queen. 
Dissembling,  I  suppress  the  rishig  tear. 
And  strive  th*  unsprosp'rous  moments  to  defer. 
In  rain :  already  at  the  altar  stands 
Th*  officious  priest  to  join  our  haples4  hands. 
Oh  sad  effiicts  of  too  neglectful  haste  ! 
No  hymeneal  rights  ^o  our  nupttals  grac*d. 
No  hallow'd  priest  the  festal  victim  slew. 
And  the  eors'd  gall  behind  the  alter  threw. 
Nor  did  the  slaves  the  flamiqg  torches  bear. 
Nor  burn  the  axle  of  the  bridal  car ; 
With  flow'rs  or  woolly  fiUeU  deck  the  door. 
Or  figs,  tha  type  of  future  plenty,  pour  ; 
Nor  wild  asparagus  at  onoe  imply*d 
The  courtship  and  possession  of  the  bride  ; 
No  sportive  songsters  hail'd  the  genial  time. 
Chanting  the  fescennine  licentious  rhyme. 
Nor  did  the  bride  the  solemn  bariey  bear. 
Nor  with  the  spear  divide  her  flowing  hair. 
Or  yellow  veil  of  mystic  purport  wear. 
No  matron's  voice  her  eager  atqps  fori»d 
The  sacred  threshold  of  the  porch  to  tread. 
No  decent  zone  secured  her  looser  waist. 
But  ev*ry  rite  was  lost  in  shattieless  haste  ! 
Hymen  his  sacred  influence  withdraws. 
And  sees,  with  anger,  his  neglected  laws. 

^  The  black  prince  of  Monomotapa.  Memoirs  of 
Scriblerus. 

90  Thus  Lucan,  Book  2,  represents  Cato  receiviof 
Marcia  without  any  marriage  cereliionies. 

Festa  coronato  non  pendent  limine  serta. 

L.  354,  et  infnu 
No  garlands  gay  the  cheerful  portal  oromfd. 
Nor  woolly  fillets  wove  the  posts  around  ; 
No  genial  bed  with  rich  embroidery  giac'd» 
Qn  iv'ry  steps  in  lofty  state  was  plac*d  ; 
No  hymeneal  torch  preceding  shone. 
No  matron  put  the  tow'iy  fiontlet  on. 
Nor  bade  her  feet  the  saored  threshold  dum. 
Ko  yellow  veil  was  looaely  thrown,  to  hide 
The  rising  blushes  of  the  trembling  bride : 
No  glitt*ring  zone  her  flowing  garments  bound, 
No  sparkling  gems  her  neofc  enoompaas'd  round ; 
No  silken  souf,  nor  decent  windug  lawn 
Was  o*er  her  naked  arms  and  shoulders  drawn; 
No  Sabine  mirth  provokes  the  bridegroom's  ears, 
Nor  spdgfatly  wit  the  glad  aMombly  olieen. 

Bowe*s  Lucan,  B.  S.  I.  544. 
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SooR  m  vitbki  tbo  ncied  fiuie  I 
Suddeo,  extiiigiiMt*<l,  lank  the  halloirM  flame. 
Ohorts  bovlii^,  cMddea  the  long  isle's  dark  gkxnn^ 
Aed  nrcets  of  blood  distil  fnm  ev'ry  tomb. 

**  To  wait  a  more  propitioas  hour,  I  move  ; 
Bet  she  o'er-mles  my  fi»is  with  eafses  love. 
Th*  obedient  priests  dispatch  with  trembling  haste, 
ThsDce  move,  with  pomp»  to^raoe  the  ouptia]  feasL 
The  bride,  transported,  smiles  with  open  sool, 
Qajr  from  the  feaA,  and  wanton  from  the  bowl ; 
To  her  lov*d  grot,  with  fond  desire,  invites, 
There  to  ooosumnnte  Hjraen^s  bliarful  litoi. 

"  Deep  in  the  dark  recesses  of  the  wood 
A  cave  obscar'd  with  gloomy  Inorels  stood. 
Ivy,  witbia,  the  vesdani  roof  overspread 
With  pendent  foliage,  a  loxanant  shade! 
The  nuo'd  walls  the  monaroh's  hand  adorns  [urns. 
With  moakPring  stones,  rough  aom^  and  broken 
O'er  these,  with  studied  negligenoe,  she  spreads 
Struge  roots,  gay  garlands,  and  fantastic  weeds. 
Roegh  unhewn  steps  lead  to  the  dark  retreat, 
Aod  a  vast  mat  presents  an  ample  seat 

"  This  grot  she  dMtin'd  for  the  nuptial  nigbt. 
Sacred  to  love  and  oonsokms  of  deli|^ 
Unstable  state  of  wretched  human  kind ! 
Futhless  as  seas,  and  fickle  as  the  wind : 
The  gentlest  blast  may  nip  our  bk)omiug  joy : 
Ite-sUgbtsst  wave  our  baseless  bliss  destn^* 
Oar  fleetiag  pleasure  no  duration  knows. 
Bet  ebbs,  era  well  we  can  perceive  it  flows. 

"  Now,  happiest  pair,  we  reach  the  auspicious  bo«*r, 
Ihg  vkh  the  transports  of  the  genial  hour  ; 
WhcQ  lo  1  two  owls,  who^  with  the  like  design, 
Betir'd,  in  silence,  to  the  secret  shrine; 
Rush  forth,  with  loud  oompbunings,  from  the  cave, 
Aad,  with  sad  sighs,  their  toves  unfiuish'd  leave  ». 
Sstom,  to  thwart  my  rising  joys  intent, 
The  bodmg  augury,  terrific,  sent | 
He,  vith  foul  diesiinsb  n^  trembl^  bosom  chiU*d 
And  all  my  soul  with  deadly  horrour  filVd. 
Hence,  at  the  last  portent,  with  wild  affright. 
From  the  fond  queen  I  wmg  my  s(teedy  flight. 
And,  oig*d  with  shame,  not  knowing  bow  to  bear 
Her  just  reproach  for  my  dishonest  foar, 
Shi^  to  the  ready  crew  I  give  the  word. 
And  Bommon  all  with  swiftest  qpeed  on  bosird. 

"  Aoiomnow  had  left  Tithonus'  bed  »: 
When  to  the  shore  by  fotal  fury  led. 
The  mooareh  hastes  j  the  parting  berk  she  view'd, 
And  tfans,  with  sooA,  my  oowaid  flight  pursuM. 

**  <  Unmanly  traitor,  whom  nor  honour  awes  ^, 
Nor  sacred  giatttnde's  eteinal  laws; 

^  And  there  cooeummatate  their  unfinishM  loves. 
Bryden's  Turtles. 

^IathelifoorViigil,preflBedtoMr.  Dryden's 
^"Bdstttn,  we  lyive  the  following  remnik:  '*  We 
Bay  chserve,  on  this  occaaon,  it  is  an  art  peculiar 
to  yiigQ,  to  intimate  the  event  by  some  preceding 
*^(>deoL  He  hardly  ever  describes  the  rising  of 
tte  Sun  but  with  some  circumstance  which  fixe-eig- 
™ithe  fortune  of  the  day.  For  iiMtance,  whco 
^■nsleavm  Africa  aad  queen  I&ks  he  thus  de^ 
•Qibes  the  fotal  monung : 

Ttthosd  erocenm  Imqnens  Aurora  cuhile. 
An  for  the  remark  we  stand  indebted  to  the  a 
P«nlofPotUo. 

"^  See  Dido's  speeches  Viig.  a  4. 


Vaunt  not  thyself  from  great  Scribleras  sprang  ; 
Thy  coward  soul  belies  tby  boastiul  tongue. 
Thee  not  the  learned  Barthius*  daughter  bore. 
Bred  'midst  the  rooks  of  Scotia's  barren  shore  ^, 
The  lifeless  offspring  of  ber  blasted  trees, 
NursM,  as  broughtforth,  amidst  thy  kindred  geese  ^ 
Ah,  whither  do  my  various  pomions  rove  ? 
Still  must  I  censure  whom  1  still  must  love  } 
How  could'st  thou,  cruel,  from  thy  consort  run. 
The  sacred  rites  of  Hymen  but  b^^un  ? 
Scom'd  aod  neglected  leave  the  nuptial  bed. 
And  all  the  mighty  debt  of  love  unpaid  ? 
Oh  !  had  you  but  bestow'd  one  food  embrace. 
Ere  yet  yon  Aed  from  this  once  valued  foce; 
Perhaps  £  had  not  then  despair*d  to  see 
Some  young  Scribleras,  heav'uly  fair,  like  thee* 
If  fote,  raluotaut  to  complefee  my  joy. 
Denied  the  Messing  of  a  sprightly  boy. 
Some  embrio  semblanee  of  thy  form  divine  v. 
At  least  had  floated  in  the  ghusy  shrine. 
Fond  flattering  hope  possessioo  had  supply'd. 
Nor  had  you  left  me  so  foriora  a  bride. 
Fir'd  at  that  sacred  name,  again  contest 
The  jarring  passions  in  my  bleeding  breast 
The  friendless  vagrant,  not  oootent  to  save. 
Rare  arts  I  taught,  and  choicest  presents  gave; 
Not  ev'n  ourrelf  with*held,  butfondly  led 
The  coward  boaster  to  my  bridal  bed^ 
Now  signs  are  seen  ^— now  Saturn  omens  c 
And  visions  bode,  and  augury  portends — 


34  Nee  tibi  diva  parens  - 


-  Sed  duns  genuit  te  cautibus  horrens 
Caucasus^  Hsrrcanaeque  admorunt  ubera  tigres. 

Virg.  L.  4. 
^  These  geese  are  frequent  in  the  western  isles 
of  Scotland,  and  commonly  known  by  the  name  of 
barnacles,  which  word  our  great  philosopher  derives 
from  beajin  a  child,  and  aac  an  oak,  Saaon.    The 
legend  of  them  informs  us  that  they  grow  out  of 
rotten  trees  by  the  bill,  as  fruit  by  its  stalk. 
As  barnacles  turn  Solan  geese 
In  th'  islands  of  the  Orcades. 

.    Hudibrub 
^  Saltum  in  qua  mihi  do  te  suscepta  fuisset 
Ante  ftigam  soboles :  si  quis  mihi  parvulus  aula 
Laderet  JEneas,  qui  te  tantnm  ore  refhrat, 
Non  equidera  omnino  capta  aut  deserts  Tiderer. 

Vifg.  L.  4. 
Had  you  deforrM,  at  least,  your  hasty  fii^t, 
And  left  bebnid  some  pledge  of  ear  delig^ 
Some  babe  to  bless  the  mother's  mournfiil  sight; 
Some  young  JEneas  to  supply  your  plaoe. 
Whose  features  might  express  his  fother'k  fooe : 
I  should  not  then  eomplain  to  live  bereft 
Of  all  my  husband,  or  be  wholly  left. 

Dryd* 
"  The  breaks  in  this  speech  bear  a  near  resem- 
blance to  the  interrapted  sense  which  is  the  striking 
merit  of  that  admired  speech  of  INdOi 

mm^^mmmm  j^octum  litUm  cgenttm 
fiKsepi,  et  regni  demons  in  parte  locavi  ■ 
Heu  furib  inoensa  Ibror  ■  <  'nunc  augur  ApoUa 
Nunc  LycisB  sortes.    nunc,  £e. 


Vug.  B.  4. 

'TIS  surprising  that  Mr.  Dryden  should  so  little 
fed  tlie  feroe  «f  these  bisahs,as  to  foist  in  a  coii« 
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Such  cam,  Ibrfooth,  disturb  the  petccTol  fcvl. 
And  to  distreM  poor  loven  flies  the  owl  m. 
If  ere  faturity  by  ngm  was  known. 
To  me  some  omen  bad  tby  baseness  shown ; 
Victims  had  wanted  »  ev*ry  nobler  part, 
And,  to  denote  thee  truly,  chief  the  heart* 

*'  Her  mefnl  nuMnings-my  compassion  move^ 
And  to  my  breast  recall  aflrigfated  love. 
1  ieel  his  dictates  o'er  my  laars  prevmil. 
And  call  to  change  our  coarse  and  ^ift  the  sail. 
Bot  oh  ?  I  scarce  had  giT^the  tar^y  word, 
Ere  her  rash  hand  her  bleeding  bosom  gor*d. 
Shock'd  at  the  dreadful  sight,  ply  er'ry  oar, 
Eager^  I  cry,  and  instant  make  the  shore-— 
BousM  by  my  well-known  voice,  again  reYtve 
Her  droopbg  spirits,  and  she  stiiTes  to  live. 
When  lo  1  vindictive  Saturn  reaeh*d  the  strand. 
And  seiz'd  the  plica  with  relentless  hand. 
Then  wav*d  aloft  his  glittering  sc3rtbe  in  air. 
And  cropt,  fsr  ever  cropt,  the  fatal  hair  ^. 
A  deathful  slumber  clos'd  her  beauteous  eyes  : 
And  her  freed  soul  r^ain'd  her  native  skies.*' 


^  TBE 

SCRIBLERIAD. 

lOOE  Tlia  POUSTH. 


ASOVMEMT. 

The  Queen  appeaxipg  to  ScriUerus,  as  he  lies  in  a 
swoon,  infbnns  him  that  all  his  misfbrthnes  are 
owing  to  the  murder  of  the  Acrostic,  for  whose 

-  death  he  must  make  atonement,  and  celebrate 
games  to  his  memory.  The  hero  returns  to  the 
violated  i8iaiid,'and  submissively  sues  for  peace. 

'  Then  follow  the  games.  Scriblerus  establishes  a 
lasting  friendship  with  the  islanders,  and  retires 
loaded  with  presents.  He  pursues  his  course  up 
the  Red  Sea,  and  travels  over  the  desert  to  Cairo. 
He  briefly  touches  his  journey  from  thence  in 

nective  sentence,  where  Virgil  has  visibly  intended 
the  tramitioo  should  be  most  abrupt 

I  rave,  I  rave^  a  god's  command  be  pleads. 
And  niakes  H^v'n  accessary  to  his  deeds. 
Now  Lycian  lota,  and  now,  &c.s 

38  Nothing  is  more  natural  than  for  a  person 
thoroughly  eaasperated  to  fly  out  in  sallies  of  sar- 
castic wit  Of  this  kind  is  that  celebrated  speech 
of  Dida 

Scilicet  is  superis  labor  est :  ea  cura  quietos 
Sdlicitat  ■■ 

I  sequere  Italiam  ventis,  pete  regna  per  undas. 
Spero  equidem  mediis,  ^c 
.  ^  CjUAS.    \^^at  say  the  auguis  ? 

MtssBMOBa.    They  would  not  have  yon  to  stir 
forth  tu  day  : 
Plucking  the  entrails  of  an  offering  forth, 
They  could  not  find  a  heart  within  the  beast 

-Cabas.    The  gods  do  this  in  shame  of  cowardice ; 
Csuar  shouhi  be  a  beast  without  a  heart. 
If  be  should  Stay  at  home  to  day  lor  fear. 

Julins  Csesar,  Act  2. 

«o  See  the  death  of  iKdo;  Virg.  %  4.  the  end. 
To  cut  the  plica  Pol«fti»  if  c«ttt»  death.     See 
Pi  86f .  N.  14. 


quest  of  the  petiified  city,  and  concludes  with  his 
aflliction  for  the  lossof  bis  treasures.  The  pilgrims 
condoling  with  him  thereon,  are  interrefvtod  by 
an  omen  which  they  interpret  in  bis  fisvoor ;  then 
praying  for  his  success,  and  presentiug  him  with 
the  most  valuable  of  their  trsasnres,  they  depart 


'*  MTshudd'ringframe,nmierv'd with  boirovr,  soak 
EKtended  on  the  deck  a  lifUess  trunk. 
My  soul  Qncumber*d  with  corporeal  ties. 
At  large  thro'  fancy's  boundless  empire  flies. 
Full  in  my  sight  the  queen's  lov'd  form  appears. 
Awakes  reflexion,  and  renews  my  tears. 
But  soon  her  voice  my  rising  griela  forbad. 
And  thus  begisn  the  visionary  shade. 

**  *  I  come-not  fondly  to  upbraid,  buttiiov 
The  fotal  origin  of  all  thy  woe, 
And  to  direct  ita  core.    Fhrni  one  rash  deed, 
Th'  Acrostic's  murder,  all  thy  woes  proceed. 
Then  seek  with  ^>eed  the  violated  coast ; 
With  sacrifice  appease  his  injnr*d  ghost 
Qames  and  lustrations  most  avert  thy  doom. 
And  ritas  ezeqoial  grace  his  hcnonr'd  tonbt 
Yet,  ere  fiNsm  hence  the  parting  sail  you  spread. 
Besot  sad  office  to  my  mem'ry  paid. 

'*  *  In  yon  lone  grove's  remotest  comer  stands 
A  structure,  rais'd  by  these  ill  foted  hands. 
Huge  intermingling  fibrous  roots,  diqpos'd 
With  curious  art,  a  pyramid  compost. 
Bones  Im'd  the  walls,  in  rustic  order  plae'd : 
The  gloomy  roof  the  smoke  of  tapers  grae*d : 
Skulls  grinn'd  around,  and  ashes  lay  beneath : 
The  buw'r  of  Contemplation  and  of  Death. 
Here  as  I  sat  and  moan'd  my  widow'd  love 
With  tears,  my  hapless  hamii  asbestos  ^  wove. 
And  form'd  a  shroud.    To  this  my  corse  intrust. 
And  save  my  ashes  from  the  vulgar  dust : 


1  Asbestus  is  a  mmeral  substance  of  a  whitish 
silver  colour,  and  a  woolly  texture,  coosiating  of 
small  threads  or  longitudinal  fibres,  endued  with 
the  wonderful  property  of  resisting  fire,  and  remain- 
iog  uoconsnmed  in  the  most  intense  heat  The  hi- 
dostry  of  mankind  has  found  a  method  of  wctkiog 
this  mineral,  and  employmg  it  in  diven  manufac- 
tures, chiefly  cloth  and  paper. 

lliis  kind  of  linen  doth  was  highly  esteemed  by 
the  ancients,  and  then  better  known,  and  more 
common  than  among  us.  .    . 

Pliny  1.  18.  cap.  1.  says,  he  himself  had  seen 
napkins  thereof,  which  being  taken  foul  firom  tbe 
table,  after  a  feast,  were  thrown  into  the  fire,  and 
by  that  means  were  better  scoured  than  if  they  had 
been  washed  in  water :  but  its-  piincipal  use,  ac- 
cording to  Pliny,  was  for  the  aftaking  of  shrouds 
for  royal  funerals,  to  wrap  up  the  corpse,  so  as  the 
ashes  might  be  preserved  distinctTrom  that  of  the 
wood  whereof  the  funeral  pile  was*  composed  :  and 
the  princes  of  Tsrtary,  aocoiding  to  the  accounts 
in  tbe  Philosophical  Tnnsaotions,  still  use  it  at  this 
day  in  burning  their  dead. 

A  handkerchief  or  pattern  of  this  linen  was  pre- 
sented to  tbe  Boyal  Society,~a  foot  long,  and  half 
a  foot  broad.  T4iis  gave  two  proofii  of  ita  resislBig 
fire ;  Chough  iaboCh  eacperimentB  it  lest  abort  three 
drains  in  its  weight. 
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While  qnkk-coonuniaff  flaxDM  at  once  devour 
4I7  poor  remains,  and  death-devoted  bower. 
With  marble  then  the  pyramid  replace ; 
And  kt  my  bones  inura'd  the  summit  gprace.* 
With  tighfl  she  ended  *,    Thrice  in  vain  I  strove 
To  clasp  the  fleeting  object  of  my  love. 
She  flics  my  grasp  unfelt,  as  shadows  pass, 
Ur  hands  protruded  from  the  concave  glass  \ 

'*  Obedient  to  the  visionary  fiur. 
Her  obsequies  employ  our  pious  care. 
The  pile  consomM,  with  marble  we  replace, 
Aad  with  her  bones  inum'd  the  somnut  grace. 
Then  naked  run,  in  frantic  courses,  round  [crown'd. 
Tb'  anointed   tomb  *  with   flowers  and  chapleti 
Sech  mystic  rites  to  great  Pelides'  shade. 
On  Xaotfaus'  banks,  £mathia's  hero  paid. 

*'  With  prosperous  winds  wesail.   The  joyfrd  crew 
Transported  hail  the  wish'd-fbr  shores  in  view. 
Sbaigbt  we  select  a  venerable  band ; 
The  peaceful  olive  waves  in  every  hand. 
Oovard  they  march,  and  to  the  chiefe  explain 
Our  deep  contrition  for  th*  Acrostic  slain : 
And  soe  for  peace.    The  bards  accept  our  love 
With  mutual  seal,  and  to  the  temple  move 
To  ratify  their  vows.    An  awfui  shrine ! 
Sacred  to  Phoebus^;  where  at  once  combine 
Whdte'er  of  spleodour,  beauty,  grace,  or  art. 
The  Biost  exalted  frmcy  can  impart. 
Nor  yields  this  pile  to  that  celckial  fisne. 
The  work  of  Vulcan  in  th'  etherial  plain  «. 
"  Within  the  dome,  in  lofty  niches  stood 
S'k  itatoes  carv'd  of  cedar's  od'roos  wood  \ 
The  nered  band  great  Triphiodorus  >  leads ;  * 

I      iligh  o*cr  the  baffled  alphabet  he  treads. 

'  Ter  Gonatus  ibi  eoUo  dare  brachia  circum, 
I  Ter  fmstra  comprensa  manus  ellugit  imago, 

Par  levibus  ventis  volucrique  simillima  somna 
I  Virg.  JEa.  B.  2. 

And  thrice  about  her  neck  my  arms  I  flung  ; 
And  thiice  deoeiv'd  on  vain  embraces  hung  ; 
Light  as  an  empty  dream  at  break  of  day, 
Or  as  a  Uast  of  wind,  she  rosh'd  away. 

Dryden. 
3  This  phenomenon  (which  is  the  greatest  of  all 
deceptions  in  optics)  is  well  known  to  those  who 
have  leen  the  concave  mirror.  If  a  man  moves  his 
bod  towards  the  focus  of  the  glass,  the  reflected 
image  will  appear  to  come  out  and  touch  it,  and 
the  ahadmr  of  the  fingers  intermix  and  play  with 
the  real  fingers. 

*  *'  Alexander  when  he  visited  Troy,  honoured 
the  heroes  who  were  buried    there;    especially 
icfatlles,  whose  tomb  he  anointed,  and,  with  his 
friends,  as  the  ancient  custom  was,  ran  naked 
»bout  his  sepulchre,  and  crowned  it  with  garlands.'' 
nutuch's  Lite  of  Alex. 
*See  Onnciad,  B.  4.  Note  on  Phoebus. 
<  Described  by  Ovid,  B.  2. 
Regie  solis  erat  sublimibus  alta  coluranis 
Clam  micaote  aoro,  flammhsque  imitatite  py- 
ropo,  &e.  '    - 

"^  See  the  descriptkm  of  latinus's  palace  and  the 
six  statues.    Virg.  Sn.  B.  7. 

"'Triphiodorus  the  iipogramniatist  composed 
uodyney,  or  epic  poem,  on  the  adventures  of 
Ulyises,  consistiog  of  d4  books,  having  entirely 
to&hed  the  letter  A  from  his  first  book,  which  was 
ctlled  Alpha  (as  locus  a  non  lucendo)  because 
tbere  was  not  an  Alpha  ^  it    His  second  book  was 


Next  him  th>  intrepid  Choerilus  ^^pjpean  ; 
His  boastful  hand  the  royal  bounty  bears. 
Elate  with  ancient  praise,  old  Bavins  sits : 
There  Leoninus  ^<^,>tot  of  modem  wits. 
On  the  proud  elephimt,  in  triumph,  throa'd, 
Quemo  i>,  with  Rome's  imperial  laurel  crowned. 
Shakes  his  anointad  head,  in  act  to  speak. 
While  tears  of  joy  run  trickling  down  his  cheds. 
The  next,  a  lofty  poetew  was  seen ; 
Beauteous  her  fhoe,  mn^stic  was  her  mien. 
Severe  reward  of  pride !  that  lovely  form 
No  more  thy  transmigrated  soul  shall  warm  ; 
Chang'd  to  a  bird,  for  ever  doom'd  to  fly 
With  paity-ooloar'd  pltthnes,'a  chatt'riog  pye  >>• 

**  Soon  as  1  tread  the  teniple^s  sacred  floor. 
The  lanrel  shakes,  thChoHow  caverns  roar : 
BedewVl  with  sweat  ^,  each  awful  image  stood 
And  big  rouni  drops  fell  firom  the  halkvw*d  wood. 
The  vulgar  tremble,  and  would  quit  the  fime. 
But  the  skiird  seer  pronoonc'd  their  terroors  vain. 
*  No  threaten'd  ills  these  boding  signs  portend : 
The  great  ScriUeros  comes,  your  deaiest  ffiend. 
A  copious  subject  for  your  labour'd  soqg. 
To  tire  each  hand,  and  weary  ev'ry  tongue : 
Th'  extensive  theme  his  glorious  deeds  aflbrd. 
Shall  sweat  six  well-breath'd  poets  to  record*' 
Hesaid :  and  bade  them  ply  the  genial  least. 
Thence,  sated,  all  retire  to  needful  rest. 

"  Soon  as  Aurora's  beams  disperse  the  gloomy 
The  pious  crowd  surround  th'  Acrostic's  tomb : 
With  solemn  pomp  begin  the  rites  dlrine, 
Poiuing  the  tepid  milk  and  spartdiug  wine, 
And  consecrated  flour — when,  round  the  grave. 
Strange  to  relate,  the  ground  was  seen  to  heave* 
A  batten'd  mole  arises  midst  the  heaps  >* 
Of  crumbled  earth,  and  to  the  viands  creeps : 

inscribed  Beta,  for  the  same  reason.  Tn  short,  *the 
poet  excluded  the  whole  twenty-four  letters  in  their 
turns,  and  showed  them  one  after  another,  that  he 
could  do  his  business  without  them."  %>ectator. 
No.  59. 

'  Gratus  Alexandro  Reg!  magno  fuit  ille 

Choerilus — — — 

ReltuUt  acoeptos,  regale  numisma,  Philippos. 

10  Author  of  the  Leonine  or  rhyming  verse. 
Trajicit  I,  verbis  virtntem  illude  superbus. 

Virg.  lib.  9.  I.  634. 
is  a  proof  that  Virgtl  admired  this  sort  of  verse, 
notwithstanding  the  following  false  assertion  of  Mr. 
Dryden  in  the  prefoce  to  his  translation. 

"  Virgil  had  them  in  such  abhorrence,  that  he 
would  rather  make  a  false  syntax  than  such  a 
verse  as  this  of  Ovid." 

Vir  preoor  oxpri,  lirater  snccmre  sorori. 

11  See  the  note  on  B.  2.  Ime  1 1th  of  the  Punciad. 
1%  A  line  taken  firom  Dryden's  Virgil,  B*  7.  in 

the  transformation  of  Picus. 

^  **  Among  other  prodigies  that  preceded  the 
march  of  Alexander's  army  towards  Persia,  the 
image  of  Orpheus  at  Libethra,  made  of  cypress 
wood,  was  seen  to  sweat  in  great  abundance,  to  the 
discouragement  of  many ;  but  Aristander  told  him, 
that  for  from  presaging  any  ill  to  him,  it  signified 
he  should  perform  thmgs  so  important  and  glorious^ 
as  should  make  the  poets  and  musicians  of  future 
ages  labour  and  sweat  to  describe  and  celebrate 
them."    Plutarch. 

>t  See  Virg.  1.  5.  Whefe  the  serpent  comes  (on 
the  tomb  of  ^Dchiseii 
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Aroand  he  ftmys,  the  rich  libtHoD  sips, 
And  tastes  the  sacred  flonr  with  harmleas  lips. 
Thus  fed  «nth  holy  food,  the  woid'rous  goert 
Within  the  hollow  tomh  retires  to  rest  ^, 

"Then  I:  'Suspect  no  more,  thrice  honour'dtfainy- 
Our  vows  rejected,  or  lustration  vain. 
See  the  familiar  of  th*  industrious  dead. 
Propitious  umeo,  on  our  offerings  M  ! 
Oe  shall  we  deem  him  genius  of  the  place  ^, 
By  Phoebus  sent  our  festal  pomp  to  grace  ? 

** '  Yon  sloping  hill's  umbrageous  side  commands 
The  spacious  ocean  and  the  level  sands : 
The  living  marble  there  shall  yield  a  seat. 
While  solemn  games  "  the  hallowed  rites  compleat 
Thither  the  priies  bring  oidain'd  to  grace 
The  rapid  victor  in  th'  atrial  race.' 

*'  Before  the  rest  an  ok  majestic  stalks : 
Six  monstrous  legs  support  him  as  he  walks. 
On  his  bold  front  he  rolls  three  glaring  eyes, 
And  twice  ten  vulgar  oxen  was  his  price  i^. 
Deidemon  next  conducted  to  the  store 
A  fomale  captive  vulued  but  at  four  »« 
To  her,  Machaon,  all  thy  aits  were  known, 
To  strain  the  bandage, 'or  replace  the  bone. 

"  My  swelling  heart  unaUe  to  restrain, 
I  rose,  and  thus  addrest  the  list'mng  tram. 
'  Behold  yon  matchless  beast  ordain'd  to  grace  ^, 
The  rapid  victor  in  th'  aJSriat  race.  ^ 

Kone  from  ourself  that  prixe  ibould  bear  away  ; 
But  not  for  triumph  is  this  BiDiimAil  day. 
Ear  other  thoughts  my  sorrowing  hours  employ. 
And  sad  contrition  holds  the  i^aoe  of  joy. 

'A  Two  lines  foom  Dryden's  Vitgil. 
■^  Incertus  geniumne  loci  fomulumnft  parentis 
Essepotet?  Virg.  B.  5. 

Scriblerus's  conjecture  will  be  found  to  be  highly 
judicious,  when  we  consider  that  industry  is  the 
characteristic  of  these  islanders  in  common  with 
this  animal.  This  is  allowed  them  by  Mr.  Pope  in 
the  following  line  : 
Pains,  study,  learning,  are  their  just  pretence, 
n  See  Iliad,  B,  S3.  Odym.  B.  8.  2Bn.  B.  5.  Sta- 
tins Thebaid,  B.  6. 

18  Though  the  image  of  an  ox  was  stampt  on 
some  of  the  earliest  corns,  it  is  the  opinion  of  the 
roost  accurate  critics,  that,  in  Homer's  time,'Or  at 
least  in  the  times  he  wrote  of,  the  course  of  ex- 
change was  carried  on  by  real  oxen,  brass,  iron,  or 
slaves;   but  the  specific  value  of  things  denomi- 
nated always  by  oxen  ;  which  bemg  less  variable  m 
worth  than  accidental  lumps^  nnwrongbt  metal,  or 
slaves,  which  might  differ  in  sex,  age,  or  capacity, 
were  supposed  to  keep  the  nearest  tp  a  standafd. 
This  opinion  is  confirmed  by  some  lines  at  the  end 
of  the  7th  book  of  the  Iliad. 
»  This  line  is  taken  from  Pope's  Iliad,  B.  23. 
A  massy  tripod  for  the  victor  lies,' 
Of  twice  six  oxen  its  reputed  price: 
And  next,  the  loser's  spirits  to  restore, 
A  fomale  captive  valued  but  at  four. 
«>  See  the  speech  of  Aohilles,  Iliad.  33. 
Behold  the  prises,  valiant  Greeks  !  decreed 
To  the  brave  rulers  of  the  racing  steed  ; 
Priaes  which  none  beside  our  selfcould  gain. 
Should  our  immortal  coursers  take  the  plain ; 
But  thb  no  time  our  vigour  to  display. 
Nor  suit  with  them  the  garnet  of  this  sad  day. 

•Pope. 


Let  brid[er  youths  mwr  active  nerved  prepare, 
Fit  their  light  silken  wnigs,  and  skim  the  buxom  air.' 
Mov'd  by  my  words,  two  youths  of  equal  fire 
Spring  from  the  croud,  and  to  the  proe  aspire. 
The  one  a  German  of  distingunh'd  fame  : 
His  rival  from  prelecting  Britain  came. 
They  spread  their  wings,  and  with  a  rising  boand. 
Swift  at  the  word  together  quit  the  ground. 
The  Briton's  rapid  flight  outstrips  the  wind : 
The  lab'ring  German  urges  close  behind. 
As  some  li^t  baik,  pursuM  by  ships  of  force. 
Stretches  each  sail  to  swell  her  swifter  course. 
The  nimble  Briton  firom  his  rival  flies. 
And  soars  on  bolder  pinions  to  the  ricies. 
Sudden  the  string,  which  bound  his  plumage,  broke ; 
His  naked  arms  in  yielding  air  he  diook : 
His  naked  arms  no  more  support  bis  weight. 
But  foil  him  sinking  from  his  aiiy  hdgfat. 
Yet  as  he  foils,  so  chance  or  fete  decreed. 
His  rival  near  him  urgVi  his  winged  speed,     . 
Not  unobserv'd,  (despair  suggests  a  thought) 
Fast  by  the  foot  the  heedleas  youth  he  caui^t. 
And  drew  th'  insulting  victor  to  the  ground : 
While  rocks  and  woods  with  loud  apphrase  resonni 
"Then  I: '  Behold  yon  matchless  youtiicompell*d 
By  fortune,  not  superior  ddH,  to  yield 
His  juster  glories  in  the  well  flown  fiekL 
But  not  unhonour'd  shall  he  halt  away. 
Or  giftless  mourn  this  unauspicions  day. 
Yon  damsel,  for  the  present,  suits  not  ill : 
For  much,  alas !  he  wants  her  ablest  dall; 
And  to  his  tent,  ere  morning,  shall  be  brought, 
A  statue  of  resplendent  metals  wrought ; 
Where  Icarus  his  silver  wings  expands. 
And  boasts  the  labour  of  his  fother's  hands  «.' 
Now  for  those  chiefo  who  cot  their  calmer  way 
Beneath  the  boistVous  surfoce  of  the  sea^. 
From  the  tall  bark  the  rich  rewards  are  bornt: 
And  first  was  seen  great  Ammon's  twisted  horn, 
By  nature's  hand  expresi  m  massive  stone: 
Twice  six  stout  porters  vrith  the  burthen  groan. 
Rich  Surinam  ^  produc'd  the  second  prize ; 
A  toad  prolific,  of  < 


SI  Some  critic*  have  asserted,  that  thisststoe 
could  not  be  the  woric  at  Dedalus;  and  for  proof 
of  their  assertion,  bring  thelhws  of  Virgil,  which 
we  shall  subjoin,  though  we  think  them  of  no  weight 
against  the  known  veracity  of  our  author. 

Tuquoq;  magnam  [na. 


Partem  opere  in  tanto ;  sineret  dolor,  Icare,  hate- 

Bis  conatns  Crat  cas«is  effingere  in  auro; 

Bis  patriae  cecidere  manus.  ' 

Virg.  lib.  6b  1.  30. 

Here  hapless  Icarus  had  found  his  part; 

Had  not  the  father^s  grief  restrain'd  his  ait 

He  twice  essay'd  to  cast  his  son  in  gold  j  [mooM. 

Twice  from  his  hands  he  dropped  the  forming 

Dryden. 

^  See  note  on  submarine  narig.  B.  8.  [p.  S60.] 

^  The  Surinam  toad  produces  its  yonng  oot  of 
its  back  in  their  perfect  shape,  after  having  beea 
batched  from  eggs  contained  in  certain  cells  within 
the  skin. 

Mr.  Bradley,  iuhis  WoriKof  Nature,  p.  1S6,  nyf, 
he  has  observed  this  creature  in  three  dififetcot 
sUtea.  Inthefirst,theporesof  the  back  were  all 
closed,  excepting  thee  or  four,  which  began  to  be 
forced  open  by  the  eggs  lodged  in  celU  below  then- 
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High  OB  her  picgDMit  back  htrjomg  «n  boni> 
(Her  pregBUt  back  wilh  frequent  labour  ioro) 
Tbro*  her  burst  ikm  they  ibroe  their  paioiul  way. 
And  idoe  a  porteutoas  birth,  to  day. 
To  gTMe  the  third,  a  flowng  robe  was  brought : 
Of  tpider't  web  the  curioua  texture  wrought  <«.     . 

**  Fifst,  great  Agrippa  to  the  prize  pretends : 
From  leam'd  Coroelius*  lineage  he  desceftda. 
Hii  riulful  hand  the  qpeedy  Mermaid  guides 
Sale  inNn  tempestuous  winds  and  thwarting  tides.  - 
Not,  long-inur'd  beneath  the  waves  to  dwdl  ^, 
The  two  descendants  of  the  great  DrebelL 

la  the  mcoud  state,  all  the  pores  in  the  skin  of  the 
back  were  so  much  opened  that  he  could  plainly 
dinem  the  points  of  the  eggi  within  them.  And 
In  the  third,  (which  he  gives  a  picture  of)  youug 
ooei  were  perfectly  formed  m  all  the  cells  of  the 
back 

**  In  the  year  1710,  M.  Bon  discovered  the  art 
of  making  silk  of  the  webs  of  spiders,  for  an  account 
of  which  we  refer  the  reader  to  a  dissertation  00 
the  nbfect  published  by  him.  Mr.  Reaumur  has 
objected  difficulties  to  this  mannCMrture,  which  are 
pnnted  in  the  memoirs  oS  the  academy.  Be  wg* 
serti  that  the  natural  ferocity  of  these  animals  ren* 
den  them  unfit  to  be  bred  and  kept  together.  But 
tbb  difficulty  will  vanish,  when  we  find  upon  cal- 
culation that  ao  small  a  number  as  663,553  only 
are  required  to  make  a  whole  pound  of  the  sUk. 

^  Mr.  Boyle  telb  us  be  received  an  account  of 
the  loeoess  of  this  eiperiment  from  an  ex<»Ilent 
BMUhematician,  who  was  informed  of  it  by  one  who 
vai  in  the  ve«el  at  the  time  of  trial.  He  then 
proceeds  to  the  method  of  purifying  the  air. 
"Having  had  the  curiosity  and  opportunity  to 
make  particular  inquiries  among  the  relations  of 
Drebdl,  and  especially  of  an  ingenious  physician 
that  married  hia  daughter,  concerning  the  grounds 
upon  which  he  conceived  it  feasible  to  make  men 
HBsrniitomfd  to  continue  so  long  under  water 
without  suffocation,  or  (as  the  latelv-menlioned 
penoQ  that  went  in  the  vessel  afiirma)  without  in- 
cooTvnienoe;  I  was  answered,  that  Drebell  coo- 
ceited  that  it  was  not  the  whole  body  of  the  air, 
bat  a  certain  quintessence  (as  chymiets  speak)  or 
tptfitoous  part  of  it,  that  makes  it  fit  for  respira- 
tno,  which  being  spent,  the  remaining  grosser  body, 
or  carcase,  (if  I  may  so  call  it)  of  the  air,  is  unable 
to  cherish  the  vital  flame  residing  in  the  heart.  So 
tbat  for  aught  I  could  gather,  besides  the  mecha- 
nical contrivance  of  the  vessel,  he  had  a  chymical 
liqoor,  which  he  accounted  the  chief  secret  of  the 
mbmarine  navigation.  For  when  from  time  to 
tinie  be  perceiv^  that  the  finer  and  purer  part  of 
tbe  air  was  consumed  or  over-clogged  by  the  respi- 
ntioo  and  steams  of  those  that  went  in  his  ship, 
be  would,  by  unstopping  a  vessel  full  of  this  liquor, 
ipeedily  restore  to  the  troubled  air  such  a  propor- 
boD  of  vital  parts  as  would  make  it  again  for  a  good 
vbile  fit  for  respiration,  whether  by  dissipating  or 
P<«cipitatiDg  the  grosser  esdialations,  or  by  some 
other  intelligible  way,  1  must  not  now  stay  to  ez- 
amine;  contenting  myself  to  add,  that  having  had 
tbe  opportunity  to  do'  some  service  to  those  of  his 
nlafioos  that  were  most  intimate  with  him,  and  hav- 
ing nude  it  my  business  to  learn  what  this  strange 
liquor  might  be,  they  constantly  affirmed  tbat  Dre- 
^  would  never  disdoee  the  Uquor  unto  any,  nor 


One  guides  the  Crocodile's  atopendons  sise  j 
,Sbc  banks  of  oars,  in  sbc  degrees,  arise^ : 
The  other  in  the  lighter  Hydra  flies. 

**  Far  in  the  sea  a  grove  of  coral  stood, 
The  waves  overshadowing  with  a  brandling  wood. 
To  this,  their  destined  goal,  they  otge  their  flight. 
And,  at  the  stated  sigiuil,  sink  from  sight ; 
Their  oars  now  move  with  wide-expanded  sweep. 
And  now  return  contracted  thro'  the  deep. 
The  Hydra  leads :  Direbell,  elate  of  soul, 
Hia  rival  eyes,  leganlless  of  the  goal  : 
With  fond  assurance  deems  the  prize  his  own  ; 
And  oft  in  thought  be  weigbs  the  ponderous  stonep 

"  O  justest  picture  of  the  human  mind  ^, 
Raah  tho*  unknowing,  confident  tho*  blind. 
Plung'd  m  the  depths  of  errour,  we  decree : 
Boklly  we  judge  of  what  we  dimly  see ; 
And,  too  impatient  for  Truth's  sober  pace, 
We  follow  Ugbt^wing'd  Hope's  delusive  chace. 
Some  afr-drawn  phantom  leads  our  eyes  astray. 
Blind  to  the  nearer  rocka  which  choke  our  dang'rous 
way. 

"  Thus  Wrapt  in  thought,the  chief  incautious  draro 
His  vessel's  side  against  tb*  entangling  grove. 
The  branching  coral  soapt  th'  extended  oars. 
And  the  rash  youth  hia  vanished  hopes  deplores. 
And  now  the  wretch  beholds,  with  jealous  eyes. 
The  Mermaid  next  advancing  for  the  prize. 
Fraternal  love  a  treacherous  thought  inspires. 
He  loads  his  engines  with  the Gveoiaa  fires  ^: 


so  mnch  as  tell  the  matter  whereof  he  had  made 
it  to  above  one  person,  who  himself  assured  me 
what  it  was."    Boyle's  Works,  Vol.  I.  p.  69, 

26  U'e  hope  from  henceforward,  tbe  citation  of 
this  verse  will  be  allowed  a  sufficient  answer  to  all 
seamen  and  mechanics,  who  deny  that  the  ancienta 
used  many  oars  one  above  another,  and  pretend  to 
dispute  on  a  sulject  of  this  nature  with  those,  who 
have  studied  coins,  baa-seliefis,  and  the  ancient 
poets,  with  the  taste  and  spirit  of  true  vertuosi. 

^  Thes^  eight  lines,  and  the  apostrophe  occa- 
sioned by  the  hero's  disappointment  in  the  third 
book,  aro  distinguisbably  in  the  taste  of  the  most 
admired  reflections  Of  some  of  our  favourite  authors. 
They  are,  indeed,  of  a  more  modem  cast  {a»  well 
in  sentiment  and  expression,  as  in  the  use  of  rneta^ 
phor)  than  any  thing  we  meet  with  in  this  whole 
work;  therefore  we  hope  they  will  give  great  satis- 
fection  to  those,  who  blame  it  for  adhering  too  closely 
to  an  imitation  of  the  ancients. 

^  So  called  because  it  was  invented  by  the  Greeks 
about  the  year  660,  as  is  observed  by  Petavius,  on 
the  authority  of  Nicetas,  Theopbanes  Cedreous,  &c. 

It  is  composed  of  sulphur,  naptha»  pitch,  gum, 
and  bitumen ;  and  is  only  extinguisliable  by  vine* 
gar,  mixeil  with  sand  and  wine ;  or  with  raw  bides. 
The  inventor,  according  to  Petavius,  was  an  engi- 
neer  of  Heliopolis  in  Syria,  named  Callinicus,  who 
first  applied  it  in  the  sea-fight  commanded  by  Con- 
stantino Pogonates  against  the  Saracens,  near  Cyzi- 
cus  in  the  Hellespont,  and  with  such  effect,  that  he 
burnt  the  whole  fleet  therewith,  wherein  were  thirty 
thousand  men. 

But  others  will  have  it  of  a  much  elder  date,  and 
hold  Marcos  Gracchua  the  inventor  ;  which  opinion 
is  supported  by  several  passages,  both  m  the  Greek 
and  Roman  «riterSy  which  show  it  to  have  been  an- 
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And,  u  Che  ritil  barge  triumpbant  past, 
Against  ber  sides  th^  fierce  bitamen  east. 
Wide  rage  the  fires.    The  crew  with  hasty  cwct, 
The  raw  bull-hides  and  vinegar  prepare 
To  damp  the  flames,  and  quit  the  needful  oar  : 
Swift  flies  the  we1l-row>d  Croeodile  before. 
Sweeps  circling  nniiid  the  grove  and  makes  the  shore. 
Now,  her  defranded  honoor^  to  regain. 
The  Mermaid  plies  her  oars,  hot  plies  in  vain. 
Too  well  the  finiadftil  brother's  arts  prevail ; 
Applaucing shoats her concpi'ring rival  hail. 
At  length  the  young  Dtabellides  returns, 
Tho*  half  her  oars  the  crippled  Hydra  mourns. 
As  whsn  the  hungry  crab  **  in  India's  main. 
Whose  body  two  unequal  legs  sustain. 
Intent  sonie  oyster's  op'ning  shell  to  spoil. 
Moves  to  the  gaping  prey  with  aukw&rt  toil ; 
His  larger  claw,  with  treach'roos  pebbles  load. 
Drives  him  obliquely  sideling  from  the  road ; 
The  Hydra  thus,  impeD'd  by  partial  ibree, 
Steer'd  thro'  the  waves  her  lame  and  tardy  course. 
"  Once  more,  1  thus  bespoke  th'  attentive  train ; 
*  Advance  the  skilful  maiksmen  on  the  plam. 
Who  with  the  air's  comprest  elastic  force. 
From  wmd-guns  speed  the  bullet^s  rapid  coone. 
High  on  the  summit  of  yon  lofty  hill, 
The  niik-white  oourwr  by  the  sculptor's  sidll  ^, 


ciently  used  by  boftfa  thCie  nations  in  the  wars.    See 
Scaliger  against  Cardan. 

Constantino's  successors  used  it  on  divers  occa- 
sions with  equal  advantage  as  himself^  and  what  is 
remarkable  enough  is,  that  they  were  so  happy  as 
to  keep  the  secret  of  the  compootion  to  themselves ; 
so  that  no  other  nation  knew  it  in  the  year  960. 

^  This  species  of  crabs  is  very  frequent  in  the 
West  Indies,  and  there  called  the  fidler,  because  in 
Its  progress  the  smaller  claw  has  a  motion  not  un- 
like that  of  A  fidler's  arm,  and  the  larger  claw  is 
supposed  to  resemble  the  fiddle.  He  is  remarkable 
for  procuring  his  food  by  the  following  stratagem  : 
when  he  finds  an.  oyster  or  muscle  with  its  shell 
onen,  he  places  a  little  stone,  which  he  carries  in 
his  larger  claw,  in  such  a  manner  as  to  prevent  the 
shell  from  closing/ then  inserting  the  small  claw,  he 
therewith  picks  out  the  meaL 

Virgil,  on  the  like  occasion,  has  introduced  a 
shnile  of  a  wounded  serpent,  which,  if  it  be  not 
equal  to  this  of  our  author,  we  may  venture  to  say 
it  is  not  the  €sult  of  the  poet,  but  of  the  times ;  and 
we  shall  not  scruple  to  present  it  to  the*reader,  as 
we  believe  it  to  be  as  good  a  simile  as  e\*er  was 
wrote  before  the  discovery  of  the  West  Indies. 
Qualis  ssepe  vies  deprensus  in  aggere  serpens, 
jErea  quem  obliqnum  rota  transiit,  ant  gravis  ictu 
*  Seminecem  liquit  saxo  lacenimque  viator  : 
Nequicquam  ^ongos  fugiens  dat  corpore  tortus. 
Parte  ferox,  ardentque  oculis,  &  sibila  colla 
Arduus  attollens ;  pars  vulnere  clauda  reteotat 
Nexaotem  nodes,  seq;  in  sua  membra  plican- 

tem. 
Tali  remigio  navis  se  tarda  movebat. 

Virg.  ^En.  T*  5. 
30  Such  representations  on  the  sides  of  hills  are 
not  uncommon.  Alexander  designed  to  have  his 
image  represented  on  a  mountain,  with  a  city  in 
one  hand,  and  a  river  in  the  other.  But  the  most 
frequent  hare  been  those  of  horses. 


Vast  as  the  Tnjan  horse,  oonspicooas  stands, 
And  speaks  the  labour  tit  no  vulgar  hands. 
Who  smite  the  steed  shall  share  one  general  prize. 
This  radiant  store  of  matchless  butterfiics. 
But  he  whose  happier  ball  with  nicer  aim 
Shall  strike  the  flank,  the  victor's  glory  claim ; 
For,  on  the  flank,  Laocoon*s  furious  dart 
Pierc'd  the  vast  structure  of  Epeus*  art^'. 
Be  his  reward  this  valued  volume,  franght 
With  all  the  stores  of  Woi'ster's  pregnant  thought^.' 

"  I  said :  and  in  the  hallow'd  heboei  threw 
The  lots  httcrib'd  ;  the  first  Deidenum  drew. 
His  well-aimed  engine  he  directs  with  care. 
And  instant  ftees  the  ck)se-imprison'd  air. 
Th'  unerring  ball  pnrsu'd  its  rapid  course. 
And  smote,  with  furious  stroke,  the  sacred  horse. 
By  strong  repulsioo,  thence  retnm'd,  again 
Rotl'd  back  and  lay,  conspicuous,  on  the  plain  ^, 
The  rest,  by  turns,  suooeed  their  art  totiy. 
And  whig  the  pond'rous  metal  thro'  the  sky : 
With  like  amaze  the  prodigy  repeat. 
And  find  the  fatal  bullet  at  their  feet. 

We  have  a  remarkable  description  of  one  by 
a  learned  antiquary,  in  '*  a  letter  to  Dr.  Mead,  con- 
cerning some  antiquities  in  Berkshire,  particnlarly 
showing,  that  the  white  horse;  which  gives  name  to 
the  vale,  is  a  monument,  &c.  &c. 

**  Our  horse  is  formed  on  the  side  of  a  steep 
hill.  His  dimensions  are  pctended  over  an  acre-of 
ground,  or  thereabouts. 

**  The  hone  at  first  view,  is  enough  to  raise  the 
admiration  of  every  curious  spectator,  being  de^ 
signed  in  so  master-like  a  manner,  that  it  mar 
defy  the  painter's  skill  to  give  a  more  exact  de- 
scription or  that  animal. 

**  The  neigfabouring  inhabitants  hareacDstom 
of  scouring  the  horse,- as  they  call  it;  at  which 
time  «  solemn  festival  is  celebrated,  and  manlike 
games  with  prisses  exhibited. 

"  If  ever  the  genius  of  king  Alfred  exerted  itsrlf, 
(and  it  never  foiled  him  in  his  greatest  exigences)  it 
did  remarkably  upon  the  account  of  this  trophy. 

'*  Though  he  had  not  the  opportunity  of  raising. 
like  other  conquerors,  a  stupendous  monumeot  of 
brass  or  marble,  yet  he  has  shown  an  adminbie 
contrivance,  hi  erecting  one  magnificent  enongfa, 
though  simple  in  its  design ;  executed  too  with 
Tittle  labour  and  no  expense,  that  may  hereafler 
vie  witl^  the  pyramids  for  duration,  and  perhaps 
exist  when  these  shall  be  no  more."  Page  24. 
3'  The  trqjan  hqrso  was  built  by  Epeus. 

'    '      et  ipse  ille  doli  fobricator  Epeo*. 
Virg.  B.  2. 
^  TTie  Marquis  of  Worcester*s  century  of  inTtn- 
tions. 

^Ther^is  a  wonderful  similitude  between  Urn 
pi^Syt  ^^  that  which  befel  Adrastus,  as  recorded 
by  Statins.  ' 

Campum  emensa  brevi,  fiitalis  ab  aibore  tacts, 
Honendum  visa,  per  quas  modo  fugerat,  auras, 
Venit  arundo  retro ;  vertumque  a  fine  tenoreoi 
Pertulit,  at  notOB  juxta  ruit  ore  pharetne. 
Molta  duces  errore  serunt    Hi  nubila  et  altos 
Occurrisse  notos.    Adverao»  roboris  ictu 
Tela  repulsa  alii,  penitus  latet  exitus  ingens, 
Monstratumqne  nefas :  nni  remeabile  belloni ; 
Et  tristes  domino  spondebat  arundo' reeursus. 

ThebMd,  L.6.theeiid. 
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'*  Hov'd  by  tlM  impalse  of  some  power  divine, 
I  wv  resolve  the  «>leinn  fMnet  to  join. 
Wbn  lol  » ttranger  omeo  greets  oar  eyes, 
Aod  filb  the  gazer's  soot  with  new  surprise  ; 
As  thio*  the  air  I  drove  the  whizziDg  lead, 
Aa  ambient  flaioe  around  the  meUl  spread  3«: 
Sech  and  so  bright  yoo  argent  circles  glow  », 
Which  ceaseless  round  the  orb  of  Saturn  flow  ; 
Uisb  o'er  the  rock,  melereons,  it  flies. 
Bone  aMstiBgoisli'd  to  the  lofty  skies. 

"  Then  thus  the  baids  explain  the  grtat portent: 
■To  thee,  Scriblerus,  is  this  omen  sent; 
By  thieunetring  sign  the  Gods  decree 
Pcaosfolretam  to  all  thy  friends:  tothee, 
SaoosHive  scenes  of  wooder  to  explore 
In  rcalsM  fsr  distant  from  thy  native  shore.* 

lizM  and  swfiended  for  a  while  I  stand  : 
At  Icagth  approaching  the  prophetic  band  $ 
Pcq»lsx*d,  I  spake :  within  my  dubious  soul, 
Hope  and  disgust,  by  turns,  tumaltnans  roll. 

"  <  Blest  be  the  seer  whose  hallow'd  tongue  impait» 
ThcM  Munds  of  oomfbrt  to  oUr  dubious  hearts  ; 
Yet  tbo'  each  omen  point  a  prosp'roos  end, 
StiU  o*er  our  beads  tb'  Acrostic's  threats  impend : 
0  !  teaeh  us  by  what  sacriflce  or  pray»r 
T  sfert  the  curse,  or  bravely  how  to  beaT : 
And,  if  so  &r  thy  science  reach,  relate 
What  distant  realms  my  future  toil  await' 
The  ner  replies:  'Suffice  it  thaf  you  know 
(For  Satnm*s  wrath  forbids  the  rest  to  show)3^, 
A  piMp*rous  end  to  all  your  woes  decreed; 
Tbm,  spigbt  of  boding  prophecies,  proceed. 
Such  threats,  nor  fear  to  meet,  nor  wish  to  shna, 
Pnfaaps  the  menace  of  an  empty  pun  3s. 
Well  has  thy  care  appeas'd  th'  Acrostic's  soul ; 
Ko  doubt  remains  thy  purpose  to  controul ; 
With  speed  to  Egypt's  sacied  coast  repair  ; 
There  tfaall  a  surer  oracle  declare 
Tliy  future  course;  yet  ere  thou  hence  depart, 
HbMUf  these  tokens  of  a  friendly  heart.' 
He  said,  and  twelve  resplendent  axes  brought  ^; 
Tvelfe  ohoice  enigmas  on  the  ated  were  wrought 
A  thepheid's  pipe,  whose  each  decreasing  Una 
Reioiiiids  the  honours  of  the  tuneful  Nine. 
Then  march  six  bards,  who,  studious  to  rehearse 
Oar  deathlcas  labours  in  Pindaric  verse. 
Bear  them,  inscrib'dwn  six  expanded  wiagp. 
And  each,  in  torn,  tb'  unequal  measure  sings. 

**  Then  joining  hands,  ere  yet  I  thence  withdrew. 
To  «x>ids  like  these  I  peiid  my  last  adieu  ; 
'  May  Phoebus  ever  bless  this  peaceful  land  ; 
To  endlen  time  your  letier'd  altars  stand  t 
Still  may  your  groves  their  radiant  fruits  unfold ; 
StUl  bkxan  with  sparkling  gems  and  bumiah'd  gold : 

^  See  Virg.  Mil.  B.  5.  the  arrow  of  Acestes. 

^  By  lome  late  observations  made  by  Mr.  Short, 
with  a  reflecting  telescope  whose  focal  length  is  12 
feet,  it  ai^Msars  that  Saturn's  rmg  is  divided  into 
two  aneqoal  parts  by  a  dark  list  (which  may  be 
teea  by  telescopes  of  less  power)  and  that  the  out* 
ward  and  lener  part  is  again  si^Miivided  by  other 
nnaUer  lisU,  into  s^eral  (^[tpatendy  concentric) 

31        -        fluique  vetat  Safcumia  Juno. 

Virg.  L.  3, 
*  Nee  tn  mensuram  moms  borresce  futuroa: 
Fata  viam  invenient  An.  B»  X 

»  See  Spectator,  Ne.  58. 


Mav  posic  flow  from  ev'ry  Naiad's  rnn, 

And  echoing  rocks  the  melting  sounds  return. 

Nor  critic  pow'rs  invade  this  blest  retreat. 

To  bruise  your  flowerets  with  their  hostile  feet'  *\ 

*'  Aod  now  conflrm'd  our  vows  of  muti^sl  love ; 
From  the  gay  coast,  with  mournful  steps,  We  move. 

"  Six  tedious  we^  we  spread  the  swelling  Bails» 
And  drive  at  large  before  the  aouthem  gales. 
When  from  Arabia's  spicy  borders,  spring 
The  eastern  breezes,  and  with  od*roos  wing. 
Fanning  the  wanton  air,  around  dispense 
A  grateful  fragrance  to  the  raviah'd  sense. 
The  JErythnean  sea  before  us  lay 
Our  destin'd  course :  a  for-exteoded  bay. 
In  twice  ten  days,  the  inmost  coast  we  reach. 
And  land  our  treasures  on  the  spacious  beach. 
To  camels  now  consign  the  precipus  load, 
And  toil,  intrepid,  thro'  the  pathless  road : 
The  fifteenth  sultiy  morn's  auspicioQS  light 
Reveal'd  great  Cairo's  minarets  «>  to  sight 
From  thence  we  jonmey'd  o'er  the  desert  plain : 
There  all  Wff  treasures,  solace  of  my  pain, 
Sav*d  through  a  thousand  toils,  but  sav*d  in  vain, 
Perisb'd  at  once.    This  stroke  no  boding  sign  ** 
Foretold :  nor  did  the  dire  Adnostic  join 
Amidst  his  ruthless  curses :  this  surpast 
All  other  woes :  the  greatest  and  the  last" 

Abrupt  the  hero  ends  the  wond*rous  tale ; 
While  tears  in  torrents  o'er  his  words  prevail. 
When,  rushing  from  the  sky,  the  bird  of  Jove 
A  team  of  twenty  ducks  before  him  drove : 
With  trembling  wing,  beneath  the  flood  they  shoot. 
The  whelming  waves  elude  his  vain  pursuit 
RuflSed  with  rage,  th'  indignant  tyrant  glows  : 
'Till  from  the  stream  a  pamper'd  goose  arose. 
Eager  to  her  he  wings  his  deathful  way. 
And  his  strong  talons  seize  the  goodly  prey. 

With  friendly  joys  thus  spake  the  pious  train : 
"  Not  hard  this  mystic  omen  to  explain 
As  yon  proud  bird  indignant  grief  exprest  <3, 
With  wiM  disordeed  flight  and  rufltod  crest. 


^  Nor  bruise  her  flow'rets  with  the  armed  hoofs 
Of  ho&tile  paces. 

Sbakespear's  Henry  IV.  beginning, 
41  The  minaret  is  a  sort  of  steeple  in  the  form  of 
a  column,  ending  towards  the  top  in  a  cone.   A  lit- 
tle before  it  begins  to  take  its  conk:  figure;  it  is 
surrounded  by  a  gallery. 

<3Nec  vales  Helenus,com  multo  borrenda  moneret 
Hoe  mibi  pnednit  iuctus,  non  dira  Celsno. 

Virg.  L.  3. 
My  dear,  dear  father,  spent  with  age,  1  lost ; 
Ease  of  my  cares,  and  solaoe  of  my  pain, 
Sav'd  through  a  thousand  toils,  but  sav'd  in  vaiui 
The  prophet,  who  my  future  woes  reveaPd, 
Yet  this,  the  greatest  and  the  wont  conceal'd : 
And  dire  Celeno,  whose  foreboding  skill 
Denoune'd  all  else,  was  silent  of  this  ill. 

Dryden. 
'    ^  As  thus  the  plumy  sovereign  of  the  air 
Left  on  the  mountain's  brow  his  callow  care. 
And  wander'd  thro'  the  wide  etherial  way 
To  pour  his  wrath  on  yon  luxurious  prey  ; 
So  shall  thy  godlike  fother,  toss'd  in  vain 
Thro'  all  the  dangers  of  the  boundless  main 
Arrive    ■■ 

Pope's  Odyw.  B.  15. 
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Or  whediDg  thm'  the  wide  etherial  way, 
Or  vainly  hov'riag  o*er  bis  vanish'd  fMrey ; 
Now  raisM  od  soooding  pinions  seeks  the  skies. 
At  length  snooessftil  in  a  nobler  prtie  : 
So  shall  thou  meet  thy  rich  reward  at  last, 
▲nd  lose  in  present  joys  thy  suff^ngs  past 
9ut  O  !  fbr  us  what  promised  boon  remains, 
What  gleam  of  hope  for  all  our  endless  pains  ? 
With  these  bare  fiset,  in  vain,  yon  haflow'd  ground 
Whole  ^years  we  trod  :  no  precious  relic  ftnind : 
No  blest  remains  of  better  days  could  trace 
'Midst  impious  Ottoman's  usurping  race  ; 
Where  barb'rous  rmge  the  sainted  forms  devours. 
Foe  to  the  cbiezel's  consecmting  pew'rs. 
While  listless  drones  the  pontifl^  chair  degrade. 
And  zeal  no'-more  awakens  the  crusade." 

They  said,  and  firom  the  bark  a  plenteous  store 
Of  strong  asphaltos  to  the  hero  bo^  **. 
And  twelve  fair  apples  beauteous  to  behold  ^, 
Whose  riad  refulgent  vies  with  bumishM  gold. 
But,  for  the  fruit,  a  nauseous  palp  is  found. 
Or  ashes  fill  the  vain  delusive  round.    • 

These  gifts  the  chief  receives  with  gnttefbl  hand, 
And  to  psottd  Cairo  leads  the  wearied  band. 
He  venerates  the  soldan's  ramV)  state  ^ 
And  bums  ta  find  the  prophet  of  bis  &te. 


TBB 

SCRIBLERJAD. 

BOOK   TRB  FIFTH. 


Scribleriis,  haviogconsulted  the  Moroeoph,  relates  to 
bis  friends  tha  result  of  his  inquiry.  That  he 
must  leave  them  to  go  in  search  of  the  philoso- 
pher's stone,  which  is  promised  him.  That  they 
must  return  to  England  and  found  a  society,  of 
which  he  is  to  he  visitor ;    and  being    assured, 

^  A  brittle,  black,  bttuminoos  substance,  resem- 
bling pitch.  It  is  chiefly  found  swimming  on  the 
•nrfooe  of  the  Dead  Sea.  When  melted  it  sends 
forth  a  strong  sulphureous  smell,  extremely  offen- 
■ive. 

«^  "  We  went  on  to  Jericho,  through  places  where 
grew  sundry  sorts  of  trees,  some  whereof  were  full 
of  ripe  fruit :  some  of  our  company,  taken  with 
their  baauty,  j>lncked  a  fow  of  them,  and  found 
jM)thing  in  them  but  dry  ashes,  and^  sort  of  wet  or 
moist  erobeis."    Baumgarten's  Travels. 

— ^ —  "  Apples,  which  appear  very  lovely  to  the 
eye,  but  being  out  up,  prove  mere  naught,  being 
nothing  else  but  a  heap  of  nauseous  matter.''  Gor- 
4oo's  Geograph.  Qrammar ;  of  Palestine. 

Sir  John  Maundevile  describing  the  borders  of 
the  Oead  Sea,  says  :  *'  And  there  besyden  growen 
trees  thAt  beren  fulle  faire  apples,  and  foire  of  co- 
lour to  beboide ;  but  whoso  brekethe  hem,  or  eut- 
tethe  hem  in  two,  he  scfaalle  iynde  within  hem 
coles  and  cyndres." 

^  Cairo  was  anciently  possest  by  theMamalakes, 
pud  govaniad  by  their  loldans* 


by  possesskm  of  the  gtone,  of  fongevity,  if  not 
immortality,  he  promises  to  viut  the  society  every 
century.  After  a  vari«ty  of  hardships  which  oar 
hero  undergoes  in  twelve  months  travel  fron  Ge- 
noa, where  hb  friends  leave  hm-,  he  arrives  at  a 
grove  near  Munster  in  Gennany.  In  this  city, 
after  several  firuitless  attempts  to  tvansmule  lesd 
into  gold,  the  alchymists  agree  to  postpone  the 
forther  trial  of  their  art  to  the  nest  day,  lioping 
it  might  be  more  aospickms,  as  being  the  ftnt 
'  day  of' April,  the  bhth-^lay  of  that  suceessfot  al- 
chymist  Baeilioa  Valentfaius,  That  night  Plotos 
appears  to  the  hero,  and  diyeats  him  to  the  fatsi 
root  which  is  to  procure  the  transmutatioB  of 
metals  and  protongation  of  lifo.  laqiired  «ilh 
gratitude  and  devutioa,  Scriblenis  sacrifices  a 
goose  and  thirty  gosUns,  which  engages  him  ia  a 
sharp  conflict  with  a  revengeful  maiden,  whom 
at  loigth  he  vanquishes,  and,  with  a  moderstioii 
singular  in  a  conqfueroa,  leaves,  to  pursue  hit 
Journey  to  Munster. 


All  night,  the  sleepless  sage  impatient  lay. 
Big  with  the  fortunes  of  the  foilowiQg  day. 
.Soon  as  the  wish'd-for  mom  with  purple  streaks 
Th'  horizon's  utmgst  bound,  Scriblerus  seeks 
The  tmptur'd  seer.    A  long  successless  day 
Thro^  every  street  he  takes  his  tiresome  way. 
The  night  approach'd :  when  seated  on  the  groood. 
Alone,  the  pensive  Mordsoph  be  found  >. 
A  woolly  sbeepskb  verl'd  his  reverend  head : 
Tlience  lengthen'd  .downwards  and  beneath  him 

spread. 
(Thus,  near  Albunea^  ballow'd  fount,  repos'd  * 
On  fleecy  skins,  the  prie^  of  Fftunus  doz'd) 
But  all  before,  his  sacred  body  bare, 
Ill-bro6k'd  the  rigour  of  th'  inclement  air. 
A  deep  capacious  bowl,  replete  with  store 
Of  potent  opium  in  his  hand  he  bore  K 
Sofom'd  Theangelis  with  haHowVI  rage  * 
Fills  the  8woll*n  bosom  of  the  Perrfair  mage. 
The  scratching-stick  with  which  the  aeer  snbdu'd ' 
Thie  tinglhng  tumults  of  his  boiling  blood, 

1  See  Note  on  &  1.  line  967. 

2  ■     luooque  sub  alt4 


Consttfit  Albunei 


Oemmm  ovmm  sub  noete  silentt 


PeUibus  incubait'Stratis,  somnusqne  petivit 
3  By  reason  of  the  prohibition  of  wine  and  other 
spifHuous  liquors,  opium  is  generally  used  through- 
out the  Tnridsh  empire.  When  taken  m  proper 
quantities,  it  raises  the  spirits  and  greatly  enli^-ens; 
but  the  TurkM  know  no  more  nK^leration  in  that, 
than  we  in  our  lk]uon,  and  seldinn  leave  their  cor- 
dial till  they  are  intoxicated  and  itnpified.  They 
are  held  in  derision  by  those  who  venture  to  tnns- 
gress  Che  law  and  drink  wine,  bebg  called  liy  the 
opprobrious  name  Teriachi,  or  opium-sots. 

«  Uteangelis  in  Libano  Syris,  Dicte  Oretae  mooti- 
bus  &  Babylona  te  Snsis  Pensdis  nascitor,  qui  poll 
Magi  divinent    Plin.  L.  4.  cap.  17. 

5  When  the  Nile  first  heghis  to  rise,  dHnkhig  the 
turbid  waters  occasions  an  heat  m  the  blood,  which 
throws  out  a  sort  of  rmh,  attended  with  cootiwul 
itchmgs.  The  people  offoshfon  carry,  at  this  time, 
atcratching-itick.    This  k  a  piece  of  wood,  one 
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SeemM,  u  h»  wtiaVd  it,  the  Chaldean  rod  ^ 
Or  th]mut»  symbol  of  the  Lybian  god. 

ScriMerus  now  approached  with  rev'rence  low, 
The  seer  observ'd  ;  and  dealt  a  furious  blow 
Fall  00  his  bead:  whose  furoe  impetuous  stomi'd 
Th*  unwary  sage,  and  felPd  him  to  the  ground. 
Phutic  awhile  with  ideot  grin  he  gaz'd  ; 
At  length  the  hero  from  the  earth  he  rais'd : 
Then  to  his  lips  convey'd  the  balmy  draught; 
The  senadess  chief  the  slumb'rous  potion  qnaft 
Hit  heavy  eyes  the  slumb'rous  potion  clo«'d. 
Ere  yet  his  tongue  his  various  doubts  proposM  \ 
Wrapt  in  th'  embrace  of  sleep,  he  past  the  night, 
And  rbtng,  joyful,  with  the  morning  light, 
Hh  friewh  he  sought,  impatient  to  relate 
Their  glories  promised  by  propitious  &te. 
Et^  alike  his  dear  companions  ran 
To  meet  their  chief;  Scriblerus  thus  began. 

"  Hear,  blest  associates  of  my  various  pains, 
What  rich  reward  tp  crown  our  toil  remains. 
Last  night,  so  Jore  ordained,  alone  I  found 
The  hear'n-tanght  prophet  seated  on  the  ground. 
Ao  ballow'd  rage  already  had  possest  > 
His  raptured  soul,  and  heaved  his  swelling  breast. 
High  on  his  head  uprose  the  bristling  hair  : 
His  tniirid  eye-balb  roU'd  an  hideoua  glare ; 
With  chatt'ring  teeth,  the  working  foam  he  chnniM, 
And  thrice  the  solid  earth,  impatient,  spum'd ; 
Then,  wildly  stmrting,  danc'd  with  frantic  bounds, 
Whirling  his  rapid  head  in  giddy  rounds : 
He  wav'd  th'  Edonian  thyrsus  in  his  hand. 
And  look'd  a  priest  of  Bacchus*  furious  band. 

'*  In  admiration  lost,  awhile  I  wait 
Itllthe  fint  eflbrts  of  his  rage  abate  ; 
When  by  his  arm  the  thyrsus  urg*d  around, 
Pall  m  my  temples  gave  this  goary  wound. 
PnMtrate  I  lay.     At  length  the  pitying  sage, 
CalmM  and  recover'd  from  his  holy  rage, 
With  friendly  steps  advancing,  seizM  my  hand, 
Cheer*d  with  his  voice  and  raised  me  from  the  sand ; 
Then  with  nepenthes  crown*d  a  mantling  bowl  9, 
Whose  soir'nign  charms  restored  my  drooping  soul. 

iUe  of  which  b  in  the  form  of  a  pine-apple,  with 
Qm  same  kind  of  indentures  to  give  it  a  little  rongh- 
MM.    It  is  fixed  to  a  long  handle. 

*  Not  only  the  Chaldeans  used  rods  for  divina< 
tioo,  but  almost  every  nation,  which  has  pretended 
to  that  science,  has  practised  the  same  method. 
Herodotus  mentions  it  as  a  custom  of  the  Alani : 
lad  Tacitus  of  the  old  Germans.  Ezekiel  speaks  of 
it,  and  Hosea  reproaches  the  Jews  as  being  iofected 
with  the  like  superstition.  "  My  people  ask  council 
at  their  stocks ;  and  their  staff  de(;lareth  unto  them." 
Chap.  iv.  ver.  12. 

'^  This  adventure  of  our  hero  bears  a  very  near 
leiemblanoe  to  the  narration  given  by  Don  Quixote 
(Part  2,  B.  6.  chap.  23.)  of  what  befel  him  in  the 
eareofMontesinos. 

,  *  See  the  Sybil  in  Vnrgil,  B.  6.  the  prophetess 
«  Lncan,  B.  5.  &c.  &c. 

*  Milton  mentions  this  nepenthes  in  his  masque 
ofComos: 

'*  Not  that  nepenthes  which  the  mSe  of  Thooe 
In  ^Igypt  gave  to  Jove-bom  Helena, 
Is  of  such  power  as  this  to  stir  up  joy, 
Tolifesofnendly. 

VouXVIlL 


.Thus  Helen  mix*d  the  mirth-inspiring  dsaof^t ; 
From  these  rich  shores  the  virtuous  drugs  she 

brought  '0. 
My  spirits  soon  reviving  in  my  breast, 
I  thvs  the  hallow'd  morosoph  addrest: 

**  <  Illustrious  seer,  whos^  all-enlightened  eyes 
Dart  thro'  the  distant  regions  of  the  skies; 
To  thee  an  earnest  suppliant  am  I  come. 
To  hear  thy  dictates  and  inquire  my  doom.' 

'*  The  raptured  seer  his  rev'rend  tresses  shakes. 
Then,  fill'd  with  sacred  inspiration,  speaks. 

"  *  Heav'n.favour'd  sage,  to  whom  the  fotes  alkMr 
Those  secrets  wrapt  from  vulgar  minds,  to  know. 
Hear  wjth  a  grateful  and  attentive  heart. 
The  prncepts  which  thy  kinder  stars  impart. 

"  *  First,  in  obedience  to  their  high  decree. 
Again  emtwrking  on  a  length  of  sea. 
Pair  Genoa  seek:  there  quit  thy  mournful  friends. 
But  learn  what  fortune  their  return  attends. 
I  see,  I  see  them  spread  their  swelling  sails : 
Some  fav'ring  pow'r  supplies  the  friendly  gales. 
I  see  fair  Albion*s  tow*ring  cViffa  arise. 
While  to  the  wishM-for  port  the  vessel  flies. 
Now,  now,  behold,  their  hopes  successful  crown'd. 
With  wisest  laws  an  infant  state  they  found—— 
See  hpw  her  sons  with  gen'rous  ardour  strive. 
Bid  ev'ry  long-lost  Gothic  art  revive. 
Each  British  science  studiously  explore : 
Their  dress,  their  buildings,  and  their  coins  restore. 

"  <  Be  these^your  arts.   Proceed,  illustrious  race. 
And  yon  fair  isle  with  ancient  glories  grace. 
Let  others  view  with  astronomic  eyes  ", 
Yon  lucid  vagrants  in  the  peopled  skies : 

Diodorns  writes,  '*  that  in  Egypt  there  lived 
women  who  boasted  of  certain  potions,  which  not 
only  made  the  unfortunate  forget  alt  their  cala- 
mities, but  drove  away  the  roost  violent  sallies  of 
grief  or  anger." 

Eusebius  directly  affirms,  "  that  even  in  his 
time,  the  women  of  Diospolis  were  able  to  calm  the 
rage  of  grief  or  anger  by  certain  potions.  Now 
whether  this  be  truth  or  fiction,  it  fully  vindicates 
Homer,  since  a  poet  may  make  use  of  a  prevailing, 
though  false,  opinion." 

'*  But  that  there  may  be  something  more  than 
fiction  in  this,  is  very  probable,  since  the  Egyptians 
were  so  notoriously  skilled  in  physic ;  and  particu* 
larly,  since  this  very  Thon,  or  Thonis,  or  Thoon,  is 
reported  by  the  ancients  to  have  been  the  inventor 
of  physic  among  the  Egyptians.  The  description 
of  this  nepenthes  agrees  admirably  with  what  we 
know  of  the  qualities  and  effects  of  Qpium.*'  Notf 
on  Pope's  pdyss.  B.  4. 

10  These  drugs  so  friendly  to  the  joys  of  life. 
Bright  Helen  learn'd  from    Thone's    imperial 

wife; 
Who  sway'd  the  sceptre,  where  prolific  Nile 
With  various  sitnples  clothes  the  fattened  soil. 

Pope's  Odyss.  B.  4. 

11  Excudent  alii  spirantia  mollios  sera. 
Let  others  better  mould  the  running  mass 
Of  metals,  and  inform  the  breathing  brass, 
And  soften  into  flesh  a  marble  face ; 
Plead  better  at  the  bar,  describe  the  skies, 

Apd  when  the  surs  descend,  and  when  they  rise. 
Dryden*s  Virgil,  B.  6. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


S74 


CAMBRIDGE^  POEMS. 


Let  them  tile  habitable  dome  design, 

Taught  by  Vitruvius,  or  old  Euclid's  line ; 

Carve  the  rough  block,  inform  the  lumpish  mass. 

Give  canvas  life,  and  mould  the  breathing  brass ; 

With  storied  emblems  stamp  th'  historic  coin  ; 

The  painter's  skill  and  poet's  fiincy  join : 

Be  yours  the  task,  industrious,  to  recal 

The  lost  inscription  to  the  ruin'd  wall ; 

Each  Okie  character  explain ;  or  show 

How  Britons  ate  a  thousand  years  ago : 

On  laws  of  jousts  and  tournaments  declaim. 

Or  shine  the  rivals  o^tbe  herald's  &me. 

But  chief  the  Saxon  wisdom  be  yonr  care  >>, 

PreseiHre  their  idols,  and  their  ^es  repair; 

The  cold  devotion  of  the  modems  warm 

With  Friga*6  fiur  hermaphroditic  form  ^^z 

And  may  their  deep  mythology  be  shown 

By  Beater's  wheel  and  Thor*s  tremendous  throne.' 

**  Thus  iar  the  sage  by  sacned  raptures  home. 
Reveals  the  hme  of  ages  yet  unborn. 
He.  paused  and  fix*d  his  eyes  as  tho'  he  view'd 
Those  glories  present,  then  his  speech  renew'd : 

<*  <Such  honour  crowns  thy  dear  companions' fates; 
Superior  far  thy  glorious  self  awaits. 
The  gmnd  elixir  art  thou  doom'd  to  know  << : 
But  first  must  roam  a  mendicant  in  shew  i^  ; 
Naked  and  pennyless  thro'  distant  lands. 
And  eat  thy  bread  the  alms  of  stranger  hands^ 
The  rugged  Alps  must  those  bare  feet  assail, 
FroB'n  on  the  hill,  or  swelt'ring  in  the  vale  ; 
Scorn  and  contempt  thy  painful  lot  remain. 
Till  Munster's  veneiable  walls  thou  gain. 
Itfunster  the  destined  period  of  thy  woe : 
There,  on  a  lake,  white  as  the  new-&ll'n  snow, 
A  goose,  majestic,  o'er  the  waves  shall  ride  i*. 
And  thirty  milk-white  goslins  by  her  side. 

IS  By  wisdom  here  the  anthor  means  theology, 
using  the  word  in  the  sense  of  lord  Bacon,  in  bis 
Wisdom*  of  the  Ancients. 

i^Verstegan,  in  bis  antiquities,  gives  the  repre- 
sentation of  Friga  the  hermaphrodite,  Seater  with 
bis  wheel,  and  Thor  the  thnnderer,  the  only  idol 
who  sits  OD  a  throne  ;  with  a  suffident  account  of 
this  mythology. 

>4  The  ancient  Egjrpttans  had  the  art  of  extract- 
ing an  elixir  from  gems  and  precious  stones,  which, 
on  account  of  its  snbtiKty  ami  perf^tion,  they  cal- 
led Heaven ;  it  is  also  called  the  philosopher's ttone 
(being  drawn  finom  precious  stones,)  aquavitos,  ve- 
$retable  s*^  of  nature,  solar  soul»  &c.  Kircfaer 
CEd.  E^rypt  The  chymists  give  it  the  power  of 
making  gold,  and  caring  all  diseases. 

1^  But  first  must  roam  a  mendicant  in  show 

Naked  and  pennyless 

'    Frtiz^n  on  the  hill,  and  swelt'ring  in  the  vale, 
Scorn  and  contempt  thy  painful  lot,  &e. 
The  author  undoubtedly  means  all  this  in  the 
literal  sense :  but  query  if  he  does  not  also  hint  at 
the  difficulties  of  alchymy,  in  the  figurative  sense 
of  these  toikt  and  hardships. 

^  Littortis  ingens  inveuta  sub  ilicibus  sus 
Triginta  capitum  fo^turi  enixa  jacebit : 
Alba  solo  recubaus,  Albi  circum  ubera  nati. 

Virg.  lib.  3.  L  390. 
Thou  shalt  behold  a  sow  upon  the  ground. 
With  thirty  mucking  young  encouipast  round. 
The  dam  and  oliVpiing  white  as  falling  snow. 

Dryden. 


Nigh  to  the  borders  of  the  silver  flood, 
Sacred  to  PlHtus,  stands  a  lofty  wood, 
Beneath  its  shadowing  branches,  grows  a  flow'r  >'' 
Whose  root  the  god  mdoes  with  wondrous  pov'r; 
Not  the  famed  moly  which  great  Hermes  bore  ^ 
To  sage  Ulysses  on  th'  JEmua  shore ; 
Nor  that  restorative  vhe  Tartar  boasts  >*, 
Nor  all  the  growth  of  Arab's  blisafot  coasts, 
Nor  balsams  which  from  northern  trees  transpire, 
Tho*  she  successive  months  tb'  etherial  fire  *» 
With  constant  rajrs  the  balmy  juice  sublime. 
Can  match  this  ofispring  of  the  Oennan  clime. 
What  tho*  no  radiant  metal  grace  the  rind. 
No  golden  branches  crackle  to  the  wind  s*; 
What  tho'  it  seem  (so  Plutns  has  decreed) 
To  vulgar  eyes,  a  despicable  weed : 
Yet  from  this  herb,  a  thousand  virtues  flow ; 
This  powerful  antidote  lor  every  woe;    . 
Nor  meagre  sickness,  nor  consummg  care  ^^ 
Shall  waste  thy  vigour  with  intestine  war. 
Tho*  age  thy  wither'd  front  with  wrinkles  ploogh, 
And  blanch  the  hoary  honours  of  thy  brow ; 
Tho'  sanguine  gamesters  bett  against  thy  life^ 
Thou  anconoern'd  shalt  hear  the  wagering  strife  ^, 

"  See  Virg.  I.  6.    The  golden  boogbsi 

»  Odyss.  B.  10.  Ovid.  Metam.  B.  14. 

19  The  gin-aeng ;  one  of  the  principal  curiositiei 
of  China,  called  also,  by  the  Chinese,  the  pure 
spirit  of  the  earth,  the  plant  that  gives  immortality. 
By  the  TarUrs,  orhota,  the  first  of  plantSb  The 
virtues  ascribed  to  this  plant  are  hanlly  credible. 
Many  volumes  have  been  written  by  their  physi- 
cians, to  set  them  forth.  One  of  the  misriooarief 
witnesses,  that  being  himself  so  fatigued,  that  ht 
could  hardly  sit  on  the  horse,  a  numdaria  g«ft 
him  one  of  these;  upon  eating  half  of  it,  in  sa 
hour's  time  he  was  not,  m  the  least,  seosibla  of  say 
weariness,  lliat  since,  he  had  often  nude  use  of  il 
with  the  same  success.    DuHalde's  Hist,  of  China. 

tt  The  continual  actkm  of  the  Snn,  Ibr  sht  months 
succesively  on  the  firs  in  high  northern  latitudes, 
gives  them  a  much  greater  portion  of  the«kfaerisl 
fire,  and  consequently  much  more  soveietgn  viitaes 
than  the  productions  of  southern  cUoms. 

s»  sic  leni  crepitahat  bractea  ▼entoi 

Vhrg.R& 

»All  travellers  who  have  seen  and  convened 
with  any  of  the  true  adepts,  assure  ns,  that  they 
always  appear  with  an  healthy  coantenance  and 
great  che^fiilness  of  spirits.  This  is  attributed  to 
the  use  of  their  excellent  medicine,  which  gives 
them  at  once  health  and  affluence;  and  also,  to 
that  philosophy  of  mind  which  is  previously  neees* 
sary  fbr  the  attainment  of  the  secret 

SI  Should  the  whole  firame  of  nature  romid  him 
break, 

He,  unooncern'd,  would  hear  the  migbtj  aack. 

Addisob 

This  polite  practice  of  laying  wagen  on  lives,  is 
grown  so  common  here,  that  there  is  scarce  s 
person  of  distinction  in  this  nation,  who  does  notbe- 
come  the  subject  of  a  bett,  as  soon  as  ever  any  grey 
hairs  are  discovered  on  him.  The  desci^tion  of 
this  iashxMiabfe  amusement  makes  so  admifaUe  a 
conclusion  to  that  excellent  poem.  The  Modem 
Fine  Uentleman,  that  we  cumot  forbear  iasevtiog  it* 
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Vtm  tUf  iantiaiabte  fodk  calctoed, 
The  great  horOMtic  ieerei  sbalt  thou  find ; 
On  bMer  oret  the  pov'rfiil  ashes  stiow  ; 
iod  porest  gold  shell  from  the  fiinieoe  floir. 
If  fef'ring  Plabis,  bounteous  pow'r,  ordeio  m 
That  thou,  Seribleras,  the  high  prize  obtaiu, 
A  sodden  ndience  of  cdestiid  light 
Shan  guide  thy  ibotstepe,  and  direct  thy  sight: 
But  if  the  god  the  precious  gift  with-hold 
AvRfse,  nor  deem  thee  worthy  of  the  gold, 
fhiitlai  and  vain  thy  weary  search  is  made: 
The  plant  lies  buried  in  eternal  shade. 
If  e'er  thou  swerve  from  rigid  ▼irtue*8  path  ^, 
Eipect  the  vengeful  god's  seveseat  wrath. 
The  foot  its  virtue  shall  retain  no  more : 
like  Midas  thou  the  uselesfl^gift  deplore. 
let  haoble  thoughts  thy  vanity  control. 
And  meeluiess  temper  thine  elated  soul. 

" '  Pride  rears  her  giant  form  aloft  and  treads  ^ 
IiOQrionso*er  the  cow'ring  gazers'' beads. 

—Lays  wagers  on  hi»own  and  others  lives : 
Fights  fathers,  uncles,  grandmothers,  and  wives. 
TiU  Death  at  length,  indignant  to  he  made 
The  daily  aubjeet  of  his  sport  and  trade. 
Veils  with  his  sable  hand  the  wretch's  eyes ; 
And,  groanhig  for  the  betts  he  loses  by't,  he  dies. 
**  — ^-namque  ipse  volens  facilisqne  sequetnr 
S  te  &ta  vocant,  aliter  non  viribus  ullis 
-VfaKere,  nee  duro  poteris  convellere  ferro. 

Virg.  B.  6. 
'^  It  is  unWeraally  agreed,  that  the  great  secret 
esa  only  be  obtained  by  meh  of  exemplary  life. 
Thii  is  continually  inculcated  in  Jonson's  Alchy- 
mkt,  and  at  last  ttie  ftilure  in  the  work  is  ascribed 
t»  sir  Epicure  Mammon's  failure  in  continency.  He 
ii  warned  against  avarice,  and  charity  is  reoom- 
maided  to  him  1^  Subtle  in  the  2d  act 

SUILT. 

Why,  I  have  beard,  he  must  be  homo  fmgh 

A  pious,  holy,  and  religious  man, 

One  free  firom  mortal  sin,  a  Tory  viig:in. 

MAMMOII. 

That  msikes  it,  shr,  he  is  so.    He,  honest  wretch, 
A  notable,  superstitious,  good  soul,  ^ 

Has  wom  his  knees  bare,  and  his  slippers  bald^ 
With  prayer  nod  fasting  for  it. 

SUBTLZ. 

.  • Son,  I  doubt 

You  are  covetous 

Take  heed,  yon  do  not  cause  the  blessing  to  leave 

you. 
With  your  vngovem'd  haste.     1  should  be  sorry 
1V>  iee  my  labours,  now  e'en  at  perfection, 
Mot  pnaper,  whicb  in  all  my  ends 
Have  look'd  no  way,  but  unto  public  good, 
To  piona  iisea»  and  dear  charity. 
How  grown  n  pnd^y  with  men.    Wherein 
tf  you,  my  aoo,  should  now  prevaricate. 
And  to  your  own  partienlar  lusts  employ 
■  So  great  and  catholic  a  blisB,  be  sure 
A  curse  will  follow,  yen  and  oveitakia 
Your  subtle  and  most  secret  way. 

ftMsv*  Mn^.  Iliad,  r.  II  92. 


By  pride  obnoxious,  jealousy  and  hate  ^ 
Shall  drive  thee  skulking  from  each  envious  state. 
But  lowly  charity's  unheeded  pace 
Nor  envy  spies,  nor  can  suspicion  trace. 
Then  chief  be  heaven-bom  charity  thy  care. 
Nor  pass  one  hour  without  a  grateful  pray'r.' 
Thus  far  the  seer,  when  sleep's  resistless  god 
Shook  o'er  my  eye-lids  hie  Lethsean  rod. 
At  mom  I  wak'd,  astonish*d  and  alone  M, 
For  ah  !  the  prophet  from  my  side  was  gone." 

^  All  who  are  possest  of  this  admirable  secret  are 
obliged  to  conceal  it  by  the  most  private  life,  and  to 
live  without  the  least  show  of  expense ;  b^  reason 
that  a  splendid  appearance,  without  an  apparent 
fund  to  support  it,  would  subject  them  to  the  in- 
quisition of  every  state  they  should  happen  to  reside 
in.  For  they  must  either  acquire  their  wealth  by 
this  means,  or  worse ;  if  they  lie  under  the  sus- 
picion of  the  latter,  a  well  regulated  community 
will  think  it  their  duty  to  call  them  to  account;  if 
of  the  former,  the  policy  of  the  state  will  not  suffer 
a  private  person  to  enjoy  the  benefit  of  their  pro- 
tection, without  a  participation  of  the  secret,  for 
the  use  of  the  public.  Flamel  being  accused  of  em- 
bezzling the.  finances,  and  of  mismanagement  and 
extortion,  owned  fairly,  that  he  was  master  of  the 
secret,  and  by  t^at  means  accounted  for  the  estate 
of  500,000  pistoles,  which  he  bad  amassed.  But 
others  who  have  stood  more  in  fear  of  the  torture^ 
have  never  appeared  with  any  degree  of  magni- 
ficence i  nor  resided  any  length  of  time  in  one 
place,  lest  their  preserving  the  same  florid  com- 
plexion for  a  length  of  years  might  cause  the  admi- 
ration of  their  neighbours,  and  the  discovery  of  their 
art.'  For  these  reasons  they  are  continually  shift- 
ing from  place  to  place ;  ami  but  that  a  wise  man 
is  a  citizen  of  the  world,  and  that  the  adage,  Omne 
solum  fbrti  patria  est,  exempts  them  from  the  re- 
proach, tii^  would  be  vagabonds  and  outcasts  of 
the  earth.  From  this  pradent  and  cautious  conduct 
of  theirs,  we  do  not  hear  of  any  one  who  was  ever 
likely  to  be  detected,  except  Sig.  Oualdi  at  Venice, 
and  that  by  a  very  extraordinary  accident:  one 
day  showing  a  picture  to  a  connoisseur  which  he 
told  him  was  his  own,  the  connoisseur  declared  he 
was  positive  it  was  THiau's  hnnd :  "  But  bow  can  that 
be,  Sig.  Gualdi  ?"  says  be..  "  There  is  your  face  as 
old  as  you  appear  to  be  at  this  instant ;  and  yet 
Titian  baa  been  dead  above  fourscore  years."  Tlie 
visit  ended  somewliat  abraptly.  Tbe  connoisseur, 
full  of  astonishment,  came  again  next  morning  to 
re-examine  the  tints;  but  Sig.  Gualdi  was  de- 
camped. This  story  is  told  at  large  in  a  most  in- 
genious and  entertaining  book,  not  long  since  pub- 
lished, called  Hermippus  Redtvivus,  which  we  can- 
not but  recommend  to  the  resiider  for  its  own  merit, 
and  now,  particularly,  as  being  the  most  agreeable 
way  of  aoqiiaintrag  him  with  several  chymieal  anec- 
dotes and  stories  very  useful  for  the  better  uuder- 
standmg  the  remaining  part  of  this  work. 

^  The  known  eflfect  of  opium  is,  that  it  supplies 
the  mind  with  a  continual  presentation  of  pleasing 
images.  It  most  naturally  operates  by  awakening 
those  ideas  with  which  the  mind  is  already  strongly 
possessed  ;  tbty  full  as  frequently  it  raises  entirely 
new  ones.  It  is  no  wonder  that  our  hero's  wariA 
imagination  should  be  worked  up  by  this  drag  to  a 
belief,  that  the  delirium  caused  by  it  was  a  real 
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Thus  to  bis  gtadden'd  fritnds  the  chief  relates 
The  tale  prophetic  of  their  future  fates. 
Elate  with  hope  a  vessel  fltey  prepare 
And  load  the  needful  stores  with  zealous  care. 
With  pro^'rous  gales  they  cut  tlie  liquid  way. 
And  moor  secure  in  Genoa's  destln'd  bay. 
There,drownM  in  tears,  and  dumb  with  friendly  grief, 
His  sad  companions  leave  their  mournful  chief ; 
Yet  as  the  hero  bids  his  last  adieu, 
He  vows, 'ere  long,  their  growing  schemes  to  view. 
And,  each  revolving  ceot'ry,  to  repeat 
His  solemn  visit  to  their  foster  state. 

*"  Tho'  Portugal  her  lost  Sebastian  mourn  ^, 
And  weary  Heav'n  in  vain  for  bis  return  : 
On  surer  prophecies  you  build  your  faitb ; 
Nor  part  I  bence  to  exUe  or  to  deatb. 
Like  Regulus  amidst  th'  opposing  fears 
Of  friends,  of  kindred,  and  the  senate*8  tears ; 
Nor  like  Lycurgus,  in  his  country's  cause. 
His  life  devoting  to  enforce  bis  laws. 
Nor  shall  your  chief  a  baffled  wretch  return. 
An  outcast  loaded  with  reproach  and  scorn  ; 
Bnt  rich  in  glories,  honoured,  and  adored, 
And  more  than  mortal,  to  your  arms  restored.** 

He  said,  and  pensive  prest  the  soQnding  shore. 
While  the  waves  foam  beneath  their  brushing  oar. 
Twelve  tedious  months,  with  painful  steps  and  slow^, 
Thro*  a  long  series  of  opprobrious  woe,  * 

Naked  and  pennyless,  in  unknown  lands. 
He  ate  hisbitter  bread,  the  alms  of  strangers  hands. 

But  now,  with  lighter  wings  the  moments  fly. 
And  bring  the  period  of  his  labours  nigh. 
In  Mnnster's  walls,  assiduous  &te  prepares, 
With  endless  honours  to  reward  his  cares. 
Munster,  which  gave  th*  illustrious  father  birthy 
Shall  now  be  conscious  of  the  filial  worth. 
In  this,  his  future  gk)ry*8  dcstin'd  scene. 
The  great  adepts  in  Hermes'  art  convene. 
Who  Doast,  with  vain  fallacious  science  bold  ^i, 
To  change  each  baser  ore  to  purest  gold. 

But  ne'er  will  righteous  Heav'n  its  gifts  impart 
To  the  corrupted  and  ungrateful  heart, 

conversation ;  when  we  see  Bon  Quixote  by  the 
mere  force  of  a  heated  imagination,  without  the  as- 
sistance of  any  opiate,  fall  asleep  in  the  cave  of 
Moniesinos,  and  relate  as  actually  seen  by  him, 
what  the  warmth  of  his  fancy  suggested  to  hJm  on- 
ly in  a  dream. 

^  Sebastian,  king  of  Portugal,  a  man  of  great 
courage  and  zeal  for  religion,  landed  at  Tangier  in 
the  year  15'75,  with  an  army  consisting  of  the  flower 
of  Portagaj,  and  gave  battle  to  the  Moors,  in  which 
he  was  totally  defeated.  Diligent  search  was  made 
after  his  body,  but  it  could  not  be  found  in  the  field 
of  battle.  The  Portuguese  have  continually  ex- 
pected his  return  ever  since ;  and  even  at  this  day 
«re  not  without  hopes  of  seeing  him  again  on  the 
throne.  Vasconoellos,  in  his  history  of  Portngal, 
gives  an  account  of  his  appearance  at  Venice  in 
1596,  and  afterwards  suffering  great  indignities  from 
tbe  Spaniards. 

»  See  note  15  of  this  book. 

31  Here  it  is  declared,  that  science  is  deceitfal  and 
insufficient,  that  human  means  will  avail  nothing  to 
tbe  perfection  of  tht*  great  work ;  that  it  can  only 
be  procured  by  the  strictest  puri^  of  manners,  and 
tbe  most  fervent  devotion* 


Where  lawless  lost  and  wild  ambitwa  reigiiy 
And  pride  and  base  insatiate  thirst  of  gam. 
Hence,  all  in  vain,  they  bring  their  boasted  stoos^ 
In  vain  their  powders  on  the  mass  are  thrown. 
Their  weak  attempts  tbe  juster  fates  oppose^ 
And  unmatured,  uochangM  the  metal  flows. 
Then  one  advancing,  who  possest  alone, 
A  fluid  extract  from  th'  all-pow'rfol  stone. 
Three  fatal  drops  amid  the  furnace  spills : 
The  liquid  mass  a  sudden  vapour  filb, 
By  quidc  dilation ;  and  with  dreadful  sound, 
^ploded,  drives  the  glowing  metal  round. 

The  fearfiil  omen  all  the  fmbric  shuok, 
\inien  thus  tbe  race  of  great  Bombastos  spoke  ^i 

"  Oh  !  why,  my  fnends,  for  this  divine  essay, 
Why  have  you  chose  this  unauspicioas  day  ?  ^ 
Twere  wiser  sure  yonr  trials  to  postpone 
Till  the  last  eve  of  frowning  Mars  be  gone  ^« 
Your  cares  suspended  till  the  rising  dawn. 
By  prosp'roos  Venus  nsher'd  o'er  the  lawn. 
Shall  sure  succeed  :  for  on  that  sacred  mom 
Was  great  Basilius  Valentinns  bom  ^. 
With  solemn  rites  invoke  his  learned  shade. 
So  may  his  genius  your  projection  aid." 

Thus  far  the  sage,  when  loud  applaoses  ruqg 
In  glad  assent,  from  each  approving  tongue. 
To  feastful  mirth  they  dedicate  the  night. 
And  hail  the  morning  with  tbe  solemn  rite. 

That  night,  so  fate  decreed,  Scriblerus  gahn 
The  sacred  grove  on  Munster's  neighb*ring.plainSi 
There  stretcht  at  ease,  bis  wearied  limbs  he  laid. 
And  slept  unconscious  of  the  friendly  shade. 

Lo  !  ere  the  morn  dispensed  her  earliest  light, 
Great  Plutus'  form,  conspicuous  to  the  sight. 
Before  him  stood,  and  thus  his  speech -addrest: 
**  Thrice  happy  sage,  by  fav'ring  fortune  blest. 
On  this  auspicious  morn  ^  th'  unwearied  Sun 
His  annual  course  around  the  ^lobe  has  run, 

^  Paracelsus  BombaStus  succeeded  so  surprismgly 
with  his  cbyniical  medicines,  that  he  endeavoured 
to  bring  the  slow  effects  of  tiie  Galenical  pmctioe 
entirely  into  disrepute ;  and  was  so  elated  with  the 
success  of  his  art,  as  to  boast  that  he  could  keep  a 
roan  alive  by  bis  medicines  for  many  ages. 

^  This  speech  of  tbe  descendant  of  Paracdsos, 
very  much  resembles  that  of  Antinons  after  the 
fruitless  attempt  to  bend  Ulysaes's  bow. 

That  no  man  draws 

The  wondrous  bow,  attend  another  cause. 
Sacred  to  Phoebus  is  the  solemn  day. 
Which  thoughtless  we  in  games  would  watteaway. 
Tdl  the  next  dawn  this  ilUimed  strife  forego^ 
And  here  leave  fix'd  the  ringlets  in  a  row. 
Now  bki  the  seer  approach,  and  let  nt  join 
In  due  libations,  and  in  rites  divine. 
So  end  our  night :  before  the  day  aball  iprh^, 
Tho  choioest  off'rings  let  Melanthua  bring. 
Let  then  to  Pfacebns'  name  thefottol  thigbs 
Feed  the  rich  smokes,  hfgh-curiing  to  the  skies. 
So  shall  the  patron  of  these  acts  bestow 
(For  his  the  gift)  the^akiU  to  bend  tbe  bow. 

Pope's  Odyss.B.  81. 
34  The  months  of  March  and  April-were  by  Ro- 
mulus consecrated  to  Mars  and  Venus,  and  named 
from  them. 

^  Basilius  Valentimu  was  bom  oa  Che  first  of 
April. 
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tSmem  pntioff  fipom  thy  fliendfl  on  Genoa^d  nnds. 
Them  trod'at  with  toikome  stept  a  length  of  barrtii 


AiVTy  and  thro*  the  grove  ptinue  thy  way : 
Observe  the  coane  of  yon  propHiouB  ray : 
That  splendid  guide  shall  lead  thee  to  the  flow'r 
Whose  root  akme  can  boast  th'  auiri6e  power. 
But,  Iflct  thoQ  doubt,  or  think  the  prhmise  vain, 
8ooa  su  Aurora  glads  th'  entigbten'd  plain, 
A  goose  maj^tic  o'er  the  lake  shall  ridot 
And  thirty  milk-white  goslins  by  her  side  ^. 

*'  <  6s  thy  chief  care  with  sacrifice  t'  assuage, 
And  humble  ofTriugs,  injured  Saturn's  rage. 
Nor  less  doe  honours  to  my  powV  belong. 
Selected  Tietims  and  a«gT«teftil  song. 
That  god  am  I,  38  whose  universal  sway 
All  DBtkma  own,  and  wiUing  all  obey, 
Tho*  not  ffom  Heav'n  I  boast  my  honour'd  birth, 
Yet  ewer  dearest  to  the  sons  of  Earth." 
He  said,  and  disappeared ;  when  from  the  ground, 
The  hero  atarting,  cast  bis  eyes  around. 
Lo  !  sbll-propitionB  to  his  raptured  sight, 
An  ignis-lhtous,  with  portentous  light, 
Flroni  the  dank  earth  exhaled,  began  to  move, 
His  oosirae  directing  thro'  the  dusky  groves 
HQth  seal  the  sage  revered  tb'  auspieious  ray. 
And  toiPd  Intrepid  thro'  the  thorny  way. 
At  length  the  vapour  slopt.    With  eager  eyes, 
Asrhile  he  view'd,  then  seisEed  the  matcjj^ess  prise. 
The  matchless  prize  its  conseioas  leaves  expands, 
Sjprings  to  the  ftitsd  touch  and  meets  his  hands. 

An«i  now  the  roiy  mom  began  to  dawn  : 
He  qatts  the  grave  and  Issues  on  the  lawn ; 
When  woDd'rous  to  velate !  a  Strang  portent  ^ 
Oivss  fifeab  assurance  of  the  wish'd  event 
He  sees  the  stately  goose  in  swan-Kke  pride  ^ 
The  silver  lake  with  oary  feet  divide  ; 
And  tbHty  tnlUc-white  goslins  by  her  side. 
Inspired  with  gvateftil  seal  he  hastes  to  seize 
The  goodly  prey,  and  to  tbe  gods  deerees. 

When  lo  !  the  dyhig  victims'  plahita  alarm 
HMmonraftal  riiores  and  reaeh  the  nelgbb'ring  fkrm  $ 
Their  vrell-knawm  voice  lhefta#Ued  Sylvia  bean, 
And  flieay  ampeU'd  by  sad  prophetio  fears. 

This  flock  «i  the  virgin  dMrtsh'd  with  her  care^ 
With  pens  protected  from  the  evening  air  ; 


«  By  this  aceuivcy  of  the  poet,  we  Icam  the  very 
day  on  which  Scribteros  anil  his  friends  both  set  out 
on  their  rsspective  d€»i^s,  viz.  the  first  of  April. 
An  accuracy  observabtci  oMy  in  the  best  poets,  vide 
Virgil.  B.  5.  I.  46. 

Annous  exactis  completur  th(*iisibas  orbis 

Hand  equidem  sine  hiente  reor,  rine  numlfte 
Divum. 

M  See  note  16  of  this  book. 

.  ^  li^  sum  pleoo  quern  flumiae  cemis'     * 
'Gasroleiia  Tibns,  eoslo  grctissimus  amnis. 
»  TliM  Virgil,  L,  «.  [etiwn : 

Eoce  aotem  subitum  atque  oculis  mirabile  mon- 
Candida  per  sylvdM,  tbQ, 

-•v  See  n0te  1 6  of  this  book. 

*^  This  resembles  tbe  description  of  the  stag  which 
Causes  the  scufile  in  the  7th  B.  of  Virgil./ 
'  Their  sister  Sykia  cherish'd  with  her  care 

The  little  wanton,  and  did  wreaths  prepare^ 

To.haig  hit  bnddkig  honit. 


Each  monring  from  her  hand  they  ate  th^r  fbod. 
Then  sought  their  cackling  kindred  on  the  flood  ; 
There  bathing  all  the  day,  at  night  they  came 
To  their  known  lodgiogs,  and  their  country  dame. 

Now  all  alarmM,  she  hastes  to  their  relief : 
But  oh  !  what  langnage  can  express  her  griel^ 
When  she,  like  wretched  Niobe,  beheld 
Her  hopes  all  welt'riog  on  th*  ensangnin'd  field ! 
Yet  soon  her  sorrow  yields  to  nobler  rage. 
And  furioua  she  attacks  th'  astonish'd  sage. 
Frequent  and  thick  her  desperate  blows  she  deals; 
Benetoth  her  arm  the  staggered  champion  reels. 
Again  the  ^maiden  lifts  her  vengeful  hands. 
But  now  prepared  the  bold  Scriblerus  stands ; 
With  watchful  eyes  he  wards  the  thieaten'd  blow  $ 
Aud  strives  to  grapple  with  his  active  foe. 
Artful  she  baffles  his  superior  might. 
And  doubtful  hoMa  the  fortune  of  the  fight 

So  fought  the  Tbradan  Amaxons  of  old, 
While  ting'd  with  virgin  blood  Thermodon  roll'dL 
Such  and  so  brave  was  great  Alcides  seen. 
When  dauntless  he  engaged  the  maiden  queen. 

The  bold  virago  her  dread  arm  extends ; 
Full  on  his  cheek  the  weighty  bk)W  descends. 
Crusb'd  with  the  stroke,  his  shatter'd  jaws  resound; 
And  his  loose  teeth  fall  frequent  to  the  ground. 
Firm  and  unmoved  tbe  hero  Keeps  the  field. 
And  bold  with  passive  valour,  scorns  to  yield  : 
At  length  observing  her  defenceless  waist, 
Th'  unguarded  virgin  in  his  arms  embraced  ; 
His  griping  arms  her  strugrgling  limbs  confine. 
And  on  the  plain  the  heroine  falls  supine. 
Scriblerus  fbllowing,  the  fhll'n  maiden  prest. 
And  prostrate  lay,  victorious  9a  her  breast 

Thus  sage  Ulysses,  for  his  art  renown'd, 
O'ertum'd  the  strength  of  Ajax  on  the  ground  ^  : 
He  shook  the  yielding  earth,  an  helpless  load. 
The  victor  chief  hfs  giant  limbs  bestrodie. 

Thus  as  he  lay,  the  sage  triumphant  spoke  : 
"  Behold  how  fiite,  by  one  decisive  stroke. 
To  me  the  laurels  of  the  day  ordains  ; 
To  thee  subjection  and  opprobrious  chains  ; 
To  thee  the  laws  of  combat  to  fulfil, 
The  vanquish'd  yieldhigto  the  victor's  wilL 
Thus  was  the  chaste  Hippolyte  compeli'd 
To  the  proud  foe  ^  her  vhgin  channs  to  yield. 
And  thus  each  stoutest  Amaionian  dame, 
Resign'd  her  beauties  to  the  oooqu'ror'^  flame. 

'*  Yet  not  my  heart  these  vanities  inspire. 
Nor  sensual  huma  my  breast  with  lawless  five,   - 
Or  knows  my  chaster  soul  a  thought  so  base. 
To  force  thee  helpless  to  a  lewd  embrace. 

He  waited  at  his  master's  board  for  food. 
Then  sougi»t  his  savage  kindred  in  the  wood  $ 
Where  grazing  all  the  dav,  at  night  he  came 
To  his  known  lodgingii  and  his  country  dame. 

Dryden. 
^  Ajax,  in  the  games  wiestli^gwith  Ulysses,  iifts 
lujBi  from  the  groiuid. 

that  time  Ulysses  fotind 

The  strength  t'  evade,  and  where  the  nerves 

combine. 
His  ancle  strook :  the.  giant  fell  supine : 
Ulysses  following,  on  his  bosom  lies  ; 
Shouts  of  applause  raa  rattling  thro'  the  skies. 

Pope's  Odjfsey. 
^Theseaa, 
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Not  thus  the  sage  his  great  purtait  attanie  ** : 
But  endless  travel,  and  incessant  pains. 
Severest  abstineDce  from  ev^  joy. 
Mast  all  his  thoughts  engage,  and  all  his  houxt 
employ. 

"  Then  rise  a  spotless  virgin  from  my  arms. 
And  bear  unriiled  benoe  thy  maiden  charms  ^." 

Thus,  gracious,  the  self-conquer'dconqu'ror  spoke. 
And  by  the  band  the  trembling  maiden  took. 
Her  soul  possest,  at  onoe,  with  grief  and  rage 
She  flies,  regardless  of  th*  asaidooos  sage. 
Springs  from  his  grasp,  and  seeks  the  thickest  grove, 
Like  sullen  Dido  from  her  faithless  love. 
The  borders  of  the  lucid  lake  he  seeks. 
And  hastes  to  cleanse  his  blood-pollutel  cheeks. 

Now  Phoebus,  o'er  the  lofty  mountain's  height, 
Pours  on  lair  Munster's  tow'nhis  golden  light. 
Scriblenis  hails  the  birth-place  of  his  sire, 
And  joy  and  filial  love  his  soul  inspire. 


THE 

SCRIBLERIAD. 

BOOK   VI. 


Scriblerus  meets  with  the  son  of  Faustus  the  alchy- 
mist,  who  invites  him  to  his  bouse.  Faustus  ex- 
plains to  him  the  cause  of  their  festival,  and  re- 
lates the  history  of  Basilius  Valentious.  The 
aichymists  are  again  baffled  in  their  attempt  to 
transmute  the  1^.  Scriblerus  desires  to  make 
a  trial ;  is  refused  on  account  of  his  mean  ap- 
pearance, but  discovering  his  name  and  family, 
is  admitted  with  honour  to  the  furnace.  He  soon 
obtains  a  colour,  which  success  is  received  with 
universal  applause.  They  contend  who  shall  pay 
him  the  greatest  respect,  and  eagerly  embrace 
the  proposal  of  Bosaius  to  beatify  hi|n.    The 

**  Subtle,  the  alchymist,  when  he  finds  Sir  Epi- 
cure Mammon  with  Boll  Common,  cries  out : 

No  marvel 

If  I  ibund  check  in  our  great  work  within,  . 
When  such  afl^irs  as  these  were  managing. 

Mam. — Why,  have  you  so  ? 

Sub.— It  has  stood  still  this  half  hour.  Thb  '11  retard 
The  work  a  month  at  least    Mam.  Why,  if  it  do. 
What  remedy  ?  but  think  it  not  good  father ; 
Our  purposes  were  honest.    Sob.  As  they  were 
So  the  reward  will  prove. 

Face  eniert. 
O,  sir,  we  are  defeated  !  all  the  works 
Are  flown  in  fumo :  ev'ry  glass  is  burst,  &c.  &c. 

Alch.  Act  4. 
'  <&  When  a  young  fellow,  just  come  from  the  play 
ef  Cleomeoes,  told  Mr.  Dryden,  in  raillery  against 
the  contineocy  of  his  principal  character,  "  If  I  had 
been  alone  with  a  lady,  I  should  not  have  passed  my 
time  like  your  Spartan :»'  "That  may  be,»»  answered 
the  bard,  with  r.  very  grave  face  ;  **  but  give  me 
leave  to  tell  you,  sir,  you  are  no  hero." 


hero,  by  a  presenUment,  is  aware  of  the  i 
that  may  happen  at  this  important  crisis^  aod  ad- 
vises to  postpone  the  honours  designed  him  'tiU 
the  great  work  be  fully  accomplished,  lest  vanity, 
which  already  begins  to  possess  his  mind,  should 
slop  the  progress  of  it,  aiid  perhaps  entirely  dis- 
appoint their  expectations.  His  speech  is  inter- 
rupted by  their  enthusiastic  zeal,  and  they  im« 
mediately  proceed  to  beatificatioD.  And  now  the 
poet  having  oondncted  Scriblerus  through  a  series 
of  adventures,  with  success  beyond  the  expeou- 
tion  of  a  mortal,  concludes  tus  poem  with  the 
apotheosis  of  his  hero. 


Thus,  wrapt  in  thought,  the  hero  trod  the  piaia. 

When,  sudden,  rushing  from  the  hills  amaiiip 

A  youthful  sportsman  flies  with  rapid  pace. 

And,  o'er  the  lawn,  punues  hb  insect  chase. 

A  waistcoat  of  the  thinnest  silk  be  wore. 

And  in  his  hand,  of  slightest  texture,  bore 

A  curious  net,  whose  meshes  light  and  rare 

Scarce  shone  distinguished  from  th'  unbodied  air. 

And  now  the  plain's  remotest  verge  he  treads. 

Now  nigh  the  sage  the  chase  his  footsteps  leads ; 

Now  in  his  slender  toib  he  holds  the  prey. 

And  joyful  to  Scriblerus  bends  his  way. 

"  Stranger,  contemplate  well,  with  earoeai  eyes," 

Eager  he  calls,  "  this  parsgon  of  flies. 

Observe  him  o'er ;  and  tell  if  thon  hast  seen^ 

Or  on  the  trees,  or  on  the  level  green. 

His  pregnant  mate ;  the  precious  insect  show. 

And  claim  whate'er  my  bounty  can  bestow." 

"  O I  youth,"  the  sage  replies,  '*  nor  have  1  seen  i 

Or  on  the  trees,  or  on  the  level  green. 

The  pregnant  consort  of  your  b^uteoos  gameu 

Nor  aught,  tho'  needy,  from  your  bponty  claim.   ' 

Yet  oh !  vouchsafe  one  iMspitable  boon. 

Declare  the  name  of  yon  msyestic  town. 

And  point  the  way."  "  To  Munster's  prond  abode," 

The  youth  replies,  "  oompaakm  of  the  road 

Myself  thy  steps  will  guide.    Be  thou  my  gnest: 

For  sure  some  secret  pow'r  informs  my  brmt 

Thou  draw'st  thy  lineage  from  no  vulgar  race. 

And  thro'  thy  nigs  a  godlike  mien  I  trace. 

From  for-fom*d  ancestors  my  biith  1  claim, 

A  glorious  linesge  I  Faustus  is  my  name. 

My  great  exploits  th'  Aurelian  sages  show  s. 

Their  walls  resplendent  with  my  labours  glow; 

Propitious  Hermes  to  my  sire  imparts 

llie  greatest,  noblest  of  all  human  arts. 

Obedient  Vulcan  owns  his  high  commands  \ 

Nor  changeful  Proteus  can  elude  his  hands  «." 

1  Nulla  tnamm  audita  mihi  neQoe  visa  soromin: 

Virg.  1. 1. 

*  A  butteifly  m  one  of  its  states  is  called  an  an- 
relia,  which  name,  for  its  sound,  was  chosen  to  dis- 
tinguish the  society  of  butterfly  catdierB  at  Muh* 
ster. 

3  Fire  is  the  great  histrument  by  whkh  the  chy- 
mists  perform  all  their  operations.  Chymistsare 
called  philosophers  by  fire.    Boerhaave. 

*  This  line  will  best  be  explained  by  first  recitinig 
the  following  lines  of  Milton : 

That  stone,  or  like  to  that  which  here  below 
Philosophers  in  vain  so  long  have  sought. 
In  vain,  the'  by  their  powei^  «rt  th^  hboA 
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Banid:  bis  woidi  the  hcro*»breait  inflame; 
Bat  chief,  O  FanitiM,  thy  aiupicious  name. 
Sore  piemfe  of  sooceia  K    With  sir^ming  eyes. 
Hit  joyt  diaMmbling»  tbua  the  gage  replies. 

"  Thrioe  bounteoua  youth,  my  grateful  thanks 
Tifi  all,  alas !  that  poverty  can  give.         [receive, 
Onoe  happier  days  were  mine ;  and  not  the  least 
In  HeroMs*  ait,  was  known  your  wretched  guest; 
And  O !  were  now  some  chymic  task  assign'd^ 
The  pxi  would  still  support  tb'  industrious  mind; 
Tb  tfemper  lute,  the  never-dying  flame 
To  tend,  assiduous  as  the  vestal  dame. 
With  mnflled  &ce  corroding  fiimes  to  dare. 
Nor  pounded  poison's  subtlest  atoms  fear. 
Not  imdeserviiq;  would  I  eat  my  bread  *, 
Ao  idle  loiterer  on  your  bounty  fed.*' 

Scriblems  thus  disguised  his  promised  fiite. 
And  Boar  lihey  reach  great  Faustus'  friendly  gate. 
When  thus  the  courteous  youth  his  sire  addrest : 
"  DiKlain  not  to  receive  this  stranger  guest, 
Tho'  mean  the  gaib  which  wraps  the  man  oif  woe, 
Tlio'  thus  be  roam  a  mendicant  in  show. 
Oft,  like  the  Sun  behind  some  dusky  cloud. 
Is  learning  known  her  radiant  bead  to  shroud 
In  tatter'd  robes ;  and  frequent  have  we  seen 
Bx*n  wit,  affecting  a  neglected  mien, 
In  rags  like  these,  all  specious  pomp  abjured,. 
Chose  to  reside;  his  glory  unobscured  V* 

Volatile  Hermes,  and  call  up  unbound, 
la  various  shapes,  old  Proteus  firom  the  sea, 
Drain'd  thro'  a  limbec  to  bis  naked  form. 
Lord  Bacon,  in  his  explanation  of  the  heathen 
Mytiiology,  by  him  entitled  The  Wisdom  of  the 
Aocients,  informs  us  that  by  Proteus  is  signified 
matter.     He  is  called  up  from  the  sea,  because  the 
operations  and  dispensations  of  matter  are  chiefly 
cxerciaed  in  liquid  bodies.     If,  says  he^  any  expert 
nuniater  of  nature  (meaning  a  chymist)  diall  en- 
cooDler  matter  by  main  force,  vexing  and  urging 
ber  with  intent  to  reduce  her  to  nothing;  she 
chaofpea  and  turns  herself  into  various  forms  and 
shapes  of  things  till  at  leqgth  she  comes  to  a  pe- 
riod, and  betakes  herself  to  her  former  being. 

See  Wisd.  Ant  Proteus. 
'  Tlie  ancients  always  looked  upon  the  first  thing 
they  met,  when  about  any  enterprise,  as  an  omen. 
Thnt  Virg.  Onatuor  hie,  pnmom  omen  eqaos.  To 
meet  a  man  with  a  good  name  was  reckoned  for* 
tonate,  and  a  great  encouragement  to  an  adventure. 
A  hicky  name  was  esteemed  a  blessing  to  the  per- 
son that  bore  it ;  and  several  have  therefore  adop- 
ted them.  From  hence  the  doctrine  of  onomo- 
mancy  prevailed.  Plato  earnestly  recommends  the 
choice  of  happy  names:  and  the  Pythagoreans 
taught  expressly,  that  the  minds,  actions,  and  sue- 
of  men,  were  greatly  influenced  by  their 
Thus  the  proverb :  Bonum  nomen  bonum 
In  lustranda  colonia  ab  eo  qui  eam  dedu- 
ceret,  &  cam  imperator  exereitum,  censor  popu- 
Inm  Inatrant  bonis  nominibus,  qui  hostias  daoerent, 
Quod  idem  in  deleeta  ooasuks  obser- 
j  at  prinms  miles  fiat  bono  nomine.  CkMo 
de  Oivm.  lib.  1. 

*  Thus  Ulysses  in  the  same  disguise,  deshes  to 

Ik  employed  in  some  menial  ofliee,  and  profesies 

his  skill  in  kindling  a  fiie»  broiling  a  steak,  or 

frothing  a  cup  of  drink.  Odyssey,  &  15. 

^  A  Kae  firsm  Ifiiton's  Paradise  Lost, 


"  Stranger,'*  the  sire  replies,  •*  in  happy  how 
Thou  com'st,  directed  by  some  fovMug  pow'r. 
Propitious  Venus  sped  thee  on  thy  way 
To  share  the  triumphs  of  this  glorious  day 
Sacred  to  science  and  to  festal  mirth, 
l*he  day  which  gave  the  great  Baailiiis  birth. 
Free  and  unquestioned  enter,  and  prepare 
The  due  libation  and  the  solemn  prayer. 
Or  if  thy  curious  bosom  bom  to  bear 
Why  thus  Basilius'  niem'ry  we  revere; 
Or  why  to  his  distinguish*d  shade  belong 
The  ballow'd  victim  and  the  votive  song. 
Attend.    To  this  illustrious  sage  were  known  * 
The  long-sought  virtnes  of  the  wond'rous  stone. 
Potent  the  fleeting  spirit  to  restore. 
Or  to  pure  gold  convert  the  baser  ore. 
Thus  had  th'  adept  proloi^d  his  niggard  span. 
Thus  had  he  liv*d  immortal,  tfao'  a  man. 
But  wayward  Fortune  takes  a  spleenful  joy 
The  wisest  schemes  of  mortals  to  destroy. 

"  The  sage,  long  wasted  with  consuming  cares. 
His  body  bending  with  a  weight  of  years, 
When  now  be  felt  the  tyrant  hand  of  death. 
Thus  to  his  son  addrest  hts  latest  breath : 

"  *  With  painful  watching  and  incessant  pray'r, 
Nine  tedious  months  I  laboured  to  prepare 
The  precraus  drops  this  chrystal  vase  contains. 
The  rich  reward  of  all  my  wasting  pains. 
Now  mark,  my  son,  and  with  attentive  ear, 
The  virtues  of  our  jfpreat  elixir  hear.' 

"  *  When  hast'ning  age  the  call  of  (ate  obeys. 
When  the  soul  sickens,  and  the  sense  decays. 
When  all  the  weakened  organs  lose  their  tone. 
The  nerves  relax'd,  th'  elastic  vigour  gone. 
When  ev'n  the  life-blood  stagnates  in  my  heait, 
^n  as  thou  seest  my  latest  breath  depart. 
Within  my  lips  the  sacred  med'cine  pour ; 
The  draught  vivific  shall  my  soul  restore ; 
Course  thro'  the  veins,  the  springs  of  life  renew. 
And  ev*ry  nerve  with  active  force  endue. 
So  may  your  pious  gratitude  bestow 
On  me  the  life  which  to  your  sise  yen  owe; 
And  when  thy  soul  obejrs  the  call  of  fete. 
To  thee  the  precious  gift  will  I  repeat. 
Thus  may  we  oft  renew  the  iMitual  boon. 
Thus  lose  the  names  of  fether  and  of  son.' 

'*  He  said,  and  stmk  to  death.  Th'  undiAeeus  boy. 
Drunk  with  delusive  hopes  of  worldly  joy. 
And  still  mistrustful  of  his  sire's  control. 
Checks  ev'ry  thought  of  duty  in  his  soul* 
To  common  earth  commits  the  lifeless  corse. 
Nor  hears  gfeat  natnrS's  call,  or  feels  remorsew  • 

**  And  now  he  hastes  new  pleasures  to  eiq»lore  ; 
Some  new  expense  ta  vent  his  endless  store. 
From  vice  to  vice,  with  tasteless  ardour  roves, 
And  cloy'd,  ere  night  rejects  his  morning  lovest 

**  A  son  he  had;  Eenatus  was  he  nam'd: 
Transmitted  vice  his  genuine  birth  proelaim'd. 
No  generous  passion  warm'd  his  brutal  hseast, 
But  basest  av'rice  all  his  soul  pctesest 
Suspicion,  which  in  vicious  minds  supplies 
Bright  wisdom's  post,  and  points  the  jeakras  eyes, 
Directs  the  sire  has  sordid  soul  to  scan, 
Who,  thus  prepared,  his  artial  speech  began. 

s  This  history  of  Basilius  Valentines,  introduced 
here  in  the  manner  of  the  story  of  Oscus,  in  the 
8th  book  of  Viiigil,  is  related  in  the  Spectator,  Na 
426. 
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«<  <  Tboii  know'sty  my  mi,  tliy  gnndiire'i  initaes 
daim 
An  ample  tribute  froin  the  voioe  of  ikme. 
And  oft  have  I  confert  this  plenteous  tide 
Of  endleas  treasare  by  his  art  supply'd. 
Yet  one  impoltaiit  secret  still  remains ; 
One  blest  attainment'of  his  pious  pains. 

" '  'Twas  on  an  halloir'd  and  auspicious  hour. 
When  thus,  insphned  by  stnoge  prophetic  pow'r, 
The  great  Basilios  spake : 
<  Behold  the  yellow  lion  shall  go  forth  9, 
A  potent  monarch  from  the  f^en  North ; 
The  swift-wing'd  eagle  from  bis  claws  shall  fly. 
The  griffon  shall  but  see  his  &ce  and  die  ^^ : 
The  crow,  cameleon,  and  the  dragon^s  blood, 
Mixt  with  the  virgin's  milk  shall  be  hb  food  j 
Thesolamander  shall  his  rule  obey  : 
And  all  the  sons  of  Earth  shall  own  his  sway.' 

« <  Thus  he  by  figurative  signs  exprest  '^ 
The  truths  that  roli'd  tumultuous  in  his  breast, 

9  There  is  a  great  resemblance  twtween  this  rap- 
ture of  Basilius,  and  the  &mous  prophecy  of  Para- 
celsus, published  by  Glauber,  in  his  prosperity  of 
Germany,  where  may  be  seen  his  explanation  of  it 

**  Now  follows  the  most  potent  lion  and  monarch 
of  the  North ;  to  whom  none  in  the  wof  Id  may  be 
compared,  nor  did  ever  any  excel  him  In  glory  and 
power^*  **  A  yellow  lion  shall  come  out  of  the 

North,  which  shall  be  a  persecutor  of  the  eagle, 
and  at  length  its  conqueror." 

10  Though  Glauber's  explanation  be  intelligible 
only  to  an  adept,  yet  we  may  see,  that  by  the  fight 
of  the  lion  and  eagle  he  means  the  digestion  of  two 
bodies  in  a  chymical  process,  which  produce  a 
third,  which  is  called  a  griffin,  being  part  lion  and 
part  eagle. 

11  The  Arabians,  who  first  treated  of  alchymy, 
doUvered  thehr  precepts  in  hieroglyphics,  and  figu- 
rative exprettioDS.  This  practice  has  been  conti- 
nued ever  since. 

The  ^expositor  of  Bipley*s  Hermetioo-poetical 
works,  says, 

'*  Our  books  are  full  of  obscurity,  and  philo- 
sophers write  horrid  metaphors  and  riddles  to  those 
who  are  not  upon  a  sure  bottom,  and  do  not  dis-  • 
cem  tlie  subject  matter  of  oar  secrets ;  which  being 
known,  the  rest  is  not  so  hard."  \Ve  will  subjoin 
bis  exposition  on  the  folloiring  line : 

For  kind  unto  kind  hath  appetitive  inclination. 

— ^"  We  join  kind  with  kind,  fior  nature  is 
mended  and  retained  with  its  own  nature :  for  this 
cause  is  our  king  wedded  to  the  water-bearer's 
daughter  i  of  which  water-bearer  I  told  you  that 
bis  body,  his  pitcher,  and  the  water  in  it,  are  all 
one ;  and  his  daughter  was  the  queen  which  arose 
out  of  the  water ;  db  which  was  seen  a  lamp  burn- 
ing. .  Wonder  not  at  it,  that  a  queen  should  spring 
out  of  a  water-bearer's  loins :  for  the  kmg  is  also 
his  son,  and  he  is  greater  than  both.  The  king  en- 
joys mora  riches  than  his  father;  but  the  lather 
hath  the  key  6f  a  clowt^  in  which  is  wealth  enough 
for  all  in  the  kingdom,  to  make  every  subject  as 
rich  as  the  king ;  but  the  dispose  of  this  wealth  the 
king  only  is  to  have ;  yet  can  he  not  have  it  in  his 
possession  till  he  many  his  sister,  which  is  the 
water  of  the  pitcher  Invisible.  This  his  sister,  is 
also  his  mother  and  his  father  j  for  it  is  one  with 


i 


With  pray'r  and  fasting  tlien  the  holy  i 
The  sacred  heav'n-directed  work  began. 
Nine  months  withiii  the  womb  of  time  it  lay; 
At  length  began  its  glories  to  display. 

"  *  Then  spake  the  labVing  sage :  *  My  son,  attend  ; 
Learn  thy  conception,  and  thy  wond'rous  end. 
On  that  auspicious  ever-honour'd  mom 
Wast  thou  conceiv'd,  on  which  thy  sire  was  bom. 
The  Sun  himself  presided  at  thy  birth  i^; 
Nor  shall  thy  body  turn  to  common  earth. 
The  sacred  influence  of  his  virtooos  ray 
ExalU  thine  essence,  and  sublimes  thy  clay  ^. 
Thy  body  thus  prepar'd,  these  drops  shall  save 
From  foul  corraption  and  the  loatlnome  grava  ; 
Th»  elixir  swallow'd  ere  thy  corse  be  cold. 
Shall  all  thy  limbs  convert  to  purest  gold.' 
Basilius  thus  his.  wond'rous  art  display'd. 
And  to  my  hands  the  precious  drops  oomrey'd. 
Then,  wh^n  in  death,  a  recent  corse,  I  lie. 
Be  thin^  the  pow'rful  med'cinc  to  apply.' 

"  Renatus  heard  the  tale  with  secret  joy, 
And  thu^  with  frequent  tears,  reply'd  the  boy : 

"  « .Obedient,  I  receive  thy  great  comihands  ; 
Yet  think  not,  that,  with  sacrilegious  hands, 
Thy  son  shall  e'er  thy  dear  remains  abuse. 
Or  prostitute  thy  hmbs  to  common  use. 
But  inr  the  consecrated  fone  bestow'd. 
Adore  at  once  the  statue  and  the  god : 
Before  thy  shrine  perpetual  incense  bura,^ 
And  filial  duty  to  devotion  turn.' 

"  Thus  while  he  spake,  he  inews  his  flsther*ft  height 
With  rapture,  and  compute*s  his  future  weight. 
The  limbs  he  measures  with  desiring  eyes. 
Impatient  to  transmute  the  bulky  prize. 
Nor  long  laments  the  promisM  boon  dday'd. 
But  soon  with  joy  the  breathless  corse  survey'd. 
Then,  big  with  hope,  the  potent  med'cine  brought. 
And  the  rich  drops  pour'd,   trembling,  down  his 

throat 
Already  the  rich  drops  their  virtues  prove ; 
.\nd  half  the  dose  impell'd  thfe  limbS  to  move. 
V^Ttme  the  body,  with  a  sodden  bound. 
And  dash'd  the  shiver'd  chrystal  oi&  the  ground. 

water-bearer,  the  water  and  the  pitcher,  as  is  said. 
By  reason  of  his  consanguinity,  the  kin|^  embraoeth 
his  sister  very  desirously,  and  she  by  his'embnoes 
appears  a  queen,  and  then  the  water-bearer,  and 
his  water  and  pitcher  vanish,  and  the  king  and 
queen  remain  alone ;  at  length  both  king  and  queen 
are  drowned  after  the  immoderate  use  of  vmry, 
violent  sweating  and  weeping,  which  sweat  and  tears 
make  one  sea,  in  which  swim  two  fishes  without 
flesh  and  bones,  which  after  resolve  and  make  one 
broth,  which  is  called  water  permanent 

"  Thus  have  I  somewhat  metaphorically  decy- 
phered  our  true  principles,  yet  so  plauily  as  that 
you  may  with  diligence  imderstand  the  meaning," 
&c  &c.  &c. 

12  The  chymists,  firom  a  sappoaed  analogy,  de» 
nonnnate  their  meteU  from  the  planets,  and  fold  is 
by  them  called  Sol.  Therefore  Reni^>8  fisther 
urges  this  assertion  to  deceive  him,  as  not  doubting 
but  he  Is  sufficiently  skilled  in  judicikd  astrology, 
to  interpret  .so  extraordinary  a  piece  of  fortune  in 
the  iiiaaoer  ha  wonM  have  him. 

13  Fjcalt  and  sublime  are  fihymical  ttms,  which 
both  import-refining. 
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Th*  efixir  lost,  the  cone  retonn  to  dust 
Great  ii  our  niler ;  all  his  ways  are  josL'* 

Thus  holy  Faustus  ends  the  wond'roui  tale. 
And  all  the  great  Batilias*  fate  bewail, 
CufsiAg  his  race,  defeoerate :  then  repair, 
Regantful  of  the  day,  to  fervent  pray'r. 

SciiUenis  now  a  craciMe  provides. 
And  spreads  the  glowing  heat  around  it*s  sides. 
HwB,  placed  within,  the  fatal  root  calcines: 
And  soon  his  hospitable  friends  rejoins. 

Unwitting  Faustus  to  his  guest  declares 
What  great  designs  employ  their  present  cares. 
Then  leads  ^im  where  in  solemn  order  sate 
Tb'  assembled  nges  of  th*  hermetic  state. 

Up-rose  the  learned  Paracelsus'  heir. 
And,  pkms,  fint  preferr'd  his  solemn  pray'r* 
When  thus :  **  My  friends,  on  this  auspicioos  day, 
let  each  with  confidence  his  art  eteay. 
Nor  shall  yoor  last  attempt  yonr  art  control. 
For  sine  some^  pdw'r  prophetic  tells  my  soul. 
That  long  ero  Hesper's  radiant  lamp  shall  glow, 
Yqo  mass  impure  in  genuine  gold  will  flow." 
He  said :  and  straltway  to  the  furnace  past. 
And  op  the  molten  lead  his  powders  cast 
No  change,  alas !  their  fimcted  powers  impart. 
The  boaster  mooms  his  meffectnal  art. 
A^,  m  tarn,  advance  the  learned  train 
Their  art  to  try,  they  try  their  art  in  vain. 

When  thus  Scribleras  to  the  chiefs  addrest 
Hie  secret  thoughts  long-lab'ring  in  his  breast : 
**  Ve  great  adepts,  thrice<-honottr'd  sages,  hear, 
Aod  chief  O  !  Faustus,  lend  a  fav'ring  ear. 
And  O !  forgive  that  'till  this  destin'd  hoar, 
Th'  UDotter'd  secret  in  my  breast  I  bore. 
Great  Plutns,  patron  of  th'  hermetic  art, 
Tu  me  has  deigned  th'  elixir  to  impart. 
Has  giv'n  me  to  possess  the  sacred  flowV, 
Whose  root  akoe  can  boast  th'  aarific  pow'r : 
Alone  traMmute  yon  mass  impure  and  base. 
And  vindicate  our  science  from  disgrace." 

Th'  adqpts  in  silence  witness'd  their  sarprise, 
Bnt  sesnu'd  his  garments  with  contemptuous  eyes : 
Till  FIrastus  rose,  and  in  his  arms  embrac'd 
The  tatter'd  sage»  and  near  the  furnace  plac'd. 
When  thus  the  race  of  great  BombastiiB  spoke ; 
His  hanghty  Ibune  indignant  anger  shook. 

**  O !  thoughtless,  shsdl  yon  mendicant  engage 
This  ardnoos  task  which  baffles  ev'ry  sage  ? 
Shall  hhids  and  beggars  to  that  art  aspire  ^* 
Which  foils  th'  attempts  of  Munster>s  learned  choir  ? 
Bat  grant  him  with  success  and  glory  crownM, 
To  OB  how  grateful  must  his  glories  sound  ? 
The  voice  <?  fimie  shall  thus  our  honours  stain  ^^ : 
*  The  leam'd  adepts  their  art  essay'd  in  vain : 
b  came  a  stroller  of  th'  empyric  crew. 
And  did  what  all  those  sages  oould  not  do^.** 

•K  hsn  now  dtsdahiis  his  boss  disgrnss^ 
And  thus  with  conscious  dignity  replies : 

"  See  the  speech  of  Anti^ns. 

Odys8.-B.  ^1.  line  309. 
^  "  Bdwld  what  wretches  to  the  bed  pretend 
Of  that  brave  chief  whose  bow  they  could  not 
In  came  a  beggar  of  the  strolling  crew,    [bend ! 
And  did  what  all  those  princes  could  not  do." 
Thus  will  the  common  voice  our  deed  defiune. 
And  thus  posterity  nphraid  our  name. 

Thd  speech  of  EmyMiaehos. 
Pope's  Odyit:  K  81.  fine  351. 


I  «  Behold  Sctiblerus,  no  ignoble  name  M :    [fhme.'' 
Earth  sounds  my  wisdom,  and  high  Heav'n  my 

So  great  a  name  amaz'd  each  hearer's  breast, 
A  reverential  &we  their  hearts  possess'd. 
Now  on  the  sage  their  eager  eyes  they  bent; 
And,  all-suspended,  wait  the  great  event. 
Hius  as  they  stood  around,  Scribleras  spread 
The  pew'rfirl  ashes  on  the  molten  lead. 
Soon  the  dnil  mass  assumed  a  nobler  hue ; 
With  sudden  change  the  heighten'd  colours  grew. 
Now  Luna  shines  with  pallid  radiance  bright  ^'', 
Now  Sol  begins  to  dart  his  ruddy  light ; 
Scriblenls'  praise  employ'd  each  raptur'd  tongoe. 
And  all  around  the  loud  applauses  rang. 

Then  thus  the  sage  the  leam'd  adepts  addi^es^d  i 
"  As  yet  ye  see  but  half  my  art  express'd : 
For  know,  this  precious  med'cine  boasts  the  pow'r 
The  fleethig  life,  departed,  to  restore. 
Tho'  cold  and  breathless  at  my  feet  ye  lay ; 
My  (Mtent  art  should  animate  your  clay  ; 
Nay  more,  to  youth  recall  the  drooping  sire  >*, 
And  in  his  nerves  infuse  their  pristine  fire. 
O !  would  some  sage,  th'  elixir's  force  to  try. 
Here  in  the  cause  of  science  bravely  die, 
Science  should  soon  restore  his  yielded  breath, 
And  claim  her  martyr  from  the  jaws  of  death.** 
Scarce  had  he  spoke,  when  all  with  eager  strifi». 
Stretch  their  bare  throats  and  pant  to  meet  ih6 
knife. 

When  lo !  a  casuist  from  the  crowd  arose. 
Their  rash  designs,  by  reas'ning  to  oppose. 
With  cited  cases,  points,  quotations,  saws. 
Expounds  what  conscience  wills,  and  what  the  lawi. 
''  If  man  shall  murder  man ;  the  laws  ded<lB 
The  punishment  decreed  on  homicide. 
And  this  must  follow,  if  the  lawyers  plead. 
That  tho^  restor'd,  the  man  in  fhct  was  dead. 
If  to  your  throats  yourselves  the  weapon  guides 
Th>  indictment  then  will  lie  for  suicide. 
O  f  think  how  dreadful  at  the  bar  to  stend. 
For  yoor  own  death  by  your  own  desp'rate  handY 
What  shame,  what  horrour  shall  yoor  bosoms  shake, 
Condemn'd  alive  to  feel  the  piercing  steke !" 

The  casuist's  words  the  stagger'd  crowd  divide  ; 
When  cahnly  thus  the  thoughtful  man  reply'd : 
"  On  this  blest  day  no  human  blood  be  shed. 
This  day  to  science  and  to  mirth  decreed. 
No,  rather  let  an  aged  cow  jbe  brought. 
While,  careful,  I  prepare  the  potent  draught 
Unscrap'lous  wHI  we  drain  her  torpid  blood. 
And  soon  renew  the  meliorated  flood. 
Long  ere  the  Sun  completes  his  daily  round, 
A  filing  calf  diall  o'er  the  meadows  bound  >'. 

x«  Behold  Ulysses,  tec   See  Pope's  O^sl  B.  9. 
<*'  In  the  language  of  the  cbymtsts,  Ln»  dsnotes^ 
silver,  and  Sol  gold.  See  note  18; 

28  Stricto  Medea  redndit 

Ease  s^us  jugohmi :  veteiemque  cxire  craofcm 
Pasia  replst  snociSi    Qnos  postqnam  eooibibit 

Ason 
Aut  ore  aocepCos  ant  vuHwre  $  barin  ooiiMM|ue 
Cnntle  posltA  nigrum  rifAiere  ctriorem,  Ate. 

Ovid's  Metam.  B.  6.  line  8d5. 
IP  ■        I  Qmi  maximns  ssvo 
DuK  gregis  mter  ores,  agnns  oMdicamine  net. 

tener  auditnr  medio  batetos  aheno. 
Nee  more :  bntatom  nuraotlbtis,  eoolit  agnus, 
Lasdnttiue  ta$L      Ov.  Metam.  B.  vi.  &e  310. 
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Tbui  pow'rfal  Colebit  drench'd  the  foAAe  nm. 
And  from  the  cauldron  leapt  a  wantoo  lamb.'* 

Now  crownM  with  wrei^s  an  aged  oow  they  being. 
While  shouts  of  joy  from  every  quarter  ring. 
Not  in  more  pomp,  with  mystic  garlands  drest'd, 
Marcb'd  Apis,  nsher'd  by  the  Memphian  piieit. 

Her  ag^  veios,  impatient,  they  divide. 
And  drain,  at  length,  her  slowly-ebbing  tide. 
They  pour  the  medicine,  bind  the  weeping  wound, 
And  leave  her  corse  extended  on  the  ground. 
Confiding  in  the  draught    Agam  they  raise 
Their  voice  in  rapture  to  Scrtblerus*  praise. 

Then  fiossius  spake:    *<Sure  Heav'n  my  soul 
inspires  *>, 
And  prompts  me  to  excite  th*  electric  6ies. 
Raise  then,  my  firiends,  the  well-constructed  stage, 
There,  placed  on  high,  beatify  the  spige. 
Stripped  of  these  rags  unseemly  to  the  sight. 
And  cloth'd  with  radiance  and  celestial  light." 

He  said.    His  words  the  pleased  assembly  caught, 
Who  soon,  obedient  to  bis  dictates,  brought 
Of  pitch  and  rosin  an  enormous  mass  >' : 
Six  ample  globes,  and  six  vast  tubes  of  glass.    . 
Fh>m  these  tb'  adepts  a  mystic  structure  made  j 
And  in  the  midst  the  great  Scriblerus  laid 
In  naked  majesty,  tremendous  sight ! 
Then  haste  to  execute  the  solemn  rite. 
Yet  ere  they  fill  the  chorus  of  his  praise. 
Thus  spake  the  man  long  versed  in  fortune's  ways. 

"  Alas !  my  friends,  forbear  this  rash  design^ 
Nor  crown  a  mortal  with  rewards  divine. 
I  fear  this  premature,  this  thoughtless  joy 
Has  raised  a  vice  our  triumphs  to  destroy  ^. 
Yes,  I  confieis  myself  have  felt  its  pow>r, 
Tbe  hapless  victim  of  this  fatol  hour. 
I,  whom  in  vaio,  ambition  strove  to  move. 
And  baffled  lust,  beside  yon  conscious  grove : 
Whom  not  all-conqu'ring  luxury  could  gain. 
Whom  sordid  avarice  assailM  in  vain. 

**  O  vanity,  thou  fixt  and  lingering  guest. 
Thou  last  of  vices  in  the  noble  breast ! 
Who  like  the  worm  within  the  specious  rind, 
Prey'st  undiscover'd  on,the  fairest  mind——" 

Thus  spake  the  moral  sage ;  but  thoughtless  they 
Whirl  tbe  loud  wheel,  and  tune  the  lofty  lay. 
Impetuous  zeal,  with  wild  unruly  noise. 
Breaks  on  his  speech,  and  drowns  bis  sapient  voice. 

And  now  the  glass  by  strong  attrition  uig'd. 
First  the  foul  atmosphere  around  him  purgM. 
Then  at  the  heto's  feet  began  to  play 
A  flame  more  brilliant  than  tbe  solar  ray. 
The  golden  beams  ascending  now  embrac'd 
Tb'  illustrious  sage,  and  circled  rouud  his  waist 

*>  M.  Boee  published  a  treatise  De  Electricitate 
loflammante  &  Beatificante.  In. this  work  be  tells 
us,  tiiat  having  prepared  large  tubs  of  pitch,  and 
placed  a  person  on  them,  "  In  a  little  time  a  glim- 
mering light  of  a  gold  colour  arises  from  the  pitch, 
and  wavea  about  the  feet.  Thence  it  ascends  to  the 
knees,  and  at  last  reaches  the  bead,  and  encom- 
passes the  whole  person  with  a  glory,  which  is  a 
Uvely  representatioD  of  that  border  of  l^gfat,  which 
idoms  the  pictures  of  saints." 

*i  Pitch  and  rosin  prevent  the  electric  Ibroe  from 
bang  dissipated  by  communication  of  contact  witli 
noD-elednc  bodies. 

^  Let  humble  tboughts  thy  vanity  control. 

See  p.  875. 


Now  fixt,  and  by  increBs>d  effluvia  M, 
Difftued  a  glory  from  his  awful  head. 
Thus  as  he  daits  around  electric  fire. 
To  vocal  hymns  they  tune  the  sounding  tyre ; 
His  high  achievements  in  their  songs  relate. 
And  bail  hun  monarch  of  th'  hermetic  state. 
Such  honours  Mnnster  to  her  hero  paid  33 ; 
And  lambent  flames  around  his  temples  pftsy'd. 

13  Such  honours  Ilion  to  her  hero  paid. 
And  peaceful  slept  the  mighty  Hector's  shade. 
End  of  Popc*<  Uisd. 


AND  now  having  broughi  our  commentary  to  an 
happy  conclusion,  let  us  crown  our  labour  with  ad- 
monishing all  ignotant  pretenders,  or  rather  en* 
tiraly  precluding  them  fnm  presuming  to  mske 
any  additions  to  tbe  Seribleriad,  with  the  vanity  of 
Quintus  Calaber,  and  Triphioidoras,  who  impu- 
dently insinuating,  that  the  Iliad  was  imperfact, 
wrote  each  a  supplement  to  it,  which  the  fanner  had 
the  assurance  to  call  IIfl^«XMw«/MM  va  '<V^ 
Maphsus  Vegius,  possest  with  the  like  lolly,  wrote 
a  continuation  of  the  ABneid.  Gsmillo  di  Gamilli,  of 
the  Gierusalemme  Liberata;  and  Alonzo  Fensn- 
dez  de  Avdlaneda,  of  Don  Quhcote.  We  will  at 
once  quash  all  these  fruitless  endeavours,  by  repre^ 
senting  the  secrecy  with  whidi  all  thoae  who  are 
possest  of  the  philosopher's  stone  coooeal,  notoaiy 
those  minute  actions  of  their  lives  which  constitute 
their  history,  but  even  their  veiy  persons  them- 
selves, as  has  before  been  explamed*  Thein  is  the 
trae  and  only 

Secretum  iter  et  fisllentis  semita  vitse. 

Our  hero  is  most  happily  secure  lirom  one  dan- 
gerous quarter ;  for  such  has  been  his  extraordinajT 
continency,  that  no  lady  can,  with  the  least  show 
of  probability,  introduce  him  to  act  a  part  in  her 
memoin. 

Yet  we  are  aware,  that  several  of  his  &mily, 
more  solicitous,  perfaapa,  for  bis  glory  than  is  coo- 
sistent  with  a  pmdential  rq^ard  for  it,  will  be  food 
of  enlarging  upon  his  actkms.  To  these  we  must 
declare,'  that  tbe  author,  when  he  put  his  poem 
into  our  hands,  assured  us,  (in  a  phrase  wh^h  be 
borrowed  fkom  tbe  Spanish,  and  which  he  esteemed 
for  being  so  admirably  expressive)  that  he  had  left 
nothing  in  the  inkhom. 


MISCELLANEOUS  VERSES^ 

warrriN  at  twickxiibam.     fsom  1*751  to  1801* 

A   DIALOGUE 

arrwBiir  a 

MEMBER  OF  PARLIAMENT  AND  HIS 

SERVANT, 

in  miTATIOH  OP  THI  SXVimi  SATI«B  OF  THI IXC019 
BOOK  OP  HOBACB. 


Quid  Ugu  sine  moribus 
Vans  proflciunt. 

Firti  wrilttn,  in  the  Year  1752. 

SBBVAVT. 

LoMo  have  1  heard  your  fav'rite  ihtmf, 
A  general  reformatioii  schema 


Hot. 
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To  keep  the  poor  fronn  ev'ry  si«, 
From  gaaiog,  murther,  and  from  gia. 
Aud  now  have  I  no  lest  an  itcl| 
To  woUxn  to  refiMrm  tiie  rieh. 


What,  John  t  are  you  too  turn'd  prqjector  ? 
Come  then,  for  once  TU  bear  your  lecture. 
For  iiaoe  a  member,  as  *tif  nid. 
Urn  projects  to  his  servants  read, 
Aod  of  a  &vVite  speech  a  book  made. 
With  which  be  tired  each  night  a  cook-maid^ 
And  so  it  hapt  that  ev'ry  morning 
The  tasteless  creatures  gave  him  wanuog-— 
Snoe  thus  «e  use  *em,  tis  but  reason 
We  hear  our  servants  in  their  season. 
Begin. 

SiaVAMT. 

like  gamblers,  half  mankind 
Fenist  in  conatnnt  vice  combined, 
la  rsces,  routes^  the  stews,  and  Wbite'% 
Ps«  all  their  day  and  all  their  nights. 
Oiken  again,  like  lady  Prue, 
Who  gives  tlie  morning  church  its  doe, 
At  noon  is  painted,  drest  and  cnrl'd, 
Afid  one  amongst  the  wicked  world : 
KMps  her  account  esactly  even 
As  thus:  '^  Pme,  creditor  with  Heaven, 
By  semMos  henrd  on  eactra  days : 
Debtor:  to  mnaqaendes  and  plays. 
Iten :  by  Wbitfieid,  half  an  hour : 
PerOontra:  to  the  colonel,  four." 

Others,  I  say,  pass  half  their  time  • 
In  fiDlly,  idlenaM»  or  crime; 
Hkd  all  at  once,  their  xeal  grows  warm. 
And  every  throat  resoUnds  reform. 

A  lord  his  youth  in  evhry  vice 
ladnlged,  but  ciuef  in  drabs  and  dice, 
TUl  worn  by  age,  disease  and  gout: 
IVn  nature  modestly  gave  out. 
Not  so  my  fawd        who  still,  by  proxy^ 
Flay*d  with  his  darling  dice  and  doacy. 

I  land  this  eonsUnt  wretch's  state 
And  pity  ail  who  Aoctnale ; 


HORATIL  Lib.  U.  Satiia  7. 

Jahmscm  auscolto,  it,  cupiens  tibi  dicere  servos 
Paoea,  reibrmidow    Hor.    Davnsne?  D.    lu,  Da- 
vos, amicum 
Msndpiom  domino^  et  frogi,  quod  sit  satis;  hOc  est, 
Vtviule  pates. 

H.    Age,  libertate  Decembri 
(Qoando  ita  majores  volnemnt)  utere :  nam. 
IX    Part  boninum  vitiia  gaudit  ooostanter,  tc 
oiget 

i:  pan  multa  natat;  modo  recta  ca- 


Prefer  this  slave  to  dear  backganmOBf 
To  those  who  serve  both  CkKl  and  i 
To  those  who  take  such  pains  to  awe 
The  natkm*s  vices  by  the  law. 
Yet  while  they  draw  their  bills  so  ample. 
Neglect  the  influence  of  example. 

MKMBBl. 

To  whom  d'ye  preach  this  senseless  sermon } 

SBRVAMT. 

To  you,  good  sir. 


On  tribus  anneltis,  modb  IsBvi  Priscus  inani. 
Toot  iuequalis,  clamm  ut  mutaret  in  horas : 
Adiboi  es  magnis  subitb  se  conderet,  unde 
Mondior  cxiret  vix  libertinos  honest* : 
Jem  mcechos  Boms?,  jam  mallet  doctos  Atbenis 
Vivere':  VeriumniB,  qooiquot  sunt,  natns  miqnia. 
Scarre  VolanerinSy  postquam  illi  justa  chiragn 
Cwiiditarticnios>  qui  prose  talliwt,  rtqne 


To  me,  ye  vermin  } 

.     SBBVAXT. 

To  you,  who  ev'ry  day  profess 
T*  admire  the  times  of  good  queen  Bess^ 
But  yet  your  heart  sincerer  praise 
Bestows  on  these  or  Charles's  days  t 
Yoq  still  approve  some  absent  place 
(The  present's  ever  in  disgrace) 
And,  such  your  special  inconsistence, 
Make  the  chief  merit  in  the  dirtanoe., 

if  e'er  you  miss  a  supper-card 
(Tbo'  all  the  while  you  think  it  hard) 
You're  all  for  solitude  and  quiet, 
Good  hours  and  vegetable  diet, . 
Reflection,  air,  and  elbow  room : 
No  prison  like  a  crowded  drum. 
But  should  you  meet  her  grace's  summons 
In  full'  committee  of  the  commons, 
Tho>  well  you  know  her  crowded  hoose 
Will  scarce  contain  another  mouse. 
You  quit  the  business  of  the  nation. 
And  brethren  of  the  reformation. 

Tho* begs  you'll  sUy  and  vote. 

And  zealous tears  your  coot. 

You  damn  your  coachman,  storm  and  stare; 
And  tear  your  throat  to  call  a  chair. 
Nay,  never  frown,  and  good  now  bold 
Your  hand  awhile :  Pve  been  so  bokl 
To  paint  your  follies  ;  now  I'm  in. 
Let's  have  a  word  or  two  on  sin. 


Mitteret  m  phimum  tales,  mereede  diumA 
Gooductum  pavit :  quantb  coostantlor  idtai 
In  Titiis,  tantb  levies  miser  ac  prior  ille. 
Qui  jam  cootento,  jam  lazo,  fune  laborat 
H.    Non  dices  hodie,  qoorsiun  hmc  tarn  putida 
tendunt, 
Furoifor?    D.    Adte,  inqoam.    H.    Quopacto, 

pessime  ?    D.    Laudas 
Fortunam  &  mores  antiqosB  plebis,  &  idem. 
Si  quis  ad  ilia  Deos  subit6  te  agat,  usque  recuses : 
Ant  quia  non  sentis  quod  clamas  rectius  esse ; 
Aut  quia  non  firmus  rectum  defendis ;  It  hares^ 
Nequicqnam  coeno  cupiens  evellere  plantaoL 
RomsB  rus  optas,  absentum  nisticus  urbem 
Tollis  ad  astra  levis :  si  nosquam  es  fort*  vocatus 
Ad  ccsnam,  laudas  securum  otus ;  ac  velut  usquam 
Vinctos  eas,  ita  te  felicem  dicis,  amasque, 
Qubd  nusquam  tibi  sit  potandnm.    JusMrit  ad  se 
Mecsoas  serum  sub  lumina  prima  venire 
Convivam,  Nem6n'  oleum  feret  odds  ?  eoquis 
Audit  ?  cum  magno  blateras  clamore,  furisque. 
Bfilfius  &  scurro,  tibi  noo  referenda  preeati. 
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Last  night  I  liean}  a  learned  p(Rdt«t«r 
Lay  dotrn  the  law  against  th'  adulterer : 
And  ]et  me  tell  you,  sir,  that  few 
Hear  better  doctrine  in  a  pew. 
Well !  you  may  laugh  at  Robin  Hood ; 
I  wish  your  studies-were  as  good. 
From  Mandeville  you  take  your  morals : 
Your  faith  from  controVeraial  quarrels  j 
But  ever  lean  to  those  wha'  scribble 
Their  crudities  against  the  bible ; 
Yet  tell  me  I  shall  crack  my  brain 
With  hearing  Henley  or  Romaine. 

Deserves  that  critic -fholtt  rebuke 
In  judging  on  the  Pentateuch, 
Who  deems  it,  with  some  wild  fiinatics^ 
The  only  school  of  mathematics  i 
Or  he,  who  making  grave  pn/kmtm^ 
To  lay  aside  «11  prepossessiony 
Calls  it  a  bookseller's  edition 
Of  maim'd  records  and  vague  traditioii  ? 

You  covet,  sir,  your  neighbour's  goods : 
I  take  a  girl  at  Peter  Wood's ; 
And  when  Tve  tom'd  my  back  upon  her, 
Unwoonded  in  my  heart  or  hononr, 
I  feel  nor  infamous,  nor  jealous 
Of  richer  cuUs^  or  prettier  fellows. 
But  you,  the  grave  awl  sage  reftlrmer, 
Must  go  by  stealth  to  meet  your  charmer  ; 
Must  change  your  star  and  ev'ry  nofte 
Of  honour  for  a  bear-skin  coat 
That  legislative  bead  so  wise 
Must  stoop  to  base  and  mean  disguise  ; 
Some  abigail  must  then  receive  you, 
Brib'd  by  the  husband  to  deceive  you. 
She  spies  Comuto  on  the  stain : 
Wakes  you ;  then  melted  by  your  pray'rs, 
Yields,  if  with  greater  bribe  you  ask  it. 
To  pack  your  worship  in  the  basket 
Laid  neck  and  beets,  true  Falstaff  feshiob ; 
Then  form  new  schemes  of  reformation. 

Thus  'scap'd  the  murdering  husband's  fory. 
Or  thumping  fine  of  cuckold  jury ; 
Henceforth,  in  mem'ry  of  your  danger. 
You'll  live  to  all  intcigues  a  stranger. 


Discedunt     Etenim  fateor  me,  dixerit  ille. 
Duel  ventre  levem ;  na&um  nidore  supinor : 
Imbecillus,  iners,  si  quid  vis,  adde,  popina 
Tu  ciim  sia  quod  ego,  &  fortassis  nequior  ultrb 
Insectere  velut  meUor,  verbisque  decoris 
Obv)lvas  vitium  ?  quid,  si  me  stultior  ipso 
Quingentis  empto  drachmis  deprender^  ?  Aufer 
Me  vultu  terrere :  manum  stamach&{n<|ue  teneto, 
Dum,  qusB  Crispini  docuit  me  janitor,  edo. 
Je  conjux  aliena  captt,  meretricula  Davum : 
Peccat  uter  nostrum  cruoe  dignius  ?  acris  ubi  me 
Natura  incendit  $  sub  clarft  nuda  lucemA, 

«'«  «  *  *  *  *  4e 

******** 

Dimittity  neque  fomoenm,  oecjue  sollicitom,  ne 
pitior  aut  fovme  melioris  meiat  eodem. 
Tu  c^m,  projeotis  iosignibus,  annulo  equestn, 
Romanoque  babitu,  prodis  ex  judice  Dama 
Turpis,  odoratnm  caput  obscorante  lacemA, 
Non  es  quod  simulas  ?  Metuens  induceris,  atque 
Altefcante  libidinabiis  tremis  ossa  pavore. 
Ctaad  ^[efert,  nri  viigiSy  ferroque  necan 


No;  ere  yoa*ve  time  for  this  reflectioo. 
Some  new  debanoh  is  in  projection. 
And  for  the  next  appunaching  night, 
Contrivance  for  another  fright. 
This  makes  yon,  iho'  so  peat,  so  grave« 
Nay  !  wonder  not;*  an  abject  slave. 
As  much  a  slave  as  I :  uay  nibre; 
I  serve  one  master,  yon  a  score. 
And  as  your  various  passions  rule. 
By  tarns  are  twenty  tyrants*  fool. 

MSMBBE. 

Who  then  b  free  ? 

SBavAirr. 

The  wise  alone. 
Who  only  bows  to  reason's  throne ; 
Whom  neither  want,  nor  death,  new  chains^ 
Nor  subtle  persecutor's  pains, 
Nor  honours^  wealth,  nor  lust  can  move 
Fhim  virtue  and  his  country's  love* 
Self.guarded,  like  a  globe.of  steel. 
External  insults  can  he  foe!  ? 
Or  e'er  present  one  weaker  part 
To  Fortune's  most  msidious  dart. 
Much  honour'd  master,  may  you  find 
These  wholesome  symptoms  in  your  mind. 
Can  you  be  free  while  passions  rule  you ) 
While  wom^  ev'ry  moment  fool  you  ? 
While  forty  mad  capricioas  whores 
Invite,  then  turn  you  oat  of  doors  j 
Of  ev'ry  doit  contrive  to  trick  you. 
Then  bid  their  happier  footman  kick  yon* 

Convinced  Iff.  ev*ry  new  disaster. 
You  serve  a  more  despotic  master  $ 
Say,  can  your  pride  or  folly  see 
Such  difference  'twixt  yourself  and  me  ? 

Shall  you  be  struck  witii  Titian's  tints, 
And  mayn't  I  stop  to  stare  at  prints  ? 
Disposed  along  th'  extensive  glass 
They  catch  and  hold  me  ere  I  pass. 
Where  Slack  is  made  to  box  with  Bronghton, 
I  see  the  very  stage  they  foaght  on : 
The  bruisers  live,  and  move,  and  bleed. 
As  if  they  fought  in  very  deed. 


Auctoratus  eas ;  an  turpi  clausas  in  arcA, 
Qu6  te  demisit  peccati  conscia  herilis, 
Cootraotum  genibiis  langas  caput;?  *  *  *  * 
Ibis  sub  furc^  prudens  dominoque  furenti 
Committes  rem  onmen,  it  vitam,  &  cnm  corpore 

faroaa. 
Evasti  ?  metues  credo,  doctusque  cavebi& 
Qutsres  qoando  iteram  psrvea^  iterumque  periie 
Possis*    O  toties  servus  I  Qiom  bdhia  ruptis 
Oiim  semd  effugit,  reddit  le  prava  oateois  ? 
Non  sum  moechus,  ais.    Neque  ego,  hereule,  for, 

nbivasa 
Praetereo  sapiens  argentea :  telle  pericloni. 
Jam  vaga  pfeiHiet  frenia  notoia  remotis. 
Tune  mihi  domoite,  reniai  inperiis  bonuaamqae 
Tot  tantisque  ttMor  ?  quern  tervindjcta^terqne 
Imposita  baud  vnqaaai  miaer4  fonnidine privet? 
Adde  supr^  dictis,  ^uod  non  kviiks  valeat.    Nam 
Sive  victtrius  est,  qui  servo  paret,  uti  mos 
Vaster  ait,  sen  oooservnsi   tibi  quid  sum  ego^ 

nempe 
Tu  mihi^  ii9pMriitas,  •Xa»  servis  nnseri  atqoe 
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Yet  Vm  a  loiterer,  to  be  ture, 
Yoa  a  great  judge  and  ooaooitiear. 

Shall  yoa  proloog  the  midiiigbt  Mi 
With  costly  banquet  at  Vavxhall, 
And  yet  prohibit  earlier  rappeif 
At  Kilboarn,  Sadleri- Wells,  or  Gnpeet  ? 
Are  these  lets  inoooent  in  (iict. 
Or  only  made  to  by  the  act  ? 

Tboae  who  contribate  to  the  tax  ^ 
On  tea  and  chocolate  and  wax. 
With  high  ragootx  their  blood  ioflame. 
And  nauseate  what  they  eat  for  tame  t 
Of  these  the  hoiisQs  take  no  knowledge 
Bat  leate  them  fairly  to  the  colf^ie. 
0 1  ever  |m>sper  their  endeaToan 
To  aid  your  dropaieSy  gouta  and  fevenk 

Ckn  it  he  deem'd  a  shame  or  sin 
To  pawn  my  livery  for  gin, 
^luk  bonds  and  mortgages  at  White's 
Shall  raise  your  lame  with  Arthur's  knights  ? 
Those  worthies  seem  to  see  no  shame  iO| 
Kor  strife  to  pass  a  slur  on  gaming  ; 
Bat  rather  to  devise  each  session 
Some  law  in  hoooar  o^  th'  profession : 
Lnt  sordid  bands,  or  vulgar  place, 
The  noble  myst'ry  slxwkl  debase ; 
Lot  Tagged  scoundrels  in  an  alehoose, 
Sboold  chalk  their  cheatinp  on  the  beU<|ws  ; 
Or  boys  the  sacred  rites  profane 
With  oraoge*barrows  in  a  lane. 
Where  lies  the  merit  of  your  labonn 
To  cQfb  the  fbUies  of  your  neighbours ; 
Deter  the  gambler  and  prevent  his 
Confederate  arU  tu  gull  the  1>rentioe  ; 
loless  you  could  yourself  desist 
From  hazard,  faro,  brag,  mid  whist } 
I'oless  your  phik»ophic  mind 
Can  from  within  amusement  find, 
And  gire  at  onoe  to  use  and  pleasure 
That  truly  precious  time,  ycmr  leisure. 

i  It  was  urged  in  the  petitions  oC  some  of  the 
bouses  of  public  entertainment,  that  the  suppres- 
sion of  them  might  greatly  diminish  the  duties  on 
tea,  chocolate,  and  wax-lights. 


Dnceris,  ut  nervis  altents  mobile  lignum. 
H.    Qnianam  tgitnr  liber?     D.     Sapiens;  sibi 

qui  tmperioeus 
Qnem  neque  pauperies,  neqne  mors,  neque  vincula 

terrcnt; 
I^esTKnsare  cup'dinlbus,  contemnere  honores 
Fortis ;  fc  in  setpso  totus,  teres  atque  rotundus, 
£xtemi  ne  quid  valeat  per  Ixre  morari ; 
In  qoetn  manca  ruit  semper  fbrtuna.    Potesne 
Ei  his,  Qt  proprium,  quid  nosCere  ?  Quinque  talenta 
Poscit  te  mulier,  vexat,  foribusque  repulsum 
Perfnndit  gdidA ;  msfts  vocat     Eripe  turpi 
Collajogo.    Liber,  liber  sum,  die  age.     Nonqnls: 
rrret  enim  dominus  mentem  non  lenis,  &  acres 
^bjectat  lasso  stimulos,  vers&tque  negantem. 
Vel  c&m  PansiaHL  torpes,  msane,  tabellA, 
Qni  peccas  minte  atque  ego,   ctim  Fulvi,  Rutu- 

haeque, 
Ant  Placideiani  oontento  poplite  miror 
Prselia,  robricA  ptcta  aut  carbone ;  velut  si 
H''  vera  pugnent,  feriant,  vitintque  moventes 
Amu  viri;  Nequam  tc  cessator  Davus :  at  ipse 


In  vain  your  busy  thoughts  prepare 
Deceitful  sepulchres  of  care : 
The  downy  couch,  the  sparkling  bowl. 
And  all  that  lulls  or  soothes  the  soul — 


Where  is  my  cane,  my  whip,  my  hanger  } 
PU  teach  you  to  provoke  my  anger. 

SERVANT. 

Heyday !  my  master's  brain  is  crack'tl 
Or  else  he's  making  some  new  act-— 


To  set  such  rogues  as  you  to  work 
Perhap^,  or  send  you  to  the  Turk  '• 


Subtilis  veterum  judex  tu  callidus  audis. 
Nil  ego,  si  ducor  libo  fumante :  tibi  iugens 
Virtus  atque  animus  ccenis  responsat  opimis. 
Obseqoinm  ventris  mihi  pemiciosius  est  cur  ? 
Tergo  plector  enim :  qui  tu  impunitior,  ilia, 
Qus  parvo  sumi  nequeuut,  ci!km  obsonia  captas  } 
Ncmp^  inamarescunt  cpulae  sine  fine  petitx, 
'  lilusique  pedes  vitiosum  ferre  recusant 
'  Corpus.   An  hie  pneccat,  sub  noctem  qui  puer  uvam 
FurtivA  mutat  strigili  ?  Qui  praedia  veodit, 
NiLservile,  guls  parens,  habet  ?  Adde  qu5d  idefsu 
Non  horam  tecum  esse  potes,  non  otia  rect^ 
Ponere ;  teque  ipsum  vitas  fugitivus  &  erro ; 
Jam  vino  quaerens,  jam  somoo  fallere  curam  : 
FrustrA:  nam  comes  atra  premit,  sequiturque  fu- 

gacem. 
H.  Unde  mihi  lapidem  ?  D.  Quorsum  est  opus  } 

H.  Unde  sagitas  ?  . 

D.    Aut  insanit  homo,  aut  versus  facit.    H. 

Ocyiiks  hinc  te 
Nt  rapis,  accedes  opera  agro  nona  Sablno. 

2  Among  the  many  projects  for  the  punishment 
of  rogues,  it  has  been  frequently  proposed  to  send 
them  in  exchange  for  English  slaves  to  Algiers, 


INTRUDER. 

IM  IMITATION  OF  HORACE,  BOOK  I.  SATIRE   IX. 

First  printed  in  the  Year  1754. 

ADVERTISEMENT. 

Whatever  is  written  in  imitation  of  the  manners  and. 
conversation  of  men,  has  never  failed  to  please 
in  proportion  as  it  has  been  well  written ;  and 
tho%  who  have  imiuted  the  writings  of  preceding 
ages  have,  by  applying  ancient  manners  to  mo* 
dem  times,  alTorded  a  still  greater  scope  foi*  the 
mind  to  entertain  itself  by  the  comparison.  Yet 
as  this  advantage  may  be  overbalanced  by  cramp^ 
ing  the  genius  and  warping  the  argument,  by  ad- 
hering too  strictly  to  every  particular,  may  it 
not  be  necessary,  for  the  propriety  of  the  whole, 
in  some  cases  to  alter  the  conduct  by  the  trans- 
position of  a  few  lines,  or  the  omission  of  an  in- 
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cideDt  which  the  dUfinreiiee  of  msinien  may 
make  less  interesting  to  the  present  age  ? 
Ji  is  submitted  to  the  reader,  whether  an  impro- 
priety in  the  conduct  is  not  avoided  in  the  fol- 
lowing imitation,  by  postponing  the  sensibility 
and  agony  of  tbe  poet ;  linoe  by  appearing  too 
early,  it  seems  to  anticipate  the  force  of  his 
distress,  which  ought  to  rise  by  degrees,  and  in 
proportion  as  tbe  importunity  of  tbe  intruder  in- 
creases. If  this  be  allowed,  it  is  hoped  the  au- 
thor has  not  done  amiss  in  having  taken  the  li- 
berty of  transposing  some  lines  of  the  original. 


A  csaTAiN  free  familiar  spark  * 

Pertly  accosts  me  in  tbe  park  c 

'<  Tis  lovely  weather  sure  1  how  gay 

The  Sun  !  .  •  .  I  give  you,  sir,  good  day." 

**  Your  servant,  sir.    To  you  the  same  .  .  .  *, 

But  .  .  .  give  me  leave  to  crave  your  name  }** 

«  My  name  ?  why  sure  you've  seen  my  face 

About  in  ev'ry  public  place. 

I'm  known  to  almost  all  your  friends, 

(No  one  e'er  names  you  but  commends.) 

For  some  I  plant ;  fur  some  I  build  ^i 

In  ev'ry  taste  and  fiisbion  skill'd  .... 

Were  there  the  least  rejpund  for  merit !  .  •  .  . 

The  rich  in  pune  are  poor  in  spirit. 

You  know  sir  Pagode :  (here  I'll  give  ye 

A  front  I've  drawn  him  fbr  a  privy) 

This  winter,  sir,  as  I'm  a  sinner. 

He  has  not  ask'd  me  once  to  dinner." 

Quite  overpower'd  with  this  intrusion 
I  stood  in  silence  and  oonfusioD. 

He  took  th'  advantage  and  pursued : 
'*  Perhaps,  sir,  you  may  think  me  rude; 
But  sure  I  may  suppose  my  talk  * 
Will  less  disturb  you  while  you  walk : 
And  yet  I  now  may  spoil  a  thought : 
But  that's  indeed  a  venial  fault :  .  .  .  . 
I  only  mean  to  snch,  d'ye  see, 
Who  write  with  ease  like  yon  and  me. 
1  write  a  aonnet  in  a  mmute : 
Upon  my  soul  there's  nothing  in  it 
But  you  to  all  your  friends  are  partial  t 
You  reckon  ***  another  Maitial  .... 
He'd  think  a  fortnight  well  bestow'd 
To  write  an  epigram  or  ode. 
«  ♦  «  «'s  no  poet  to  my  knowledge  ;  .  .  .  . 
I  knew  him  very  well  at  college : 
I've  writ  more  verses  in  an  hour. 
Than  he  could  ever  do  in  four. 
You'll  find  me  better  worth  your  knowing  .  .  .  < 
But  tell  me ;  which  way  are  you  going  ^  ?" 


'  1  Ibam  fertd  vi&  sacr&,  sicut  mens  est  mos, 
Mescio  quid  roeditans  nugarum,  et  totus  in  illis : 
Accurrit  quidam  notos  mihi  nomine  tantjkm ; 
ArreptAque  manu.  Quid  agis,  dulcissime  rerum  ? 

s  Suaviter,  ut  nunc  est,  ioquam ;  et  cupio  omnia 
qos  vis. 

'  N6ris  nos,  inquit ;  docti  sumus. 

4  Nam  quis  me  scribere  plures 

Aat  citiib  possit  versus  ? 

*  Si  ben^  me  novi,  uoa  Viscum  pluris  amicom, 
Non  Varipm  ftcies. 

i  qu6  nunc  itar  ett  tibi  ? 


What  various  tumults  swell'd  my  breast. 
With  passion,  shame,  disgust  opprest  1 
This  courtship  from  my  brother  poet ! 
Sure  no  similitude  can  show  it. 
Not  young  Adonis,  when  pursoed     , 
By  amorous  antiquated  prude ; 
Not  Gulliver's  distressful  fiice. 
When  in  the  Yahoo's  loath'd  embrace. 

In  rage,  confision,  and  dismay, 
Not  knowing  what  to  do  or  say  : 
And  having  no  recourse  but  lying,  .... 
'*  A  friend  at  Lambeth  lies  a  dying  ^  .  .  .  ." 
«  Umbeth !"  (he  reassumes  his  Ulk) 
"  Across  the  bridge  ...  the  finest  walk.  .  .  • 
Don't  you  admire  the  Chinese  bridges  *, 
That  wave  in  furrows  and  in  ridges  ? 
They*ve  finish'd  sach  an  one  at  Hampton  t 
Faith  twas  a  plan  I  never  dreamt  on  ...  • 
Hie- prettiest  thing  that  e'er  was  seen  .  .  .  t 
Tis  printed  in  the  magazine.  .  .  .  ." 

This  wild  iarrago  who  could  bear  } 
Sometimes  I  run ;  then  stop  atfd  stare : 
Vez'd  and  tormented  to  the  quick. 
By  turns  grow  choleric  and  sick : 
And  glare  my  eye,  and  shew  the  white  *, 
Like  vicious  horses  when  they'd  bite. 

lU^rdless  of  my  eye  or  ear, 

His  jargon  he  renews 

"  D'ye  bear 
Who  'twas  composed  the  taylor's  dance  ? 
I  practised  fifteen  months  in  France  i<>. 
I  wrote  a  play  ....  twas  done  in  haste  .  .  . 
I  know  the  present  want  of  taste. 
And  dare  not  triist  it  on  the  town  .... 
No  tragedy  will  e'er  go  down. 
The  new  burletta's  now  the  thing  .... 
Pray  did  you  never  hear  me  sing  '^  ?" 
"  Never  indeed."  .... 

*'  Next  time  we  meet .... 
We're  just  now  coming  to  the  street  .... 
Bless  me !  1  almost  haid  forgot : 
There's  poor  Jack  Stiles  will  go  to  pot  >'• 
Sir  Scrutiny  has  prest  me  daily 
To  be  this  hour  at  the  Old  Bailey, 
To  witness  to  his  good  behaviour : 
My  uncle's  voter,  under  favour  .... 
Egad,  I'm  puzzled  what  to  do. 
To  save  him  will  be  losing  you. 

*; ....... Nil  opus  est  te 

Grcomagi :  quemdam  volo  visere,  non  tibi  ootum: 
Trans  Tiberim  long^  cubat  is,  prope  Csesaris  bortos. 
Nil  baboo  quod  agam,  et  non  sum  piger  :  vutpt 
sequar  te. 

8 Cikm  quidlibet  ille 

Garriret,  vicos,  urbem  laudaret— 

9  Demitto  auriculas,  ut  inique  mentis  asellus. 

10.... ....  Quis  membra  movere 

Mdlius? 

Ji Invideat  quod  et  Hermogeoes,  ego  cantOi 

IS  ^      (    Casu  tunc  respondere  vadato 
Debebat;  quod  ni  fecisset,  perdere  litem. 
Si  me  amas,  inquit,  pauliim  htc  ades.    Inteream  si 
Aut  valeo  stare,  aut  novi  civilia  jura : 
Et  propero  qub  scis.    Dubius  sum  quid  fiidam, 

inquit; 
Tene  relinquam*  an  rem.    Me,  sodcs.   Noo  h- 

cbm,  ille ; 
Et  precedere  ooqpit. 
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Yet  wt  miiil  mre  him,  if  we  en. 

For  be'»  a  stanch  one,  a  dead  man*." 

*'  By  yoor  aoooont  he's  to  indaed, 

Unlesi  yoa  make  aooie  hatter  speed. 

Thb  mooBent  Ay  to  wve  yoor  IKend  •  •  •  • 

Or  eht  prepare  him  lor  hit  end." 

**  Haag  him,  he's  hot  a  shigle  irote  ; 

I  with  the  halter  foand  his  throat. 

To  Umbeth  I  attend  you,  sir.'* 

'*  Upon  my  soul  yoa  shall  not  stir : 

Preserve  yoor  Toter  from  the  grilows  t 

Cm  homao  nature  be  so  calloiis  } 

So  negligent  when  life's  at  stake  7" 

*'  rd  ba^  a  hmidred  for  your  sake  ?'' 

I  wish  yoa'd  do  as  mnch  by  me  ....  >^ 

Or  sny  thing  to  set  me  fifne. 

JDesf  to  my  words,  he  talks  along 

IStill  lender  than  the  bmsing  throng. 

**  ire  yon,  he  cries,  as  well  as  ever  ^ 

With  lady  Grace  ?  she's  vastly  cleirer  ? 

Her  merit  all  the  world  declare : 

Fev,  very  few  her  friendship  shares 

If  yoa'd  contrive  to  introdnoe 

Yoor  friend  here,  you  might  find  an  use  •  •  •  »" 

**  Sir,  m  that  hooae  there's  no  such  doing. 

And  the  attempt  woakl  be  one's  ruin. 

Koift,  no  project,  no  designings 

No  rivabhip  and  no  outshining,** 

"  Indeed  I  yon  make  me  long  the  more  ^ 

To  get  admittance.    Is  the  door 

Kept  by  so  rode,  so  hard  a  clown,     « 

is  viU  not  melt  at  hal|l*-crown  ? 

Gut  I  cajole  the  fiemale  tribe 

Aad  gahi  her  woman  with  a  bribe  ? 

Refus'd  to  day,  sock  op  my  sorrow, 

iad  take  my  chance  again  to  morrow  ? 

b  there  no  shell-work  to  be  seen. 

Or  Qiinese  chair,  or  Indian  screen  ? 

No  cockatoo,  nor  marmoeet, 

lap-dog,  gpUl  fiah,  nor  perroqaet  ? 

No  FKnch  embroidery  on  a  quilt } 

isd  no  bow-window  to  be  built  ? 

Cnfi  I  contrive,  at  times,  to  meet  i^ 

My  lady  in  the  park  or  street  ? 

*  A  cant  term  for  a  sure  vote. 

^ Omnes composui.    Felices!  none  ego  resto : 
Coofioe. 

^* ^Maxsenas  quomodo  tecum } 

HiDC  rq)etit.    Pancorum  hominum,  et  mentis  ben^ 


Nemo  dezteriito  f>rtttni  est  usus.    Haberes 
Magnom  adjutorem,  posset  qui  ferre  secundas, 
Uuoc  bominem  velles  si  tradere :  dispeream,  ni 
Summosses  omnes.    Non  isto  vivimus  illic 
Quo  to  rere  modo :  domos  bic  nee  purior  ulla  est. 
Nee  magis  his  aliena  malis :  oil  mt  officit  unquam, 
Ditior  hie,  aut  est  quia  doctior :  est  locus  uni 
Oaiqnt  sous.  Magnum  narres,  vn  credibile.  Atqui 
Skbabet 

^'  Aocendis,  quare  cupiam  magis  tlli 

PNKiiDQs  esse.   Velis  taotummodo :  quae  tna  virtus, 
^miabis ;  et  est  qui  vinci  possit :  ebque 
Difficiles  aditus  primoe  habet     Haud  mihi  deero : 
MoiKribus  servos  corrumpam ;  non,  bodie  fi 
EKduios  foeio,  desistam. 

**  Tempora  queram ; 

Occnrrsm  in  triviis :  dedocam. 


At  open,  play,  or  morning  prayY, 
To  hand  her  to  her  coach  or  chair  ?" 

But  now  his  voice,  tho'  late'  so  load. 
Was  lost  in  the  contentbus  crowd. 
Of  fishwives  newly  corporate, 
A  colony  from  Billingsgate. 

That  instant  on  the  bridge  I  spy'd  i** 
Lord  Truewit  coming  from  his  ride. 
"  My  hMd,  ....  Sir  William"  (I  began) 
"  Has  given  me  power  to  state  a  plan. 
To  settle  ev'ry  thing  between  you ; 
And  so  ....  'tis  lucky  that  I've  seen  yon. 
This  morning.  .  ..." 

'*  Hold,"  replies  the  peer, 
And  tips  me  a  malicious  leer  ^*, 
'*  Against  good  breeding  to  o£fond 
And  rudely  take  you  from  your  friend !" 
(His  lordship,  by  the  way,  can  spy 
How  matters  go  with  half  an  eye : 
And  loves,  in  proper  time  and  place. 
To  laugh  behind  the  gravest  face.) 
<"Tis  Saturday.  ....  I  should  not  chnsa 
To  break  the  sabbath  of  the  Jews  ».» 
"  The  Jews !  my  lord  !  .  .  .  .» 

"  Why  since  this  pother, 
I  own  I'm  grown  a  weaker  brother  $ 
Faith  I  persecution  u  no  joke :  .  .  .  . 
....  I  once  was  going  to  have  spoke :  •  .  •  • 
Bos'neas  may  stay  till  Monday  night : 
Tis  prudent  to  be  sure,  you're  ri^t." 

He  went  his  way.     1  rev'd  and  fum'd  » : 
To  what  ill  fortune  am  I  doom'd  ^* ! 
But  fortune  had,  it  seems,  decreed 
Hiat  moment  for  my  being  freed. 
Our  talk,  which  had  been  somewhat  loud  ^p 
Insensibly  the  market  crowd 
Around  my  persecutor  drew ; 
And  made  'em  take  him  for  a  Jew. 
To  me  the  caitiff  now  appeals ; 
But  I  took  foiriy  to  my  heels  ^; 
ind,  pitiless  of  his  condition. 
On  brink  of  Thames  and  Inquisition, 

n.... HsBc dum  agit,  eooa 

Fuscus  Aristius  oocurrit  mihi  cams,  et  ilium 
Qui  pulcbri  ndsset    Coosistimus.    Unde  venis  ?  et 
Qu5.tMlis  ?  rogat,  et  respundet.     Vellere  coepi, 
Et  prensare  menu  leutissima  brachia,  nutans, 
Distorquens  oculos,  ut  me  eriperet 

iK.         ■  Mal^  salsus 
Ridens  dissimnlare :  mecum  jecur  urere  bilisk 
Cert^  nescio  quid  secret6  velle  loqui  te 
Aiebas  mecum.    Memini  ben%  ;  sed  meliori 
Tempore  dicam. 

'*»        Hodie  tricesima  sabbata ;  vin'tu 
Curtis  Judieis  oppedere  ?  Nulla  mihi,  inquam, 
Religioest.    At  ml ;  sum  paul6  infirmior;  unus 
Multorum ;  ignosces :  aliks  loquar. 

90  ......pngit  improbns,  ac  me 

Sub  coltre  linquit 

31  »Hunccine  solem 

Tarn  nigrum  surrexe  mihi  ? 

83  ■Casn  venit  obvius  illi 

Adversarius ;  et,  Qu6  tu,  turpissime  ? 
Inclamat  voce;  et,  Licbt  antestari?  . 

«5— Egover6 
Oppono  aoricubun  j  -repit  in  jus. 
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Left  him  to  take  hto  tani  mod  Inten  m 
Tb  each  tincircamcMed  Philistine. 

O  Pbebus  I  happy  he  whose  tnut  u  S5 
In  thee  and  thy  poetic  justice. 

•♦  Clamor  utrinqae ; 

Undique  coacureus. 
«5         ■  Sic  me  servavit  Apollo. 


THE 

FABLE  OF  JOTHAM: 

TO 

THE  BOROUGH-HUNTERS. 
First  published  in  1754. 


*  Jotham*6  Fable  of  t^ie  Trees  is  the  oldest  that  is 
extant,  and  as  beautiful  as  any  which  hare  been 
made  since  that  time."    Addison. 


JUDGES,  Qiap.  he.  ▼.  8. 

Old  Plumb,  who  tho^  blest  in  his  Kentish  retreat, 
Still  thrives  by  his  oil-shop  in  Leadenhall^straet, 
With  a  Portugal  merchant,  a  knight  by  creation. 
From  a  borough  in  Oomwall  reoeived  inritation. 
Well-assured  ofeach  vote,  well  equip!  from  the  alley. 
In  quest  of  election-adventures  they  sally. 
Tho^  much  they  discoursed,  the  long  way  to  beguile, 
Of  the  earthquakes,  the  Jews,  and  the  change  of 

the  stile. 
Of  the  Irish,  the  stocks,  and  the  lottery  committee, 
They  came  sileAt  and  tired  into  Exeter  cKy.  [hour  j 

**  Some  books,  prKhee  landlord,  to  pass  a  dull 
Ko  nonsense  of  parsons,  or  methodists  sour. 
No  poetical  stuff— adamo'd  jingle  of  rhymes, 
But  some  pamphlet  that's  new  and  a  touch  on  the 
timts."  [town  round, 

*'  O  ^jQrdl"  says  mine  host,  "  you  may  hunt  the 
I  question  if  any  such  thing  can  be  found : 
1  never  was  ask'd  for  a  book  by  a  guest ; 
And  Pm  sure  I  have  all  the  great  folk  id  the  West. 
None  of  these  to  my  knowledge  e'er  callM  for  a  book  ', 
But  see,  sir,  the  woman  with  fish,  and  the  cook  j 
Here's  the  fattest  of  carp,  shall  we  dress  you  a  brace  ? 
Would  you  chuse  any  seals,  or  a  mullet,  or  plaice  } 

**  A  place,"  quoth  the  knight,  "  we  must  have  to 
be  sure. 
But  first  let  us  see  that  our  borough's  secure. 
We'll  talk  of  the  place  when  we*ve  settled  the  poll : 
They  may  dre^s  us  for  supper  the  mullet  and  soaL 
Butdo  you,  my  good  landlord,  look  over  your  shelves. 
For  a  book  we  must  have,  we're  so  tired  of  ourselves." 

**  In  troth,  sir,  I  neVr  had  a  book  in  my  life. 
But  the  prayer-book  and  bible  I  bought  for  my  wife." 

«  Well !  the  bible  must  do;  but  why  dont  yoo 
take  in 
Some  monthly  collection  ?  the  New  Magazme  ?'* 

The  bible  was  brought  and  laid  out  on  the  tahle^ 
And  open'd  at  Jotbam's  mopt  apporite  hh^} 


The  tale  of  the  trees.    Tfab  chimed  m  with  their 
bent  J  [Kent 

And  Plumb  lookt  ibr  an  hint  for  his  planting  in 
Sir  F^reeport  began  with  this  verse,  tho^  no  rhyme— 
**  The  trees  of  the  forest  went  forth  on  a  time," 
(To  what  purpose  our  candidates  scarce  conkl  uqiect, 
For  it  was  not,  they  found,   to  traBsplant--bat 

elect) 
"  To  the  Olive  and  Fig-tree  their  deputies  came, 
But  by  both  were  refosed  and  their  answer  the  sinie : 
Quoth  the  Olive,  *  Shall  I  leave  my  fotness  and  oil 
For  an  unthankful  office,  a  dignified  toil  ?' 
*  Shall  I  leave,'  quoth  the  Fig-tree,  <  my  sveetnea 

and  fruit, 
To  he  envy'd,  or  slaved  in  so  vain  a  pursuit  ?' 
Thus  rebufPd  and  surprised  they  apply'd  to  the 

He  answer'd : .  [Vine, 

*  Shall  I  leave  my  grapes  and  my  wine  ? 
(Wine  the  sovereign  cordial  of  god  and  of  man) 
To  be  made  or  the  tool  or  the  head  of  a  dan  ?' 
At  last,  as  it  always  falls  out  in  a  scramble. 
The    mob  gave  the  cry  fov — *  a  Bramble !    s 

Bramble ! 
A' Bramble  for  ever !'— O  !  ohiboe  unexpected ! 
But  BramMe  prevailed  and  was  duly  elttted."— 
<*  O !  ho"  quoth  the  knight,  with  a  look  most  pro- 

found,  [found. 

'*  Now  I  see  there's  some  good  in  good  bCwks  to  be 
I  wish  I  had  read  this  same  bible  before: 
Of  long  miles  at  the  least  'twould  have  saved  us 

fourscore. 
You,  Plumb,  with  your  oltvesand  oil  might haveslaid, 
And  mjTself  might  have  tarried  my  winea  to  unlade. 
\^liat  have  merchants  to  do  from  their  busmess  to 

ramble? 
Your  electioneer-errant  should  still  he  a  BnmUe." 
Thus  edded  at  once  the  wise  comment  on  Jothara, 
And  our  citizens  jaunt  to  the  borough  of  Gotham. 


TUt 

FAKEER: 

A  TALE. 

Ftisf  published  in  1756. 


PREFACE. 

It  ought  to  be  acknowledged,  that  the  plan  of  the 
following  lines  is  borrowed  fit>m  M.  Voltaire,  who 
evidently  took  his  hint  from  a  passage  in  Pere  le 
Gomte's  History  of  China,  which  it  is  thought  neces- 
sary to  prefix,  in  order  to  support  and  illustrate  the 
facts  on  which  the  tale  is  (bunded. 

An  Batract  from  Le  Gomte's  Memoin  and  RemarkSy 

&C.  octavo,  1737.  page  3a5. 
The  ^  Bonzes  get  a  great  deal  of  money  by  doing 
acts  of  penance  publicly,  which  tiie  people  esteem 

^  Bonze  is  the  general  name  for  a  piiesL  The 
proper  tenn  for  the  poor  begging  Dervise  is  Fakeer; 
which  both  m  the.Turkish  and  Indian  langusge, 
signifies  poor.  Those  of  this  sect  who  retire  to  desert 
placesiand  practise  the  utmost  amteri^  of  Mini  and 
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Item  BrigktiljF  fer.  I  fam^e  leeD  tbem  dragging  Af- 
ter them  a  kmg  cImud  of  inm  as  thick  as  one'sarm, 
about  thirty  feet  long,  fiutenad  to  their  neck, 
vaiit,  or  fa|^  Thus  it  is,  say  they,  at  efery  door 
aitbey  pass,  that  w«  expiate  3roiir  faults,  sure  this 
6tttnt»  Mttie  small  alms.  Othen  in  public  places 
kaoek  tbeir  pates  with  all  their  force  with  large 
bricks,  till  they  are  almost  covered  with  blood. 
Tbey  bave  several  other  penitential  actions  * ;  but 
«bat  I  was  most  surprised  at  was  this : 

Oae  day  I  met  a  bonze  in  a  sort  of  sedan,  very 
dose  dmt,  the  inside  of  which  was  like  an  harrow 
full  of  nails  very  thick,  with  their  points  sticking 
out  towtrds  the  man  in  the  chair,  so  that  he  could 
BQt  bend  either  one  way  or  the  other  without 
aoonding  hflnoek&  Two  fellows  were  hired  to  carry 
Ub  from  house  to  house,  where  he  begged  the 
psople  to  have  compamion  on  him. 

He  told  them  be  was  shot  up  in  that  chair  for  the 
8ood  of  their  souls,  and  was  resolved  never  to  go 
(rat  from  thence,  till  they  had  bought  ail  the  nails 
(«f  which  there  were  above  two  thousand)  at  the 
nte  of  lijqMnce  »-piece.  If  yoo  buy  any  of  them, 
aiyi  be,  yva  wiU  do  «n  action  of  heroic  virtue,  and 
ywr  alms  am  not  bestowed  on  the  homes,  to  whom 
jw  may  take  other  opportunities  of  bestowing  your 
cbsriCy,  but  to  the  goid  FO,  in  whose  honour  we  are 
SttBfftobnikiataraple.  I  told  him,  that  he  was 
very  ankappy  to  torment  himself  thus  hi  this  world 
^  nogosdt  M>d  did  counsel  him  therefore  to  come 
ovtof  hit  prison,  to  go  to  the  temple  of  the  true 
^,  to  be  instmcted  in  heavenly  truths,  and  snb- 
Dit  topeoanoe  lem  severe,  but  more  sataitary. 

He  wu  so  fer  from  being  in  a  pamion  with  me, 
Ibat  he  answered  me  calmly  and  courteously,  that 
ke  VIS  much  oU^^  to  me  for  my  good  advice,  and 
voald  be  mora  obUged  to  me  still,  if  I  would  buy  a 
^OKo  of  his  nails,  which  would  certainly  make  me 
kave  a  good  joamey. 

Here  hold  your  hand,  says  he,  turning  on  one 
B^.  take  these ;  npoD  the  faith  of  a  bonze,  they 
are  the  very  best  in  all  my  sedan,  for  they  prick 
me  the  most,  yet  you  shall  have  them  at  the  same 
rate  at  which  I  sell  the  others. 


A  FAKKER  (a  ral  Igioua  well  known  in  the  East, 
Not  moch  like  a  panon,  still  less  like  a  priest) 
With  no  caflfing,  fio  sly  Jesuitical  arts, 
FieU-preaching ,  hypocrisy,  leamiag  ot  parts  ; 
By  a  happy  refiaenoent  in  mortifik»tion, 
<3rew  the  oivelsr,  tuAt^  and^be  pope  of  his  nation. 
Bat  what  did  ho  do  this  esteem  to  aeqoire  ? 
Did  be  torture  his  head  0/  his  bosom  with  fire  ? 
Wai  his  neck  uk  a  nortable  pillory  cas'd  ? 
Did  he  fioteo  a  chmn  to  his  leg  or  his  waist } 


,  are  called  Jai^guis;  that  is,  united  with 
God.  Tliey  seem  for  hours  together  absorbed  in  ex* 
tacy,  seeing,  as'ibey  frmcy,  the  divinity  in  the  ap- 
P«uanceof  ar  dear  and'  vivid  light  at  the  end  xi 
liair  noa^  which  they  endeavour  to  effect  by  fedng 
both  their  eyes  eqiiaUy  to^that  jioint,  with  inflexible 
cowtaucy. 

*  Sdme  keep  a  Hre  always  burning  on  their 
^dt :  others  tie  their  het^s  to  a  tree,  and  leaning 
dbwovards,  are  continaany  supplying  a  fire  with 
*ood,  that  the  flame  may  rise  to  their  breasts. 

vot,  xvia 


No.  His  holiness  rose  to  this  severely  jntch 
By  the  merit  of  running  long  nails  in  bis  breech. 

A  wealthy  young  Indian,  approaching  the  shiioe. 
Thus  in  banter  accosts  the  prophetic  divine : 
"  This  tribute  accept  fer  your  mterest  with  Fo, 
Whom  with  torture  you  serve,  and  whose  will  yoa 

must  know ; 
To  your  suppliant  disclose  his  immortal  decree; 
Tell  me  which  of  the  Heav*ns  is  allotted  for  me.*^ 

FAKZU. 

Let  me  fin^  know  your  merits. 

nmiAN. 

Istriratobejustt 
To  be  true  to  my  friend,  to  my  wife,  to  my  tniatt 
In  religion  I  duly  observe  ev*ry  form : 
With  a  heart  to  my  country  devoted  and  warm : 
I  give  to  the  poor,  and  I  lend  to  the  rich  -  --  -  • 

FAKKSa. 

But  how  many  sails  doyou  run  in  your  bnech  ? 
iimuK. 

With  zubmisnon  I  speak  to  your  lev^ienccPs  tail ; 
But  mine  has  no  taste  for  a  tenpenny  mul. 

fAKBta. 

Well!  PI]  prey  to  our  prophet  and  get  3rou  preferred  ; 
Though  no  ferther  expect  than  to  Heaven  the  third. 
With  me  in  the  thirtieth  your  seat  to  obtain. 
You  musti|ualify  duly  with  hunger  and  pain. 


With  yon  in  the  thirtieth  \  You  impudent  n^ue  ? 
Can  such  wretches  as  you  give  to  madness  a  vogue  I 
Though  the  priesthood  of  Fo  on  the  vulgar  impose. 
By  squintihg  whole  years  at  the  end  of  their  nose  ; 
Though  with  cruel  devices  of  mortification 
They  adore  a  vain  idol  of  modern  creation  ; 
Does  the  Ood  of  the  Heav'ns  such  a  service  direct  ? 
Can  fiiB  mercy  approve  a  self-punishing  sect  ? 
Will  his  wisdom  l>e  wor^ppM  with  chains  and  with 

nails  ? 
Or  e'er  look  for  his  rites  in  your  noses  and  tails  ? 
Come  along  to  my  bouse  and  these  penances  leave. 
Give  your  belly  a  feast,  and  your  breech  a  reprieve, 

This  reasoning  unhinged  each  fimatical  notion; 
And  stagger'd  our  saint,  in  his  chair  of  promotimif 
At.  length  with  reluctance  he  rose  from  his  seat : 
And  resignmg  his  nails  and  his  fame  for  retreat ; 
Two  treeks  his  new  life  he  admirM  and  enjoy'd :  ' ' 
The  third  he  with  plenty  and  qniet  was  cloy'd.      * 
To  Five  undistii^ish'd'to  him  was  the  pain,   ' 
An  existence  unnoticed  he  could  not  sustain. 
In  retirement  he  sigh'd  for  the  fiame-giving  chair/ 
Wane  the  crowd  to  admire  him,  to  rev*rence  and  store : 
No  endearments  of  pleasure  and  ease  could  prevail ; 
He  the  saintship  resumed,  and  new  larded  his  tail,. 

Our  l?akeer  represents  all  the  vot'ries  of  fame  : ' 
Their  idtes,  their  means,  and  tbenr  end  is  the  same; 
The  spoilniian,  the  buck ;  all  the  heroes  of  vice,    ' 
With  their  gallaqt^,  lewdness,  the  bottle  and  dice; 
The  poets^  the  critics,  the  metapbysicians^ 
The  courtier,  the  patriot,  all  politicians; 
The  statesmanliegTrt  with  th'  importunate  ring, 
(I  had  almost  completed  iny  liSl  with  the  king) 
All  labour  trlike  to  illustrate  my  tole ; 
All  tortured  by  choice  with  th*  invisible  nail. 
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E  LE  OY 

WAITTBN  ni  AW 

EMPTY   ASSEMBLY-ROOM 
>  Semperque  relinqui 


SoUfibi. 

Ftrtt  published  in  HSd. 


Virf- 


ADVERTISEMENT. 
This  poem  being  a  parody  od  the  moft  remailcable 
passages  in  tbe  well-known  epistle  of  Eloisa  to 
Abelard,  it  was  UxHigbt  unneoessar)'  to  trans- 
cribe slny  lines  from  that  poem,  which  is  in  the 
bands  of  all,  and  in  the  memory  of  most  readers. 


tir  scenes  where  Ballet's  genins  has  oombin'd 
With  Bromwich  to  amuse  and  cheer  the  mind  ; 
Amid  this  pomp  of  cost,  this  pride  of  art, 
"What  mean  these  sorrows  in  a  female  heart? 

Ye  crowded  walls,  whose  well  enlightened  nmnd 
With  lovers  rigbs  and  protestations  sound. 
Ye  pictures,  flattered  by  the  learned  and  wise. 
Ye  glasses,  oefed  by  the  brightest  eyes, 
Ye  cards,  which  beauties  by  their  touch  have  blest, 
Ye  chairs,  which  peers  and  ministers  have  prest. 
How  are  ye  changed  !  like  you  my  fate  I  moan. 

Like  you,  alas !  neglected  and  alone 

For  ah  !  to  me  alone  no  card  is  come, 

I  must  not  go  abroad— and  cannot  be  at  home, 

B1«A  be  that  social  power,  the  first  who  paired 
The  erring  footman  with  th*  unerring  card. 
n*was  Venus  sure ;  for  by  their  faithful  aid 
The  whisp'ring  lover  meets  the  blushing  maid  ; 
Vtaoi  solitude  they  give  the  cheerful  call 
To  the  choice  supper,  or  the  sprightly  ball ; 
Speed  the  soft  summons  of  the  gay  sind  fair. 
From  distant  Bloomsbury  to  Orosvenor  Square  ; 
And  bring  the  colonel  to  the  tender  hour, 
From  the  parade,  the  senate,  or  the  Tower. 

Ye  records,  patents  of  our  worth  and  pride  I 
Our  daily  lesson,  and  our  nightly  guide ! 
Where'er  ye  stand  disposed  in  proud  array. 
The  vapours  vaiush,  and  the  heart  is  gay ; 
But  when  no  cards  the  chimney-glan  adorn. 
The  dismal  void  with  heart-felt  shame  we  xasfoxiki 
Gbnscious  neglect  inspires  a  sullen  gloom. 
And  brooding  sadness  fills  the  slighted  room. 

'  If  but  some  happier  female's  card  I've  seen, 
1  swell  with  rage,  or  sicken  with  tbe  spleen ; 
While  artful  pnde  conceals  the  burstmg  tear. 
With  some  forced  banter  or  affected  veer : 
But  now  grown  desp'rate,  and  beyond  all  hope, 
1  curse  the  ball,  the  dutchess  and  the  pope  K 
And  as  tbe  loads  of  borrow'd  plate  go  by, 
•<  Tax  it !  ye  greedy  ministers,"  I  cry. 

How  shall  I  feeli  when  Sol  resigns  his  light 
To  this  proud  splendid  goddess  of  tbe  night  I 
Then,  when  her  aukward  guests  in  measure  beat 
The  crowded  fioors,  which  groanbeneath  theirfeetf 

>  Tbe  duchess  of  Norfolk,  who  wat  a  catholic 


What  thongfali  in  aolitadt  ahall  liMB  ] 

My  tertnt'd  mind,  or  soften  my  i 

N6t  all  that  envious  malio 

Will  soothe  the  tumnlta  of  my  i 

(Rnt  Envy 'a  Ipet  anudttthe  I 

And  hisses  with  her  bundled  anahaa  in  wain) 

Thoagb  with  contempt  each  daspieablit  aooi 

SingI  J  I  view,— I  must  rawre  the  wholes 

llie  methodist  in  bar  peenKar  lot. 
The  world  forgetting,  by  the  world  Ibiyot, 
Though  single  happy,  tho*  akms  is  p^ieAj 
She  thinks  of  Heav'n  (she  thinks  not  nf  a  enwd) 
And  if  she  ever  feels  a  vap'rish  quahn 
Some  Drop  of  Honey  ^  or  soma  holy  halm. 
The  pious  prophet  oif  her  seet  distils^ 
And  her  pure  soul  sera|^c  laptnin  fills  ; 
Qraoe  shines  aronnd  her  with  anronast  beaSM, 
And  whispering  Whitf— d  promptsfaer  gnkicn  diwfc 

Far  otlMr  dreams  my  at 
While  oonseioua  nature  tastes  nnfaoly  joy : 
I  view  the  traces  of  esperienoed  cbmrms^ 
And  clasp  tbe  regimentals  in  my  anna. 
Todream  last  night  I  ckis'd  my  Unbbei'd  eyes; 
Ye  soft  ilinskHM,  dear  deceits  arise : 
Alas  \  no  more;  methinksi  wand'ring  go 
To  distant  quarters  'midst  the  Highland  snow. 
To  tbe  daik  inn  where  never  wax-light  burni. 
Where  in  smok'd  tapestry  faded  Dido  OMmins ; 
1*0  some  assembly  in  a  coantry  town, 
4.>d^  meet  the  colonel— in  a  paison's  gown!  ! 
I  start^I  shriek — 

O !  couki  I  on  my  wakmg  brain  impose^ 
Or  but  forget  at  least  my  present  woes ! 
Fofget  'en»— how  I — each  rattling  eoach  anggesti 
The  loathed  ideas  of  tbe  crowding  guests. 
To  visit— were  to  publish  my  disgrace ; 
To  meet  the  spleen  m  ev'ry  other  plaoe; 
To  join  old  maids  and  dowagen  forlorn ; 
And  be  at  once  their  comfort  and  their  soora ! 
For  once  to  read— with  this  distemper'd  iMrmm, 
Ev'n  modem  novels  lend  their  akl  in  vain. 
My  mandolinn— ^hat  place  can  music  find 
Amid  the  disoord  of  my  restless  mind  ? 

How  shall  I  waste  this  time  which  slowly  iies ! 
How  lull  to  sluQiber  my  reluctant  eyes ! 
This  night  the  happy  and  th*  unhappy  keep 
Vigils  alike, ^Norfolk  has  murder'd  ale^ 


DIALOGUE 


A  DISAPPOINTED  CANDIDATE  AKI>  BIS 
FRIEND. 

Why  in  sorrow,  my  friend,  who  were  always  so  gay  ? 
Have  you  bad  any  cross,  any  losses  at  piny  ? 
Whence  arises  this  gloom,  this  uncommoa  dejection  ? 
Are  you  jilted  in  lore  ? 

CAimUAIB.     ■ 

i  have  lost  my  electioo. 
Oo  sir  Pontic's  &m9y-interest  I  stood : 
Tive  hundred,  he  swore  they  were  steady  and  good— 

*  The  title  of  a  book  of  devotion. 
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BmI  kSMd\y  pramiMd,  my  Ibiir  Mi  rabecriVd, 
Bnt  the  day  of  the  poll  ev^  aooandrel  wts  bribed. 
Tvomoofcbt  bafo  I  led  this  damn'd  canvMsiog  life, 
GqoGns  Mine  rurtic  or  gpeecbiog  bii  wife. 
PiifiiadyWifeited,  poiaooM,  aod  barfitt'd,  rmgrovn 
Wan,  meagn,  deeded,  and  mei^  ikiii  and  bone. 
Thii  suie  wee  eooagh,  but  at  last  to  be  beait— 
Had  tbiBtnoble  and  plague  botpfocored  ne  a  •eatp— 


Pritbee  ait  thee  down  here,  and  these  vanitiea  end : 
And  be  proud  of  a  aeat  in  the  house  of  a  friend : 
Wlucb  no  art  can  obtain  and  no  bribery  procure : 
Whichtnie  worth,  teoae^and  virtue,  alone  can  insure. 

CANDtDATt. 

Bot  wbile  ftitne  lies  buried  in  mere  specolation, 
Wbo  oraatact  for  the  public,  who  carefor  tiie  nation  ? 
1V>'  I  pay  due  regiud  to  the  title  of  friend, 
Yet  the  eares  of  a  patriot  mast  fiirtber  extend  $ 
To  hiiooDntcy  his  present,  his  posthumous 
And  tia  bas*nfl8B  akae  can  eonob^s  bit  nan 


PaiSMD. 

Oat  true  fame  is  the  oApring  of  action  His 


1^  a  thottund  ave  busy  for  one  that  is  wanted : 
This  bmiaess,  wu  bqast  of,  we  daily  create, 
Fnaaaaiteh  to  be  aMddling,  uaportant  and  great. 
But  to  polish  oor  parts  and  our  reason  refine, 
Each  ait  is  a  jewel:  each  science  a 


CANDUATB. 

All  arts  when  compared  with  the  art  to  persuade, 
Seam  debaaed  to  aooie  vile  and  mechanical  trade : 
To  aoothe  haughty  umui  and  hia  errouop  reform, 
Or  bf  reason  arerting  some  popitlar  storm, 
Onthe  fcrtnnsa  perhaps  of  a  kmgdom  decide : 
These,  these  are  my  wishes  >  this  should  be  my  pride. 
So  important  a  eerriee,  such  merit,  must  bring 
AppiaosefiemnDy  country,  reward  from  my  king, 

paitim. 
Sbmld  the  munstei's  jealousy  check  your  anabi. 
Whst  rtsoutee  hate  you  then  }  [tion, 

CAXniOATB. 

What  resource  ?  opposition, 
bthehonss  I'd  harangue,  in  ttie  country  declaim, 
Wlh  my  breath  blow  each  popular  spark  to  a  flame, 
N  panne  the  mean  wretch  to  the  brink  of  disgrace ; 
tnlisB  duly  appeased  by  some  eminent  place : 
ror  no  bomrs,  no  titles,  no  ribbands  IM  have, 
l£t  him  deA  with  those  trappings  some  indolent 
slave. 

rntsKD. 
And  are  there  no  cbanns  but  in  place  and  em- 
__;_  plcjnsient? 
No  prifate  delights,  no  domestic  enjoyment  ? 
Aretbe  cares  for  your  kindred,  your  parent,  or  race, 
wbea  oempared  with  the  public  so  sordid  and  base  ? 
I^,  friendship,  philosophy,  learning,  and  mirth, 
W  despised,  cal^they  lose  their  intrinsical  worth  ? 
Now  reeding,  composing,  discourse,  meditation, 
««  all  terms  of  contempt,  or  at  best  out  of  fashion. 
Bot  tho'  feme  in  this  age  is  to  business  confined, 
Mtaeoieat's  the  test  of  tme  greatness  of  mind. 
J^  Kfiection  divert  you  from  placing  your  joys 
ttvam  mtenlation,  m  hwiy  and  noise  j 


Let  the  good  and  the  vurtuons  your  meriU  epread 
In  dM  permanent  tribute  to  penonal  worth,  [forth. 


VERSEa 


OCCASIOHID  IT  THl 

M4IIIITAOE  AND  OAMB  ACT: 

BOTH  rASSKD  TBB  SAMB  SBSaiOlf. 

^  WriUen  in  Ihe  Year  115$. 

Tbb  parii'ment  rose,  and  mim  Jenny  came  down 
To  the  seat  in  the  cpubtry,  quite  sick  of  the  town. 
She  stroU'd  all  alone  to  partake  the  sweet  air 
In  the  grove,  with  thenighdogale,  linnet,  and  hare. 
«  Oh  !  puss,  I  r^ioice  bepond  measure  to  meet 
My  eompanion  again  in  this  happy  retreat. 
I  was  sadly  alrsid    hot  no  poacher  will  dare, 
Ttom  henceforward,  be  seen  with  a  gun  or  a  snari. 
While  here  I  indulge  a  Contemplative  Ufo 
You  may  skip  to  the  aound  of  my  pastoral  fife. 
Then  frisk  it  sneorely ;  for  your  preserratkm 
Is,  at  present,  the  principal  care  of  the  nation." 
"  Oh !    miss,''  quoth  the  hare,  «  yon  are  none  of 

those  friends 
Who  in  acting  for  others  consult  their  own  ends: 
But  1  fear,  let  me  tell  you,  those  associators 
Will  be  found  to  our  kindred  the  woiat of  all  traiton. 
Tis  tme  they  protect  from  the  jaws  of  the  clown 
The  poor  innooent  game  they  devote  to  their  own. 
And  1  fear,  if  some  squeamish  fontastical  glutton 
Should  turn  up  his  nose  at  your  beef  or  your  mutton. 
Your  fiither  would  order  a  hare  to  be  shot,      [poL 
And,  as  chance  might  decree,  your  poor  firiend  gO  to 
Oh!  brittle  condition  of  friendship  so  frail. 
So  rare  to  establisb,  so  snlject  to  foil ! 
How  plain  to  foresee  my  unfortunate  end ! 
Has  the  law  any  better  secured  me  my  friend  ? 
(The  law  which  would  never  till  now  see  a  crime  in 
The  mdrt  private  mysterious  secrets  of  Hymen) 
By  this  act  you  are  safe  from  each  amorous  spark. 
From  the  ensign,  the  curate,  the  butler,  the  clerk ; 
Bot  the  firrt  booby  'Squire  that  shall  knock  at  your 

g»te, 
With  a  erack'd  constitution  and  mortgaged  esUte, 
3hall  transform  (then  adieu  the  poor  psustoral  life) 
The  contemplative  nymph  to  a  mope  of  a  wife : 
With  your  fortune  redeem  hts  confiscated  lands. 
And  your  fother  the  foremost  to  publish  the  banns. 


OH  TOB  ApponrmsHT  or 

LORD  TEMPLE 

wo  aa 

FIRST  LORD  OF  THE  ADMIRALTY. 

A     PAaODT    OP    APOLLO's    tPEBCB  TO    PHABTON. 

Ovid.  Metam. 
WriUen  m  the  Year  1757. 

His  royal  eye  his  royal  foot  survey^. 

His  left  hand  with  tbe  glittering  sword-knot  play*d  ; 
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CABfBRIDOErS  POEMS* 


At  dvtanoe  doe  the  mmM  band  appear. 
Who  move  by  cloek-worfc  with  the  day  aik 
Nearer  the  yootht  in  gaudy  velvets  dieit ; 
The  fiur  with  flow'ietB  crowoM  and  naked  breasts ; 
Aotomnal  fronts  which  Tarioos  arts  repair ; 
And  statesmen,  reverend  in  their  silver  hair. 

Then  Phaeton  his  gracions  prince  bespoke. 
'*  O  king  !  unless  this  change  he  all  a  joke. 
All  Devonshire's  invention,  dream  or  sport. 
Confirm  thy  promise  in  this  crowded  ooort; 
Think  not  that  vulgar  token  1  demand, 
A  rape  committed  on  yonr  royal  hand. 
That  common  prostitute— but  on  thjr  life, 
O  speak  to  me  and  whisper  to  my  wife." 
Then  thrice  the  monaroh  shook  his  amdous  head  $ 

At  length *'  Yea 1  will  speak  to  thee,*'  he 

'<  My  fleet  I  give  thee  for  my  promise  sake,  [said. 
But  'tis  a  promise  I  had  rather  break. 
O  Phaeton !  consider  ^hat  you  ask  ! 
Ev'n  for  a  seaman  what  an  arduous  task ! 
You're  a  mere  landman,  you  was  never  huil'd 
By  rapid  tempests  round  the  rolling  workL 
The  charge  you  claim  asks  such  experienced  skill 
As  not  our  cabinet  combin'd  could  fill. 
Kot  ev'n  our  William,  godlike  in  command. 
Who  rolls  his  dreadful  thunders  o'er  the  land. 
On  this  uncertain  elemeal  would  dare-— — 
And  which  of  you  with  William  shall  compare  ? 

"  Perhaps  your  lordship,  judging  in  your  haste. 
Conceives  the  sea  a  place  laid  out  in  taste. 
Or,  in  a  calenture,  believes  the  main 
Umbrageous  verduro  and  a  flow'ry  plain : 
Temples  above  and  bridges  all  below 
Perhaps  you  fancy  'tis  another  Stowe. 
Alas  t  th'  insidious  element  you'll  find 
By  turns  to  calm,  by  turns  to  rage  inclined. 
Weigh  well  the  itorms  in  each  tempestuous  sea. 
The  restless  roll  of  the  Biscayan  bay. 
There  treach'rous  Dunkirk,  and  Saint  Bfalo  here. 
Alike  conceal  the  lurking  privateer. 
In  souihem  seas  the  uncertam  power  of  Spain, 
In  northern,  dread  the  more  uncertain  Dane  j 
Your  islands  now  th*  adventurous  French  invade. 
Now  prey  with  ease  on  yonr  defenceless  trade. 
Besides,  a  seaman  is  a  stubborn  thmg. 
Much  worse  to  rule  than  a  submissive  king. 
Judge  not  by  me  of  this  rebelUous  crew, 
Tnut  me,  my  lord,  they  more  resemble  you. 
Yet  merehants  eUurn'ring  at  the  chance  of  war. 
Are  louder  than  the  patriot  or  the  tar. 
Kor  think  I  want  my  promise  to  evade. 
When  only  this  department  I  disraade. 
Honours,  preferments,  freely  chnse  the  best. 
And  c^l  promotion  firom  the  East  or  West; 
Thy  choice  in  Ireland,  or  the  Indies  make. 
And  thence  a  government  or  pension  take. 
Whate'er  you  ask  you  surely  shall  obtain. 
But  to  ask  wisely  you  must  ask  again«", 


Purpurea  velatus  veste  sedebat 
In  solio  Phoebus,  clar&  lucente  smaragdo, 
Veit)ue  novum  stabat  cinctum  florente  coronA; 
Stabat  Nuda  JEstas  &  spioea  serta  gerebat. 
Stabat  &  Autumnns  catcatis  sordidus  nvis 
Et  glacialis  Hyems,  caoos  hirsute  ciqpillok. 
Phoebe  pater,  si  das  bigus  mihi  nominis  nsum. 
Nee  fnlsA  Climene  culpam  sub  imagine  celat. 


Pignora  da,  gemtor,  per  <{U0  tna  vera  pmpago 
CMar,  &  hnnc  animis  errorem  detrahe  nostris. 
Poenituit  jurasse  patrem,  qui  lerq.  qnaterq. 
Concutiens  illustre  caput,  Temeraria,  dixit, 
Vox  mea  facta  tua  est.    Utinam  promissa  lioeret 
Non  dare,  confiteor,  tolftm  hoc  tibi,  nate,  aegarem. 
Dissuadere  licet    Non  est  tua  tuta  voluntas: 
Magna  petts.  Phaeton,  It  quss  nee  viribus  iitis 
Munera  convenient,  nectam  poerilibus  annis. 
Sors  tua  mortalis :  non  est  mortale  quod  optai. 
Plus  etiam  qu4m  quod  superis  oonttngere  ns  at 
Nesehis  afifectas. 

Vasti  quoqne  rector  Olympi, 
Qm  fera  tenribili  jaeulatur  fnlmina  deitri, 
Non  agat  hos  cums. 

Et  quid  Jove  majus  habemos  > 
Forsitan  et  luoos  illio  urbesq.  Deormii 
Coocipias  animo,  Delubraque. 
Per  insidias  iter  est. 
Nee  tibi  quadrupedes  ai 


Quoa  ui  pectore  habent,  quos  ore  It  naribos  c 
In  promptn  rege«B  est.    Viz  me  patfamtur. 
At  tu  fbnesti  ne  sim  tibi  moneris  auctor 
Nate,  cave ;  dum  resque  sinit  tua  corrige  vota 

qnicquid  habet  dives  circumspiee  mundos : 
Eque  tot  ac  tantb  cmli  teraqoe  marisque 
Posoe  boois  aliquid,  nullam  patiere  repulsam. 
Depreoor  hoc  unum,  quod  vero  nomine  pmna 
Non  honor  est.  Poraam  Phaeton  pro  mnnere  posdh 
Nedubita;  dabitur  (Stygias  juravimus  undas) 
Quodcunqve  opiaris.    Sed  tu  sapientiaB  opta. 


INCONSTANCTi 

AnoaBSSBP  TO 


THE  EARL  QF 


NavBX  tell  me,  my  lord,  of  the  pleasures  of  change, 
Nor  inveigle  from  home  my  reluctance  to  range; 
I  plead  guilty,  variety's  vot*ry  profest. 
By  none  more  than  myself  her  delights  are  oonfeat; 
But  to  ask  where  she's  found  would  some  judgmeoB 

perplex. 
In  each  woman  we  find  her,  but  not  in  the  sex. 
Whatever  (heir  breeding,  their  rank,  or  their  osme, 
In  themselves  only  various,  the  sex  are  the  sane. 
A  wife,  by  your  looks,  you  would  tell  me  grows  old. 
Oft  unsightly  in  shape,  and  she  may  be  a  scold: 
But  possest  of  the  cbisiins  which  your  senses  deiode. 
In  the  nat'ral  ooquet,  or  unnatural  pnide. 
Yon  may  flatter  yourself  all  the  days  of  your  life. 
And  you've  only  obtain'd,  what  you  loath  in  a  wife. 
Then  invite  me  no  more,  my  kind  tempter,  to  ruige, 
likefbr  liken  no  gain;  I  shall  lose  tf  I  chaoge. 


BfR.  WHITEHEAD, 

on  BIS  BSnrO  MABI  VOXT  LAVtXAT. 

Writitn  m  ike  Ytar  1758. 

'TIS  so— tho'  we're  smpris'd  to  hear  it : 
The  laurel  is  beitow'd  oo  aerii. 
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Row  hwM  it  ev*i7  envioiii  ynAoe, 
Coofottiided  by  to  jmt  a  choice ! 
Tbo'  by  pretcriptive  right  prepared 
To  Ubd  the  teleeted  bard. 

Bat  at  yen  tee  the  ttatetmm'k  fate 
lo  thjt  oor  democratic  state. 
Whom  fiitne  ttrires  in  vun  to  guaid 
Fraoi  the  mde  pamphlet  and  the  card  ; 
Yoq'U  find  the  demagofaei  of  Pindot 
lo  eory  not  a  jot  behind  ut: 
For  etch  AooiaD  politician, 
WboK  element  it  ofmosition. 
Will  thoir  hov  greatly  they  torpam  at» 
It  frail  and  vormwood  at  Pamattus. 

Thus  at  the  nme  detractmg  spirit 
Atteadt  od  all  distingnithM  merit. 
When  *tit  yonr  tnm,  obaerre,  the  ouanel 
b  not  vith  yon,  but  whh  the  laurel. 

Sappote  that  laurel  on  your  broir 
For  cyjpreM  changed,  funereal  boash  ; 
See  all  tbmgt  take  a  diff'rent  torn ! 
Tbe  fery  critics  sweetly  mourn,  . 
And  leave  their  aatire't  pois*noui  stingy 
lo  pbinthre  elegies  to  sfaig : 
With  tokmn  threnody  anid  dWfSP 
Coadoct  yon  to  Elyshim*s  terge. 
At  Wfttminslfr  tbe  turpliced  dean 
IW  tad  but  hoDOurable  scene 
Pieparet.    Tbe  well-attended  hearse 
BeaiB  you  amid  tbe  kings  of  Terse. 
Each  rite  observ'd,  each  duty  paid. 
Your  fiune  on  marble  is  displayed, 
Whh  tymbois  which  your  genius  suit. 
The  naik,  the  buskin,  and  the  flute : 
Tbe  laurel  crown  akA  it  hung : 
And  o'er  the  sculptured  lyre  unstrung 
Sad  allegoric  figwes  leanin^- 
(Hoe  folkt  wUl  gape  to  find  thdr  meaning ! 
And  a  long  epitiqph  b  tpread. 
Which  happy  you  will  never  read. 
Bat  hohl---the  change  is  so  inviting, 
I  on,  I  tremble  vrhile  I*m  writing. 
Yet,  Whitehead, 'tis  too  soon  to  lose  y«tt ; 
Let  eritios  iatfter  or  abuse  you : 


0 !  teach  us»  ere  you  diange  tbe  scene 
To  Stygian  ^*t^*  lirom  Hjfppocme, 
Hoe  free.bom  bards  should  strike  the 
Aad  how  a  Britoo  write  to  kings. 


EPILOGUE 

SrOSSH  AT  MlUaT-LA»IE  TBBATIB, 
•T 

IfISS    POPE» 

nt  TBI 

nAlACm  OP  MISS  motasu,  im  tbb  labv's 

LAtT  tTAKt:   1760. 

Tn-^Pm  jpteoilT'd— Pll  lire  and  die  a  maid. 
EipotU!  andjeeedl  abandoned  and  betrayed ! 
Soch  mege !— monttrout    bear  it  those  who  can, 
Btn— I  rfii»iiiic#  that/dliUtfr  crwftirf  w«* 


Sooner  in  cettr  and  nunnmet  Pll  hide 
The  just  resentment  of  my  injured  pride. 
Than  tame  and  maet  stay  another  minute 
In  this  vile  wotm— and  notp— moike  mischief  in  it. 
For  ever  leave  the  world  /—That's  not  the  worst- 
To  be  a  nun—one  mutt  be  pepisi  fint 
To  change  religion  and  beyond  tea  roam— 
But— one  may  be  a  methodiet  st  home. 
Hold  I  to  be  qualify'd  for  that,  they  saj. 
The  faMopeful  convert  first  mnst^-|^  astray. 
Tis  P^e  been  toM,  a  blessed  situation— 
But  then — I  kiathe  the  odious  preparation. 
What !  can  one  then  devise  no  kind  of  plan» 
Without  this  neeeuary  evil,  man  ! 
Can  woman  singly  find  herself  no  station  } 
Sinner  or  saint  must  be  by  his  creation ! 
Why,  fiuth,  without  hinH-nothiog  can  be  done : 
One  can— I  think— he  nothing — but  a  nun. 
Whatever  woman's  yanity  may  boast. 
He  makes  the  peeress    and  he  makes  the  toast. 
Her  latt  beet  title-^she  from  him  derives— 
For-—  to  be  widows    we  must  first  be  wivet* 
To  this  hard  fate  is  every  maiden  bora : 
We  can  not  hare  the  rote  without  the  thorn. 
— ^Then— I  give  up  the  world  and  all  its  folly» 
For  solitude  and  musing  melancholy. 
Oh !  how  I  long  to  quit  this  empty  dream. 
And  fix  some  sober  plan,  some  lasting  scheme  f— 
'Twill  soon  be  settled  when  I've  once  begun  it— 
Pll  go  to  Ranelagk-^nd  thinh  upon  it. 


EPILOGUE 

SrOKBK  AT  MUST-LANl  THBATM, 

ar 
MISS    PRITCHARD, 

IM  TUB ' 
CBABACTBB  OS  MABIA  IB  TBB  TAMBB  TAMBD  :  1760. 


Wbll  !  since  I've  thus  succeeded  in  my  plan. 
And  oonquer'd  this  all-conquering  tyrant,  Btaa, 
To  farther  conquests  still  my  soul  aspires. 
And  all  my  bosom  glows  with  martial  fires. 
Suppose — VL  female  regiment  we  raise'— 
We  must — ^for  men  grow  scaroeish  now-a<idays. 
Now  every  faaa  tf  spirit  is  enlisted — 
Why,  ladies— these  brave  lads  should  be  attisted. 
Tbe  glorious  scheme  my  flott'ring  heart  bewitches  s 
But  hold— I've  promis'd  not  to  wear  the  breeches^ 
No  matter^— in  this  yariegated  army 
We'll  find  some  regimentals  that  shall  charm  ye. 
UjUumes  and  lac^  recruiting  can  persuade. 
We'll  try  to  show  our  taste  in  tnasquerade. 
My  feather  here  is  fitted  in  a  trice : 
Then  for  the  crest,  the  motto,  and  device- 
Death's  head  and  bones  1 — ^No— we'll  have  flames 

and  darts! 
In  Latin  mottos  bmo  may  show  their  parts. 
But  ovff  shall  be  true  English— like  our  hearts. 
Our  uniform  we'll  copy  from  the  Greek ; 
The  drapery  and  emblems  trae  antkiue : 
MinervtPt  tfgi*  /  and  Diana's  bow  ! — 
Aod  thus  aquipt  to  /iidia'r  ooasti  wa*!!  ga 
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TeiiiplM  of  gold,  and  dttrntmA  wSam  well  rob: 
—And  emy  month  wa'U  makie  a  new  nabob. 
Amid  this  glocioot  iceoe  of  coniributiont, 
SpoU,  pretenU^hourly  change  and  revobUiani, 
While  high  on  st^y  elefkhantt  .we  ride, 
Whoeefeei  can  trample  Enropean  pride^ 
Think  not  our  country  we  can  e'er  foiget : 
We'll  ptunder-^-bui  to  pay  tko  nation*s  debt 
Then  there'0  America — ^we'H  toon  dupatch  H, 
This  tedious  war— when  we  iake  up  the  haicheU 
Heroet  and  soldiert  Indian  mlet  may  catoh  ; 
But— in  a  wman  they  may  meet  their  match. 
To  art,  tKiguue,  and  stratagem  no  strangers. 
We  fear  no  hazard,  nor  once  think  of  dangian 
In  oar  trae  character  cf/emdU  Rangers, 


A  DIALOGUE 


&R  RICHARD  LYTTELTON  AND  THE 
THAMES. 

IN  iMrrATiov  or  HOaACt,  a.  3.  ona  9. 

Written  in  the  Year  1763. 

sia  RiCHAin. 

Whili  fondly  I  triamph^d  alone  in  your  breast, 
And  none  else  to  your  bosom  so  cknely  yon  prMt, 
No  monarch  on  Earth  wa^  so  happy  as  I : 
I  envy 'd  no  king  of  a  land  that  was  dry. 

THAMBS. 

While  yon  on  my  banks  was  contented  to  stray. 
With  the  days  and  the  months  I  loll'd  glibly  away. 
Kor  enTy'd  1  then  ('tis  no  treason  I  hope) 
The  Tweed  her  lord  Bute,  or  the  Tiber  her  Pope. 

sta  fticBAan. 

Piccadilly,  it  must  be  coofest,  has  its  charms : 
By  the  prospect  allured  I  deserted  your  arms : 
Tho'  the  cieKngs  were  damp  and  the  walls  hardly 
dry,  rshoukl  die. 

I'd  hare  gone  there  tho'  Bunoaghs  had  sworn  I 

THAMES. 

Your  neighboor,  sir  Qwrlei^  has  employ'd  er'ry  art 
With  resistless  allnremeots  to  ravish  my  heart. 
To  gaze  on  his  diarms  with  delight  I  coaM  stay 
Wtouk  morning  to  night,  from  December  to  May. 

Hoa.    Donee  gretus  eram  tibt. 

Nee  quisquam  potior  brachia  ****f*<Hf> 
Cervici  juvenis  dabat ; 
Persarum  vigui  rege  beatior. 

Ltd.    Donee  non  aliA  magis 

Arsisti,  neqoe  erat  Lydia  post  Chlo^  $ 
Multi  Lydia  nominis 
RomanA  Tigai  clarior  IIUU 

Hoa.    Me  nunc  Cressa  Chloe  rq^it^ 

Dulces  docta  modes  et  cithans  taem : 
Pro  quA  non  metuam  mori. 
Si  percent  auim»  &ta  aopentiii. 


sm 


Should  your  loTer  praye  fiOse  and  abandon  jum 

shore. 
Rebuilding  his  boose  where  twas  founded  before : 
Shonld  I,  kiodtfd  with  picture  and  statne  and  urn, 
To  present  yoa  the  spoils  of  the  "nbcr,  return  ? 


Tho*  inconstant  m  thought  yon  should  often  be 

steating 
To  your  lov'd  Piccadilly,  or  even  to  Ealing : 
Your  walls  would  I  clasp  in  my  amorous  mns, 
And  swell  with  delight  to  contemplate  your  chams. 

Ltd.    Me  torret  face  mutuA 

Thuriui  Calais  filius  Ornithi : 
Pro  quo  bis  patiar  mori. 
Si  percent  puero  fota  sapeialitL 

Hoa.     Quid  si  prisca  redit  Venus, 

Diductosquejogo  cogit  abeoeo^ 
Si  flava  excutitur  Chloe, 
ReJectsBque  patet  janua  LydiaB  ? 

Ltd.    Quanquam  sidere  pulchrior 

Ille  est;  tu  lerior  oortioe,  et  iil^rtnbo 
Iracnndior  Adriai 
Tecum  viTere  amem,  tecom  obeam  libeos. 


OZIAS   HUMPH R  r,    £SS. 

Written  in  the  Year  V1TI. 

VVs  find,  in  the  annals  of  famed  Richmond  Htll, 
That  each  touch  of  the  pencil  makes  work  for  the 

quill. 
In  the  morning  a  pictura  is  shown  by  Paloon  >': 
A  volume  of  poems  is  puUishM  at  noon. 
With  all  the  bright  tints  that  the  palette  afibids 
Cleopatra  is  drawn.    With  the  choicest  of  wonis 
That  bards  of  all  ranks  may  oontribote  to  deck  her. 
The  treos'ry  a  completes  what's  begnn  by  th'  exche- 

quer». 
But,  Humpbfy,  by  whom  shall  your  labours  be  told. 
How  your  colours  enliven  the  young  and  the  old  ? 
And  was  it  for  this  yon  indiriged  in  your  freaky 
To  excel  all  thd  moderns  and  rival  th'  antique. 
On  sublime  Saint  Gotardo  to  venturo  yonr  neck  ? 
No  poet  d'ye  find  to  extol  your  de^. 

The  glow  of  your  tmts,  or  the  grace  of  yonr  line  ? 
With  lofty  Paniassus  proud  Richmond  may  vie. 
And  spout  ev'ry  hour  her  bright  streams  to  the  sky. 
Are  the  founts  of  the  valties  exhausted  and  dry  > 
Then  we'll  cull  from  their  bonlen  the  flo>w»n  of  the 

mead 
To  present  you  a  wreath  not  unworthy  yonr  bead. 

I  William  Patoun,  esq.  who  resided  on  Richmoad 
HiU,  a  gentleman  eminent  for  hb  skill  in  paintimr. 
who  had  lately  finish'd  a  fine  picture  ofdeopatra. 

«  Sir  Grey  Cooper,  secretary  to  the  tnasury. 

.«  l4xdHaidwRke,Qiieoftheteifoiaordiee»Aa. 
quer. 
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Tlie  wtmm  of  fvoet  TfauBet  their  bat  qoilli  ihall 

aftnl, 
Yoor  feaiot,  your  talent,  your  life  to  record  ; 
And  ibell  not  yov  Sheridan  give  you  an  ode. 
To  dctcribe  ancient  Boiiie  and  the  charOM  of  the  road. 
With  the  taste  you  aoquired  in  that  learned  abode  ? 
¥nm  that  leaned  abode  shall  Gorilla  pour  forth 
Her  eitenipore  layi  to  acknowledge  your  worth, 
firoai  mora  distant  Elysium  your  Goldsmith  shall 

teU  hit  [Apelles. 

Old  Inendt  at  the  club  how   you*re   praised   by 
Hov  Zeoxis  admires  you,  how  Raphael  fears : 
Uov  the  ancients  and  modems  are  all  by  the  ears : 
What  zeal  old  Protogenes  show*  in  your  service : 
Hov  be  treaU  the  great  Titian  no  better  than  Jerris  ; 
Hov  Proserpine  lately  was  chuckling  to  think 
She  had  just  caught  you  napping  on  Phlegetoo't 

brink: 
(No  mortal  since  Orpbeot  her  fancy  oonld  taste 
^id  only  yoor  pencil  his  lyre  had  surpast.) 
How  she  k»g8  to  possess  you  by  force  or  by  stealth, 
-*->Now  your  dainger  you  know         oo  take  care 

of  your  health* 


MR.  WILKES'S  SOULOSUT, 

ni  AAT   BBfOmi   BIS  ELECTION   POE  CHAMBBELAllI 
OF  LOHDOM. 

A  PAEOBT  Om  CJMAE's  SPEECH   IH  THE  BOAT. 

LUCAV'S   PBAEIALIAy   tIB.   5.   I.   559. 

Thus  ftr  my  bark  has  found  a  prosp'roiiB  gale. 

And  though  in  this  my  last  attempt  1  fiul, 

P?e  done  enough.    Scotland  has  felt  my  pen. 

Has  felt  fod  trembled  in  her  darkest  den. 

Home  Fve  subdued,  and  Sawbridge  to  his  shame 

b  hot  my  second  in  the  lists  of  fame. 

Pfe  tan^t  the  mob  the  senate  to  defieat. 

And,  spite  of  rule  and  order,  kept  my  seat 

Orpov'r  and  profit  Tve  enjoyM  my  share. 

Trustee,  receiver,  treasurer,  lord  mayor. 

Aad  lioee  by  these  proud  titles  made  so  great 

That  Charon's  boat  shall  groan  beneath  my  weight. 

What  is^  to  me  iftis  ordain'd  my  lot, 

Virimried  with  aome  creditor  to  rot, 

ril  itill  have  wine  and  women  whilst  alive. 

For  chris^n  burial  let  the  vulgar  strive. 

My  cone  let  bail'rfb  seize  or  surgeons  tear, 

My  spirit  the  surviving  world  shall  fear. 

-  —  .....  licet  ingentes  abraperit  actus 
Ftttioata  dies  fatis !  sat  magna  perigi. 
AiclDudomuigentes:  inimica  subq^, 
Anaa  metu :  ^it  noagnum  mihi  Roma  secundum. 
imk  pkbe  tuli  &sces  per  jura  negates : 
Nalla  meis  aherit  titulis  Romana  potestas. 
Mesciat  hoc  quisquam,  nisi  tu,  qoas  sola  meoram 
^^OMcia  vQlomm  es,  me  (quamvis  plenus  honorum 
Bt  dietator  earn  Stygia»,  et  consul  ad  umbras,) 
Privatam,  Foftnna,  mori.    Mihi  funere  nuUo 
Eit  opos  O  soperi :  laceram  retinete  cadaver. 
FIttctibiisinmediis:  dennt  mihi  buito  rogusque 
Bqiiii 


.OH 

PAINTING; 

ADBEESSED  IIO 

Sf a.     PATCH, 

A  CBLEBBATKD  PICTOEE  CLEANSE. 

Try  pen  in  haste,  Thalia,  snatch. 
To  sing  of  Titian  and  Carach, — 
Bassao,  and  Tintoret— and  Patch. 
'TIS  Exeter  demands  the  strain  * ; 
Shall  Burleigh's  master  ask  in  vain  ? 
Burleigh,  the  place  where  every  Muse     i 
Her  favourite  elegance  may  chuse. 
Fdr  there  the  Romans  and  Venetians 
Display  a  show,  which  all  the  Grecians, 
Whate'er  ingenions  Webb  may  say,— 
Could  ne'er  have  equalled  in  their  day* 
Protogenes  and  famed  Apelles-^ 
The  story  well  enough  to  tell  is. 
How  one  could  colour,  t'other  draw- 
But  were  their  colours  warm  or  raw  ? 
Why  nothing  now  remains  to  show  it, 
Excq>t  the  historian  and  the  poet 
And  shall  we  trost  that  wanton  tribe 
Who  all,  with  fancy'p  pen  describe. 
No,  Patch. — But  had  thy  healing  hand 
]^n  present  in  Achaia't  land. 
Their  art  divine  had  now  been  known* 
Their  tints  in  all  their  lustre  shone. 
Honours  divme  you  must  have  shar'd, 
A  mortal  with  the  gods  compar'd. 
Did  Grecian  god  or  Romish  saint 
E'er  match  the  wonders  of  thy  paint  ? 
In  miraclei  you  fiur  excel  'em.— 
How  shall  the  Muse  attempt  to  tell  'em  ? 
When  human  forms  displease  yoNor  taste, 
ni  drawn,  ill  colour'd,  or  ill  plac'd  ; 
Or  when  unskilful  hand  has  hurt  'em. 
To  rock  or  fountain  you  convert  'em- 
Make  Niobe  marble,  Battus  touchstone, 
(Salvator  never  painted  such  stone) 
Or  change,  like  Jove,  to  bull  or  swan, 
III  moulded  horse  or  graceless  man. 
Turn  we  from  poets  to  the  church  > 
You  leave  all  fiction  in  the  lurch, 
Tho'  beads  and  reliqnes  oft  hav^  fail'd. 
Your  pencil  ever  has  prevaiPd. 
The  holy  head  of  Janaarius 
Oft  in  effect  has  proved  precarious  ; 
Nor  has  the  thundering  mountain  stopt 
Its  lava,  tho'  his  blood  has  dropt. 
But  you  at  once  can  make  it  still. 
Or  run  on  either  side  the  hill. 
Your  art  miraculous  the  same, 
Administer'd  to  blind  or  lame. 
You  cure  the  darkest  drop  serene : 
Give  eyes  to  see  and  to  be  seen. 
Heal  the  poor  martyr  flay'd  and  rackt, 
ShriveI'd  and  scorcht,  and  torn  and  hackt 
Restore  the  decollated  bead. 
Revive  the  dying  and  the  dead. 
Your  charity  you  ne'er  withhold 
From  bodies  iiaked,  raw  or  cbld  ; 

1  Mr.  Patch  was  at  that  time  employed  n^  cleaii- 
ing  the  pictures  at  Burleight 
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And  whai  yoa  find  an  arm  or  shape  awry. 
Hide  the  defect  with  flowing  drapery. 
When  wanton  E^e  and  carnal  Adam, 
Drunk  with  that  fruit  their  God  forbad  'era^ 
Lie  at  their  length,  in  fond  embraoet. 
With  bodies  naked  as  their  iaoes. 
You  corer  Adam's  limbs  and  Eve's 
With  thick  festoons  of  flowers  and  leaves  ; 
So  draw  the  eyes  of  every  prude. 
To  weep  the  children  in  the  wood. 
Where'er  you  see  ungracious  Ham, 
Bent  to  disclose  his  father's  shame. 
And,  spite  of  modest  Shem  and  Japhet, 
Persist  the  i^oozy  sire  to  laugh  at. 
You  aid  the  pious  brother's  cares  r 
Your  delicacy  suits  with  tMrs. 
So  when  each  over-curious  elder,. 
(As  if  to  look  for  hans-en-kdder) 
Tugs  hard,  with  trembling  hand,  to  lift 
The  folds  of  chaste  Susanna's  shift ; 
If  time,  whose  trick  is  to  discover. 
As  much  tm  any  tatling  lover, 
Sboyld  make  a  third  with  these  unfolders,    ' 
And  leave  her  bare  to  all  beholders  ; 
A  veil  by  your  propitious  art. 
White  and  unspotted  as  her  heart, 
Cer  the  much-injured  matron  hung. 
Shall  shield  her  from  the  censuring  tongue. 
Alcides's  ill-directed  wife 
Gave  him  a  shirt,  which  cost  his  life-^ 
You  gkve  his  Omphale  a  shift. 
Which  proves  a  better-fitted  gift. 
It  sits  so  gracefully  upon  her, 
And  recommends  her  to  his  honour  K 
But  be  it  still  your  greatest  praise, 
From  dull  obscurity  to  raise. 
From  all  those  evi6  that  assault  Ism, 
From  gums,  from  oils,  from  deadly  spaltnm; 
.  And  give  to  woriu  almost  divine, 
Once  more  in  native  tints  to  shine. 
Then  I,  like  Newton's  bard,  may  wnte  \ 
Patch  waved  bis  brush,  and  all  was  light. 


SSEING  THE  l^AD 


SIR   ISAAC  VEWTOV, 

Richly  gilt,  and  placed  hf  a  celebrated  optician 
upon  the  top  of  a  certain  temple,  in  a  conspi- 
cuous part  of  his  garden  on  Richmond  HilL 

Rsso&vix)  to  rescue  Newton's  bust 
From  dull  obscurity  and  dust. 
Or  the  vile  purpose  of  a  sign, 
Aud  give  the  demigod  a  shrine  ^ 

s  The  Master  of  the  Rolls,  for  whom  he  had 
cleaned  a  picture,  and  given  .some  drapery  to  the 
figure  of  Omphale. 

3  Vide  the  imcriptlba  on  Newton's  monument  in 
Westminster  Abbey. 


Rrst  o'er-  his  venerable  head 
The  most  resplendent  gold  I  spread  r 
This  obvious  and  apparent  hint 
Bespeaks  him  master  of  the  mint  K 
Next  (that  the  hero  might  be  plao'd 
To  show  his  genius  and  my  taste)- 
An  insulated  building's  top 
Affords  his  contemplation  scope. 
No  walls  his  active  eye  f  imprison  f 
No  trees  to  intercept  th'  horizon ; 
Prevent  the  planets  path  to  trace,' 
And  speculate  on  time  and  space. 
Here  be  he  fixt  till  restless  love 
Of  knowledge  instigates  to  move. 
To  depths  where  Nature  gives  to  viev 
Her  treasures  to  the  chosen  few. 
For  as  he  proves  that  all  things  tend 
By  their  own  nature  to  descend, 
He,  by  the  hws  of  gravitation. 
May  gain  a  more  convenient  station. 
From  whence  his  all-exploring  eye. 
In  nature's  secrets  best  may  pry. 
There  uodiscover'd  yet,  may  fin^ 
The  hidden  origin  of  wind : 
And,  trac'd  from  their  mysteriopasoaroe^ 
Detect  the  fountains  in  their  course ; 
With  curious  observation,  mark  well 
How  gushing  waters  foam  and  sparkle  ; 
Compare  their  lustre  as  they  pass 
With  hues  of  the  prismatic  glass : 
Till,  yielding  now  to  his  inquiries. 
The  yet  impenetrable  Iris, 
ShaU  all  the  various  colours  show. 
That  decorate  her  wond'rons  bow. 


TO  A  LADY 
WHO  WAS  VERY  HANDSOBOB, 

AND  BIS  ASKBD  T8B  AOTBOR  HIS  OranOV  OP  fIB 

'wrrcH  or  SNOoa. 

Dear  madam. 

You  honoured  me  with  your  com- 
mands to  give  you  the  most  complete  idea  of  the 
Witch  of  Endor ;— I  can  find  no  way  to  do  it  so  ex- 
actly, as  by  recommending  to  you  to  look  in  tbe 
glass.  You  will  see  t^  this  how  much  I  am, 
your  devoted  humble  servant, 

R.  O.  C411BI1MI. 


A  CURIOUS  lady  bids  me  send  her. 

My  notions  of  the  witch  of  Endor ; 

And  I  her  person  to  describe  well. 

Shall  trust  to  nothing  but  the  bibtOi 

For  little  shall  I  mind  Delany, 

Who  only  writes  to  entertain  ye. 

Much  less  the  poet  or  tbe  painter. 

Who  both  with  age  and  wrinkles  taint  her, 

While  each  for  half-a-crawn  would  saint  bet» 

But  I,  who  from  my  earliest  youth 

Have  never  writ  or  spoke  but  trutti^ 

^  Sir  baac  Newton  waa  aitttv  of  Iho  afaiL 
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Win  skoir  her  ttmits  from  the  Scripture, 
Of  which  they  wantonly  have  stripped  her. 
Ttaeie  job  will  find  no  word  of  her  age 
But  ffloch  of  her  address  and  oourage ; 
m»  when  she  sa«  the  dasUrd  Saul 
So  weakened  by  his  fright  and  fall, 
Diitnay'd  with  griesly  ghost  of  saint, 
With  tapours  and  with  hunger  funt ; 
Slie  woaU  not  do  him  good  by  half. 
So  bakM  her  bread  and  kilPd  her  calf: 
The  time  was  short ;  the  bread  was  hot; 
No  jeasc  or  leaven  to  be  got : 
The  veal,  tbo*  fat.  could  not  be  tender.— 
^Bttt  for  the  gen'rous  Maid  of  Endor, 
Adora*d  with  each  eng|aging  quality 
To  ornament  her  hospitality, 
Good  sense,  good  humour,  truly  ricH  in« 
It  most  be  own'd  she  was  bewitching. 


A    PARODY 

Of 

ACHILLESP  SPEECH* 
tort's  HOKit,  BOOK  narr,  tun  309. 

Oecssioned  by  the  author  hearing  of  a  eleigymaii, 
who,  in  a  violent  fit  of  anger,  threw  his  wig  into 
the  fire,  and  tuined  hit  son  oat  of  doon. 

"  Now  by  this  sacred  perriwig  1  evear. 
Which  never  more  shall  locks  or  rin^^  bear, 
WUch  never  more  shall  ibrm  the  smart  tonpee, 
foic>d  from  its  parent  head,— (as  thon  tnm  me)  ; 
Once  twas  live  hair ;  now  fbrm'd  by  th*  artist's 
It  aids  the  labours  of  the  sacred  band;  [band^ 

Adds  to  the  vicar*s  brow  a  decent  grace. 
And  pouts  a  glory  round  his  rev'roid  ftice. 
By  this  I  swear,  when  thou  shalt  ask  agam 
My  doom  to  enter,  thou  shalt  ask  in  vain.*' 
He  spot»,  and  furions  with  indignant  ire 
Horl'd  the  vast  hairy  texture  on  the  fire ; 
Then  sternly  silent  sate--the  active  flame 
Remorsdem  wastes  the  soft  and  tender  frame: 
Writhed  to  ami  fro  coasumes  the  tortured  hair, 
And  k)st  in  smoke  attenuates  to  air. 


Now  by  thb  sacred  sceptre  hear  me  swear, 
Whieh  never  more  shall  leaves  or  blossoms  bear  ; 
Which  sever'd  from  the  trunk  (as  i  from  thee,) 
On  the  bare  mountains  left  its  parent  tree ; 
This  sceptre  form'd  by  tempeed  steel  to  prove 
An  ensign  of  the  delegates  of  Jove, 
Prom  whom  the  power  of  laws  and  justice  springs, 
(Tkemendous  oath  !  inviolate  to  kings,) 
By  this  I  swear,  when  bleedmg  Greece  again 
Shell  call  Achilles,  she  shall  call  in  vam. 

He  spoke,  and  fkirioos  hurl'd  against  the  ground 
His  sceptre,  starr'd  with  golden  studs  around. 
Then  stamly  silent  mte— with  like  disdib 
The  laginf  king  wtuni'd  hit  firowns  agmn. 


^97 
Ut  sceptrum  hoc  (dextri  sceplnim  nam  Ibito 

Nunqfuam  f roode  levi  fundet  virgnlta  nee  umbras : 
Cum  semel  in  sylvis  imo  de  sthrpe  recisum 
Matre  caret,  posmtque  comas  et  brachia  ferro  t 
Olim  arbos,  nunc  arttficis  menus  sere  deooro 
Inclusit,  patribusque  dedit  gestare  Latinis. 

Virg.  ASneid.  lib.  xiL  1.  206. 


A    PARODY 

OM 

DEATH  AND  THE  LADY; 

m  A  niALOODB   BBTWBSM   LORO  HOETR  AKO  LOt» 

samdwich:   . 

Written  extempore,  and^Moariooed  by  Lord  Sand- 
wich's exaggerated  praise  of  that  compositioDf 
and  his  defying  Mr.  Cambridge,  in  a  laige  com- 
pany, to  produce  any  thing  of  equal  merit.    ' 

.  WriUen  about  th$  Ytar  1780. 

Loan  NORTH* . 

pROun  lord  of  fleets,  lay  your  commission  down. 
And  walk  a  private  man.about  the  town. 
I  now  resume  the  shining  post  I  gave  ye. 
And  you  no  more  must  lord  it  o'er  the  navy. 

Loan  SAHDWICB. 

What  bold  attempt  is  this ;  will  you,  my  lord. 
Presume  to  threat  or  move  me  from  my  board  ? 
Must  I,  lord  Sandwich,  yield  to  your  decree, 
Because  you're  bigger  round  the  waist  than  me^ 

tORD  V0RTH« 

Reply  not  to  me  with  a  catch-dub  jest. 
And  know  the  man  with  whom  you  dam  contest. 
Play  not  with  my  superior  power  and  worth  ; 
My  rank  is  premier,  and  my  name  is  North. 

LORD  SAMDWICH. 

Thy  power  and  woitii  are  not  to  me  unknown; 
But  still  I  think  more  highly  of  my  own : 
For  while  the  fleet  is  my  peculiar  care, 
I  awe  the  French,  the  Spaniard,  and  lord  mayor. 


Fair  lady,  lay  your  costly  robes  aside. 
No  longer  shall  you  glory  in  your  pride  ; 
Take  leave  of  ev'ry  carnal  vain  delight, 
I'm  come  to  summon  you  away  to  night. 

LAST. 

What  bold  attempt  is  this  ?  pray  let  me  know. 
From  whence  you  come  and  whither  I  must  go  ; 
Must  I,  a  lady,  yield  to  stoop  and  bow. 
To  such  a  pale-fac'd  visage?  Whoartthou? 

niATH. 

Doyounotknowme?  Well;  PUtell  you  then, 
Tis  I  that  conquer  all  the  sons  of  men : 
No  pitch  of  honour  from  my  dart  is  free; 
My  munsisDenthi  iMveyoaiiothMidof  me) 
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lOKD  NORTH* 

Great  is  your  power^  bat  greater  my  cooiiiiaiKl ; 
Youpfestheoiky;  but  I  tax  the  land  $ 
And,  as  my  various  features  smile  or  pout, 
So  sure  this  man  comes  in,  and  that  goes  oat 

LORD  SANDWICH. 

The  brave  with  tyrant  ministers  contests ; 
Instead  of  speeches  now  I'll  write  protesU ; 
Call  back  the  thunderstruck  seceding  crew. 
Instead  of  going  out,  Til  turn  out  you. 

Loan  NORTH. 

Call  not  for  them,  their  skill  will  never  do, 
They  know  what  His  to  starve  j  anclso  shall  you. 
ril  hear  no  more,  Vm  summon'd  by  the  king  ^ 
And  so— you  may  protest,  or  speak,  or  sing. 


Yes ;  I  have  heard  of  thee  time  after  time  ; 
But  being  in  the  glory  of  my  prime, 
I  did  not  think  you.  wou'd  have  caird  so  soon. 
What!  must  my  morning  sun  go  down  at  noon? 


Talk  not  of  noon ;  you  may  as  well  be  mute ; 
It  is  no  longer  time  for  to  dispute; 
Your  riches,  jewels,  gold,  and  garments  leave. 
Your  house  and  land  must  aU  new  masters  have. 

LADT. 

Come  all  you  learned  doctors  try  your  skill ; 
And  let  not  Death  of  me  obtam  his  will ; 
Prepare  your  cordials,  let  me  comfort  find ; 
My  gold  shall  fly  like  chaff  before  the  wind. 

DEATH. 

Call  not  for  them ;  their  skill  will  never  do ; 
They  are  but  mortals  here  as  well  as  you  ; 
Mine  is  a  fatal  stroke,  my  dart  is  sure ; 
That  wound  I  now  wQl  give— «nd  none  shall  core. 


JIN  INVITATION 

TO  A  BALL  AT  LADY  COOP£R*S: 

warxTBN  ar  sxa  cair  coona,  1781  j 

And  occasioned  by  Mr.  Cambridge  havuig  spoken 
in  admiration  of  the  dutchessofDevonshhe. 

Evia  a  just  and  elegant  Spectator 
Of  beauty,  grace,  and  all  the  charms  of  nature. 
Your  moral  wit  with  Addison  mS^  share 
The  trust  of  GusrdtW  to  the  British  lair : 
With  you  conversing  with  delight  we  feel 
You  could  with  perfect  ease  out  TatUr  Steele : 
You've  writ  the  best  things  m  the  ^orlif,  and  sure 
Your  taste  surpasses  for  the  Connouieur  : 
A  Hambler  too  you'ire  been,  and  like^tbe  See, 
Gather>d  sweet  spoils  finom  e^ry  fiow'r  and  tree. 
At  last  you  tarn  AdoentitrtT^  and  fly 
Too  near  thft  ilaiM  of  DevaHbirePs  bright  eye. 


That  chaimmg  iiame  whose  aninating  ray 
Would  tempt  e>en  Dssdalus  to  soar  astray : 
Again  your  wings  to  bum  you  seem  V  aspirei 
You  are  no  child,  and  do  not  dread  the  fiie. 
But,  ah!  beware  the foble's fatal  end. 
And  e're  too  late  take  cautiou  from  a  finead : 
Come  hither  with  your  Icarus  and  try 
A  flight  together  ia-our  middle  sky ; 
That  region  has  its  stars;  tho'  not  so  bright. 
They  shed  a  milder  and  a  safer  light 


ANSWER. 

TouVb  dress'd  me  out  in  borrowed  rags  and  tatters 
Of  Ramblers,  Ouardians,  Tatlers,  and  Spectators; 
You've  given  me  wings  to  fly  from  polo  to  pole, 
"  With  thoughts  beyond  the  reaches  of  my  souL'* 
To  claims  like  these  Pve  not  the  least  pretence. 
Resume  them  all,  and  grant  me  Common  Sense  K 


PROGRESS  OF  LIBERTY. 

Written  in  the  Year  1790. 

What  progress  does  liberty  make  ev'ry  week ! 
How  quick  from  Versailles  has  she  reached  Maiti- 

niqne! 
And  so  soon  will  her  power  all  the  Indies  sobdoe, 
We  shall  see  her  dominion  extend  to  Peru ; 
For  now  to  her  standard  so  great  the  resort  is. 
Her  conquesU  she's  sprending  mnch  qaiefcer  than 

Corteb 
At  the  rate  she  goes  on,  she  will  soon  be  povest 
Of  all  hearts  that  too  long  have  been  bUtos  m  the 

West  {ocean- 

Then  eastward  she'll  bend — 'tis  bni  crossing  the 
And  she'll  put  the  poissardes  of  Mbroooo  in  0^)1100. 
Now,  turning  Algiers,  and  the  kingdoms  piratical. 
Into  popular  bofougfas  and  states  democratk^l ; 
In  Egypt,  a  new  constitation  ani  laws 
Shall  end  the  oontentioo  of  bqrs  and  faashawi. 
But  how  shall  she  pass  by  the  strict  Daidanelle } 
How  teach  such  inveterate  slaves  to  rebel } 
How  impress  on  tlie  children  of  predestination 
Those  maxims  which  tend  to  such  strange  refocma- 
That  t3rranny  turn  to  a  free  common-weal,    [tion  ? 
To  ^tats-g6n6reaux,  and  a  hotel-de-ville  ? 
How  make  the  vizier  such  a  poor  renegade, 
As  to  change  his  three  tails  for  a  christian  cockade } 
Should  Constantinople  embraoe  the  idea. 
Sure  nothing  will  easier  yield  than  CrinMa  ; 
For  we  know  thai  the  n^^  Tartarian  cham, 
Submitted  to  Russia,  as  meek  as  a  lamb  1 
Content  to  resign  on  the  very  fini  notice. 
Bag  and  baggage  he  sail'do'er  the  Palus  Hseotis. 
From  the  Crim',  the  divinity  lands  at  Oosakow, 
Then  hey!  for  her  fevoorite  veto  at  Craoow  I 
Jf  she  meet,  m  her  rood,  hypeiborean  Kate, 
She  may  chance  to  persuade  that  sublime  antocrate, 
'Ere  she  quits  this  vain  world,  to  adopt  her  opinions. 
And  present  her  to  all  her  extensive  dominions. 

1  Another   periodical  paper,   which  Sir  Orey 
omitted. 
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^m 


Nov  in  htfte  ovar  Sweden   and   Denmafk   she 

waadera. 
To  fee  bow  ber  pupils  are  acting  m  Flanders, 
ftom  tbence  to  Great  Britain  she  traTeb  with  speed. 
And,  perch'd  on  the  pillar  in  famed  Riinnymead, 
She  surreys  the  whole  island^  and  finds  it  in  awe 
Of  no  pow'r  upon  Earth,  but  of  justice  and  law  ; 
With  no  wrongs  to  redress,  and  no  rights  toYestore; 
She  has  all  sKe  can  wish,  and  she  asks  for  no  more. 


ON  SKSIIIC  THIS  HOtTO  TO  A  niNCH  FAFia: 
KJUB    ST    9IC0BVM     OT    PBO    YATRU    MOftL 

Writien  in  the  Year  1793. 

To  ^  fbr  one's  country,  1  grant  is  decohim. 
To  establish  the  rights  of  ihahldnd  br  r^stm^^em. 
Bat  I  first  must  be  sure  of  my  fitcts  efe  I  fiiU  see 
That  the  fiste  of  the  bleeding  Parisians  is  dulce. 
Blost  men  with  poor  Agag  agree  that  'tia  **  bitter," 
And  fornrencbmen  I  find  'tis  an  epithet  fitter. 
Rare  they  died  like  the  heroes  of  Rome  or  of 

Greece? 
Na^They  sufier  their  fiite  from  another's  caprice. 
And  when  not  in  th^  humour  to  die,  they  are  mar- 
tyr'd;  [and  quarter'd. 

So,  without  their  consent,  they  are  hangM,  drawn. 
As  a  tax  it  is  frequently  levied ;  but  no  man 
Has  made  a  free  gift  of  his  life  like  a  Roman. 
Their  zealoua  compatriots  have  saved  them  the 

labour; 
Each  man  is  so  busy  in  hanging  his  neighbour. 
Which  has  made  the  mere  mob  such  expert  under- 
takers, 
By  performing  the  fnneFal  rites  of  the  bakers. 
To  die,  in  fine  language,  is  noble  and  specious. 
Bat  who  dies  like  a  Paulus  ^  a  Curtius  or  Decios, 
Devoted  for  Rome?  or  the  Theban  Mensseius^  ? 
Let  me  see  soeh  examples  of  virtue,  before  I 
Acknowledge  tis  dulce  pro  patria  mori. 
Bot  lest  you  should  think  that  I  talk  like  a  toiy. 
Of  livy  and  Tacitus  read  the  history : 
Examine  the  tales  which  they  tell  for  their  glory, 
And  you'll  find  that  of  France  a  quite  different  stoiy. 


TO  A  FRIEND, 
WHO  WAS  A  GREAT  ASTRONOMER, 

UCOmnilDIMG  THE  BEARER  AS  A  PROPER  PERSON  TO 
TAKE   CARE   OP   HIS   COWS. 

Old  Ovid  telfo  (as  I  and  yon  know) 

A  tale  of  Jupiter  and  Juno : 

^e,  jealous  hussy,  thought  her  cows 

Were  &tal  to  his  marriage  vows ; 

And,  swallowing  ev'ry  gossip's  lies. 

Beset  him  with  the  strangest  spies : 

Old  Argus  with  his  hundred  eyes. 

With  two  he  slept,  and  watchM  with  four; 

The  rsscal  ogled  witii  a  score. — 

1  fc  Animseqoe  magnss 

Prodrgrnm  Paulom.  Hor. 

^  Henscius— edito  oracnlo  largitus  est  patriss 

saum  sangoinem.  Qcero  Tntc. 


Well,  but  to  leave  the  ancient  stery. 
How  is  it  in  the  case  before  ye  ? 
Yonr  rooted  passion  for  your  cows. 
Disturbs  the  quiet  of  your  spouse : 
This  youth,  I  pn^hesy,  she'll  find 
A  fhithful  Argus  to  her  mind ; 
Whose  vigilance  and  care  supplies 
The  want  of  number  in  his  eyes. 
While  you,  so  practised  to  survey. 
Thro'  Storer's  ^  glass,  the  milky  way. 
Shall  there  find  out  a  proper  station. 
To  form  a  splendid  constellation ; 
When  you  and  Joe,  your  wife  and  cow. 
Shall  leave  your  dairy  here  below. 


A  FREE  TRANSLATION  OF  BOILEAU; 

BPIST.  1.  L.  61. 
APPLlCnTO  THfc  IlkMODBRATB  AWkmOll  OP  f«AMCB« 

Written  in  the  Year  1801 '. 

Thus  of  Pyrrhus,  inquired  his  old  tutor  and  friend: 
TbeK  elephants,  soldiers,  and  ships,  to  wbat  out  ? 

PTRtHUS. 

To  the  siege;  for  Fve  oft'  been  invited  to  come. 
And  with  glory  to  conquer  all-conquering  Rome. 

TUTOR. 

I  agree  that  great  glory  from  thence  would  ensue. 

And  tis  worthy  alone  Alexander  or  you. 

After  such  an  exploit,  there's  no  more  to  be  done,— • 

PYRRHUS. 

Ye»—thecountries  that  border  oo  Rome  must  be  woo. 

TUTOR. 

Any  more  ?  Ptr.  Don't  you  see  Syracuse  is  so  neaiw 

•     TUTOR. 

Any  more  ?  Pyi«  Oive  me  that,  and  to  Garthage  I 


Now  I  see,  you're  resolved  to  be  master  of  all. 
The  near  and  the  distent,  the  great  and  the  small ; 
And  I  plainly  perceive  yott  will  not  be. at  rest, 
Till  you've  tried  all  the  East,  when  you've  conquer'd 

the  West. 
So  Egypt  is  yours.    Your  ambition  then  ranges. 
And  bears  you  away  to  the  Tigris  and  Ganges, 
But  when  crown'd  with  success  and  with  glory  yon 

tire  us, 
What's  left  to  be  done,  when  retum'd  to  Epirus  } 


Why  to  feast  oo  good  cheer,  and  good  liquor  to  quaff: 
And,  forgeitting  our  labouni,  to  sit  down  and  laugh. 


Then  why  should  we  travel  to  Egypt  and  Rome  ? 
Who  forbids  us  to  laugh  without  stirring  fWxn  home? 


^  A  celebrated  optician. 

<  Tha  author  was  then  in  his  85tb  year* 
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EPIGRAMS. 


ID  CINEREM  AUT  MANES  CREDIS  CURARE 
SEPULTOS. 

Vifto. 

Thus  FUvia  exclaim'd,  wbeo  beboldng  the  coffiay 
Which  her  dear  loving  spouse  to  the'abtey  went  off  io; 
**  And  why  might  not  1,  like  the  Bruniny  dames, 
I^eap  to  his  dear  arms,  through  the  midst  of  the 

flames ; 
Here,  Jenny,  go  send  for  a  load  of  dry  fimgots  ;— 
Bat  hold !— They  may  say  these  are  whimsies  or 

mapots. 
Would  it  give  his  dear  manes  the  smallest  concern  } 
Would  his  ashes  be  much  discomposed  in  their  urn  } 
If  I  say  with  St  Paul  <  Better  many  than  bom.' 


ON  MEETINQ  AT  MR.  OAR&lCK*S 

AS  AUTHOR  VaaV  SHABBILY  DRISIBD  IN  AN  OLD 
▼BLVrr  WAISTCOAT,  OH  WHICH  BB  HAD  SBWIS  SM- 
BBOIDBar  OF  A  LATBB  BATE. 

TnBB  waistooats,  in  three  distant  ages  bom. 
The  bard  with  fiided  lustre  did  adorn. 
The  first  in  veWet's  figured  pride  surpast; 
The  next  in  broidery :  in  both  the  last 
His  purse  and  fancy  could  no  further  go. 
To  make  a  third  he  join'd  the  former  two. 


QVtXrS  DEATH. 

Thy  death  shall  provide  us  a  genersl  treat. 
At  this  critical  epoch  all  creatures  shall  eat 
To  thy  tomb  each  Toradous  insect  shall  haste. 
In  thine  entrails  to  batten  t  luxurious  repast  I 
Kay  the  worm  be  foU-goigd  in  thy  liYer  and  heart : 
Mayst  thou  surfeit  the  grub  with  some  delicate  part : 
May  the  poet  too  dine,  who  adorns  thee  with  vene. 
And  drunk  be  the  parson  who  prays  by  thy  herse  K 


ACTEON  NO  CUCKOLD. 

I  nb'bb  can  agree  on 

The  tale  of  Acteoo, 
With  a  moral  so  much  misapplied ; 

As  by  wits  who  suppose. 

They  may  class  him  with  those, 
^ho  hare  erPd  in  the  choice  of  a  bride. 

But  Diana  vndrest. 

Was  too  tempting  a  jest. 
To  be  lost  on  so  curious  a  wag  ; 

So  the  goddess  in  wrath 

Leap'd  out  of  the  bath. 
And  tum'd  the  rash  youth  to  a  stag. 

1  And  fot  be  the  gander  who  feeds  on  thy  grave. 

Bath  Guide. 

The  last  line  alludes  to  a  story  told  of  a  clergy- 
man, who  disgraced  himself  and  his  profession  by 
liaTd  drinking,  and  who  boasted,  that  at  a  supper 
after  Thomson's  funersi,  he  left  Quin  drunk  under 
tte  taUe,  whilst  ha  was  able  to  walk  home 


IMITATION  OF  SHAKESP£AR. 

Thbbb  is  a  honey-moon  in  works  of  taste. 
Which  gazed  on  for  a  while,  grows  foil  and  ^lendtd; 
But  in  the  wane  is  wasting  to  obscurity. 
Shorn  of  its  beams  by  wanton  criticism. 
Or  hourly  fedmg  through  satiety. 


THE  HmORIAN  IN  LOVE: 

AN  nmoMPiVy 

ON  THB  AUTHOa  S8BINO  HtS  DAUOaTBB  BBAOnfO  TBI 
LIFB  OF  BIB.  OIBBOM,  JUST  APTBB  SBB  BAD  BUS 
ASSISTING  LADY  NBWDIOATB  IN  A  CflAEriY  fOB 
niSTBBSSBD  RIBBON  WBAVBBS. 

Now  Charlotte  has  done  with  theNewdigate  ribboo, 
She  gives  all  her  leisure  to  lumhiouB  Qtbbon, 
Who  laments  bow  m  Oxford  the  colleges  stunk 
Of  mild  ale,  and  the  pipes  of  the  indolent  monL 
Then  soon  as  the  stripling  grew  up  to  a  man. 
He  relates  the  reception  he  met  at  Lausanne^ 
He  begins  with  the  learned  and  ends  with  the  6ir, 
— ^He  saw,  and  he  loved— 'twas  an  object  so  raie, 
That  all  gifts  she  possest  both  of  nature  and  art, 
And  she  oflSsr'd  her  lover  a  virtuous  heart       [her, 
So  he  wish'd  to  go  back  to  the  mountains  to  th«n^ 
But  be  heard,  in  his  absence,  she'd  married  s 
banker  >• 


OCCASIONED  BY  TVB  CONDUCT   OP  YHB    PBBNCN  TO- 
WARDS THB  POn  IN  TBB  YEAR   l794b 

In^  times  of  old,  at  war's  imperious  call, 
England  has  oft  "  robb'd  Peter  to  pay  Paul" 
France,  her  enormous  reckoning  to  defray, 
Peter  has  robb'd,  but  Paul  will  never  pay. 


ON  SBBINO  A  DBCBNT-tOOKINO  YOVNO  WOMAN  COMB 
SOWN  A  STAIRCASB  IN  CLBMBNTS-IMN: 

A  PARODY  OP  J4KB  SKOEB'S  SPBECN. 

Act  Ist  Scene  the  last 

Tes  !  man,  that  lawless  libertine,  may  sin 
In  ev'ry  corner  of  St  Clement  VInn. 
But  woman  !  if  she  clamber  in  the  daik 
The  vice- worn  staircase  of  some  lawyer's  deik, 
A  writ  of  errour  blots  her  spotless  name  ; 
A  habeas  corpus  ever  damns  her  feme. 


1  This  banker  was  Mons.  Neckar,  ite  supplaolel 
the  historian  in  the  lady's  afibcUons  daring  kit 
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TO  A  YOUNO  FRIEND^ 

Who  eompUmed  of  one  relitioo  who  gave  late 
bfCikluli  OD  aocoant  of  long  prayers,— and  of 
amtber  who  gave  bad  dinnera. 

On  gbortly  gnidefl,  to  Haav^  who  point  the  way, 
Enjoin  thii  golden  precept— Fut  and  piay. 
Hov  well,  O  pkmt  youth,  thy  days  are  pass*d. 
Who  pmy  with  Saoctos  and  witti  Parens  fast. 


LINBS  GIVEN  ESCTEMPORE 
TO  Mcroa  MOUSEY,  rersiciAK  to  chbusa 

BOSPITAt, 


VpQQhis 


that  the  Scribleriad 
and  talked  ot 


DiAK  doctor,  did  yon  erer  hear  I  had 

Sopiqoed  myself  on  the  Scribleriad, 

jyii  efery  pensioner  of  Chelsea, 

The  learning  and  the  wit  should  well  fee  ; 

Eooogh  lor  me  if  only  one  see. 

Bat  let  that  one  be  doctor  Bfoosey. 


THE  FOLLOWING  FRENCH  LINES 

Bei^pilt  mto  Mr.  C^nbridge*s  hand,  by  a  firiend 
who  seemed  somewhat  too  partial  to  this  species 
of  Fiench  writing,  be  was  induced  to  translate 
them,  for  the  sake  of  introducing  the  two  con- 
dodinglnes,  which  expose  the  &lse  wit,  and  give 
ajust  ridicule  to  the  idea  of  dying  for  love. 

QoAmTons  venez  dans  ces  vergen 
Voyes  les  meux  que  vous  y  foites : 
Vot  yens  foot  mourir  les  bergers» 
Et  fotre  gozier  les  fonyettes ; 
Qui  Santera  done  le  printems, 

I  il  n'y  a  plus  d'oiseau  ni  d'amans. 


Eadi  shepherd  falls  a  victim  to  your  eye, 
Tlniirdl^  your  notes  the  birds  for  envy  die; 
Heoeefoith  in  deserts  must  you  sing  alone. 
When  all  the  lovers  and  the  bards  are  gone. 
Yet  some  bGnd  bard  may  strike  the  social  string; 
Aal  adc^mghtingale  hi  safety  sing. 


ON  SUIKO  A  TAnSTRT  CHAXE-BOTTOM  BIAUTiyUlLr 
WOEKfiO  BY  BIS  DAUOATBa  FOE  MES.  HOUlOTn. 

WriHen  in  tkg  Ytar  1793. 

Whxlb  Holroyd  may  boast  of  her  beautiful  bottom, 
I  think  of  what  numberless  ills  may  bespot  'em  ;- 
'Us  true  they're  intended  for  clean  petticoats; 
But  beware  of  th'  intrusion  of  bold  Sanculottes ; 
Who  regardless  of  Charlotte's  most  elegant  stitchet^ 
May  rudely  sit  down  without  linen  or  breeches : 
Would  you  know  from  what  quarter  the  mischief 

may  come, 
When  the  batt'ry's  unmask'd  then  bewara  of  th* 

bomb. 


A  NOTE  TO  THE  AXrraOR.     ' 

ATcAiireh,  or  at  Bushy,  your  sabbath  d'ye  ^>end, 
Yoor  mind  to  regale  or  your  morals  to  mend  f 
If  the  former,  I  leave  you  the  devil  to  cheat; 
If  the  laitw,  1  beg  to  have  part  of  the  twat 

HIS  ANSWER. 
Wit  your  foidship  is  now  so  impatient  to  search, 
tf  I'm  pattiiig  my  bom  with  the  state  or  the 

cfanrch, 
I  vm  poBled^-lmt  now  I  paroeive,  on  the  whole, 
to  joa  grt  bat  my  aews,  yo«  don't  care  for  my  soul. 


A  TRANSLATION 

OP  TBB  POLLOWtNO  EPIORAM  IN  THB  BTOIT 
COLLECTION. 

AOTKIAAl'OT. 
M2f»'AM»X««*iAK<^<>^(y«i^*^«^f,    ^ 


As. 


•was  stepping  out  of  bed. 


A  lurking  mouse  he  spies ; 
And  thus,  alarm'd  with  sudden  dread. 

Aloud  to  Tony  cries : 
Tony  make  haste — ^the  trap  prepare— 

I  see  the  faseal  dodging.— 
Friend,  quoth  the  mouse,  yow  need  not  fear» 

I  oome  but  for  a  lodging  ; 
Nor  plant  that  dreadful  engine  there. 

To  catch  me  by  the  neck  fost ; 
For  surely  I  had  ne'er  come  here. 

If  I  had  wanted  breakfast. 


VERSES 

ASDEBSSBD  AT  VAElOtfS 
TO 

R.  6.  CAMBRIDGE,  ESQ. 


BY  HENRY  BERKLEY,  ESQ. 

mitUn  oiout  the  Year  1W9. 

Carmum  suit  dfeenda  neget  quii  ciflnuiaG^o? 

Virg. 


Tbo'  all  the  rilly  wortd,  my  ««*, 
Thy  manMVB,  and  thy  life  < 
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Nor  envy's  telf  would  grudge  to  tweer 

Tboa'rt  hauett,  opeo,  tad  finoere  $ 

11f  tmeperfaspsmproee;  bottben 

In  vene  thon'rt  clean  another  man : 

OenerouB  in  all  things  else,  and  free, 

A  very  jew  in  poetrj. 

Par  who  bnt  Sbylock  (with  a  store 

That  makes  all  other  pWty  poor, 
>  A  toach  like  Midas  that  re^nes 

All  subjects  straight  to  sterling  lines) 

Would  not  unrecompensed  bestow 

Those  riches  which  so  freely  flow, 

Bpther  than  poorly  condescend 

T*  accept  vile  usance  from  a  friend, 

"^ich  be,  I'm  sure,  must^l  to  give. 

And  you  unsatisfied  receive  ? 
Ask  verse  of  him  who  knows  to  sing. 

His  well-tun'd  lyie  bid  Davies  bring  ^, 
And  boldly  strike  the  docile  string ; 

Drawn  by  the  pow'r  of  that  sweet  sound  *, 

The  list'ning  herds  shall  gaze  around  ; 

Whilst  from  the  deep  and  oozy  bed 

Sabine  reaia  ber  awefiil  head. 

And,  as  his  notes  harmonious  glide. 

Forgets  to  roll  her  ample  tide. 

Ah,  Cambridge !  may  tb^  cbatt'ring  pie 

With  Philomela's  music  vie. 

Then  shall  be  beard  my  Clio's  tongue^     ^  ^ 

Where  you  and  Davies  deign  a  song. 

Mine's  but  a  lame  and  sullen  Muse, 
A  Flemish  frow  in  wooden  shoes. 
Scarce  once  a  lustre  smiles,  and  then 
Most  people  think  she  does  but  grin. 
However  when  she's  in  the  vein  9, 
I  thank  my  stars,  and  ease  my  brain  i 
But  if  she  frown,  why  farmrdi  she 
With  all  her  medley  trumpery. 
With  all  her  fuflami,  forced  conceit, 
And  limping  rhimes,  and  would-be  wit  t 
Pm  carfiess  when,  or  how  she  goes, 
Content  with  truth  and  bumble  proea. 
Yet ««««««  if  kind  Jove  to  day  «, 
Deoend  in  turtle  amd  tokay. 
To  morrow  o'er  a  chop  at  DollyVi 
Galls  gluttony  the  wont  of  fbllies ; 
80  you,  with  dainties  doyed  at  home. 
For  change  to  me  full  wisely  come ; 
My  homely  board  shall  set  yon' rights  ' 

Shall  whet  your  blunted  appetite. 
Restore  your  judgment  to  its  tone. 
And  teach  you  how  to  prize  your  own. 

1  A  friend  of  the  author  and  of  Mr.  Cambridge, 
who  was  a  very  elegant  poet 

s  Immemor  heibamm  qnos  est  nsiratf  jovenca, 
£t  mutata  suos  requierunt  flumina  cursus. 

Viig.Bc8. 

*  Lando  manentem.    Si  oeleies  qoatit 
Pennas  resigno  quss  d^dit  et  me4 
Virtute  me  involvo  probamque. 
Fsauperien  line  dote  qoAro. 

Lib.  3.  Hor.  Od.  89 

Wnpitar  et  l»to  4HeM0t  pkiiMs  iabri* 

Viif  .  Ec  7. 


V  B  B8BS 
LEFT  ON  A  PEDESTAL 

BERKATH    A    aOW     OF    EtMS     IH     Btt.    CAMSUDGt'i 

aaoovos,  1760  h 

Ye  green  hair'd  nymphs,  whom  P»n  allows  «» 
To  guard  from  harm  these  favour'd  boughs : 
Ye  blue.^ed  Naiads  of  the  stroam. 
That  soothe  the  warm  poetic  dream ; 
Ye  elves  and  spr^bts,  that,  throoging  round. 
When  midnight  darkens  all  the  ground. 
In  antic  measures  ooeontrol'd. 
Your  fairy  sports  and  ravels  huld. 
And  up  and  down  where'er  ye  pass. 
With  many  a  ringlet  print  the  grass ; 
If  e'er  the  bard  bath  hati'd  your  powwr 
At  mom's  grey  dawn  or  evening  hour. 
If  e'er  by  moon-light  on  the  plain. 
Your  ears  have  imight  th'  enrapturad  strain. 
From  every  aow'ret's  velvet  head. 
From  reverend  Tbames's  oozy  bed, 
From  these  moss'd  elms,  where  prison>d  deepu 
Conceal'd  from  hiiman  eyes  ye  sleep; 
If  these  your  haunts  be  worth  your  care. 
Awake,  arise,  and  hear  my  prayer ! 
O  banish  from  this  peaceful  plain, 
The  peijur'd  nymph,  the  faithless  swain  ; 
The  stubborn  heart,  that  scorns  to  bow. 
And  harsh  refects  the  honest  vow ; 
The  fop,  who  wounds  the  virgin's  car. 
With  aught  that  sense  would  blush  to  I 
Or  &lse  to  honour,  mean  and  vain, 
De&mes  the  worth  he  cannot  stain : 
The  light  coquet,  with  various  art. 
Who  casts  her  net  for  every  heart. 
And,  smiling,  flatters  to  the  chase. 
Alike  the  worthy  and  the  base : 
The  dame,  who,  proud  of  virtuous  praise. 
Is  happy  if  a  sister  strays. 
And  conscious  of  unsullied  fame. 
Delighted  spreads  the  tale  of  tbaine. 
But  far,  O  banish'd  far  be  they, 

Who  Hear,  unmoved,  the  orphan*s  cir. 
Who  'see,  nor  wish  to  wipe  away. 
The  tear  that  swells  the  widow's  eye. 
The  unloving  man,  whose  narrow- mind 
Disdains  to  feel  for  human  kind. 
At  other's  bliss,  whose  cheek  ne'er  glows. 
Whose  breast  ne'er  throbs  with  other's  woes. 
Whose  hoarded  sum  of  private  joys  .... 
His  private  care  alone  destroys  .  .  . 
Ye  ^iries,  east  yoor  spells  around. 
And  guard  from  such  this  hallow'd  ground  f 

But  welcome  all,  who  sigh  with  truth. 
Each  constant  maid  and  fiuthful  youth, 

i^.OwnbiMga  owjer  kamed  who  was  Iht  an- 

thor  of  these  elegant  verses.. 

«  The  first  line  is  borrowed  from  an  Ode  by  Mr. 
Muon,  published  b  Dodsley's  collection. 

Note  by  the  anther. 
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Wham  nratiial  love  alone  hath  joinMy 
(Sweet  unkm  of  the  willinff  mind ! ) 
Hearts  pair'd  above,  not  meanly  loldy 
law-licensed  pnetitntes  for  gold.  • 

And  welcome  thrice,  and  thrice  again. 
The  chosen  few,  the  worthy  train. 
Whose  steady  feet,  untaai^t  to  stray. 
Still  tiead  where  virtue  points  the  way ; 
Whose  Bonis  no  thought,  whose  hands  have  known 
Ko  deed,  which  honour  might  not  own ; 
Who,  torn  with  pain,  or  stung  with  care. 

In  other's  bliss  can  claim  tbdr  part. 
And  in  life**  brightest  hour  can  share 

Each  pang  that  wrings  another's  heart. 
Ye  guardian  spirits,  when  such  ye  see. 
Sweet  peaoe  be  theirs,  and  welcome  firee ; 
Clear  be  the  sky  from  clouds  or  show'rs ! 
Green  be  the  tnrf,  and  fresh  the  flow'is ! 
And  that  the  youth,  whose  pious  care 
lays  on  your  shrine  thb  honest  nrayer. 
May  with  the  rest  admittance  gam. 
And  visit  oft  this  pleasattt  scene ; 
Let  all  who  love  the  Muse  attends 
Who  lovea  the  Muse  is  Virtue's  friend. 
Such  then  alone  may  venture  here, 
Who,  free  from  guilt,  are  free  from  fear, 
Whose  wide  afihctions  can  embrace 
The  whole  extent  of  human  race. 
Whom  Virtue  and  her  friends  approve. 
Whom  Cambridge  and  the  Muses  love. 

T.  & 


I 


FtOM 

OEORGE   BIRCH,    £Sa  > 

ON  EBCBIVINO  A   LBTTBR   PROM     ME.     CAMBftlDGE  » 
JANVART   1782,  FRANKKD  BY  OBOBOB  SBLWTM* 

What  less  than  wit  could  be  expected 

From  what  a  Selwyn's  pen  directed  ? 

Whatever  comes  in  such  a  guise. 

Meets  Mirth  on  tiptoe  in  our  eyes ; 

And  Fancy  chuckles  at  the  thought^ 

What  such  a  signature  has  brought  ? 

Bat  say  what  needs  the  pen  of  two 

For  that,  one  pen  within  can  do  ?  ^ 

A  pen,  that  always  can,  at  pleasure. 

Command  our  laughter  without  measnip; 

Laughter ! — away  with  niggard  praise. 

That  can  delight— ten  thousand  waysj 

Such  wit  bad  current  pass'd  alone, 

Tho*  Selwyn's  fun  bad  ne'er  been  known* 

And  must  for  ever  stand  the  test, 

When  each  bon  mot  is  gone  to  rest 

What's  the  preserwtive  yoo4i  say, 

That  will  ensure  it  from  decay  ? 

Tis  sterling  sense  that  guides  the  whole, 

Temper'd  by  candour's  mild  control ; 

Upfailiog  titles  to  engage. 

Applause  and  love  from  every  age ! 

1  Author  of  some  much  admired  Love  Elegies  ; 
the  second  edition  of  which  is  dedicated  to  Mr.^ 
Oambridge,  and  published  1777. 
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LIFE  OF  MASON. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


•  Memoirs  of  Mr.  Mason  are  far  less  complete  than  could  have  been  wished. 
He  is  said  behave  left  his  poenis^  and  some  unpublished  works,  for  the  benefit  of  a 
charitable  institution ;  but  eleven  years  have  elapsed  since  his  deaths  and  no  step  has 
beea  taken  to  fulfill  his  intention,  or  to  honour  his  memory.  What  is  now  offisred, 
las  been  collected  from  various  sources,  and  it  is  hoped  without  falling  into  any  very, 
important  errour. 

William  Mason  was  the  son  of  the  vicar  of  St.  Trinity  Hall,  in  the  East  Riding  of 
Yorkshire,  and  was  bom  in  the  year  1725.  His  education,  previously  to  his  going  to 
the  university,  was  probably  superintended  by  his  father,  whose  indulgence,  in  permit- 
tiog  him  to  follow  the  bent  of  his  youthful  mind  towards  poetry  and  painting,  he 
acknowledges  in  an  Epistolary  Address,  written  in  1746.  He  went  to  Cambridge  in 
1742-3,  and  was  entered  of  St  John's  College,  where  his  tutor.  Dr.  Powell,  encouraged 
him  to  publish  his  excellent  Monody  to  the  Memory  of  Pope,  which  appeared  in 
1747.  He  took  his  bachelor^s  degree  in  1745,  and  his  master's  in  1749;  but  little  else 
has  beep  recorded  of  his  academical  progress,  except  that  hb  attachment  to  the 
Muses  continued  during  hb  residence  at  the  university,  of  which  he  took  leave  in  an 
ode  complimentary  to  his  college  and  his  tutor. 

Id  1747^  by  means  of  Gray,  with  whom  he  had  become  acquainted^  and  who,  on 
account  of  ill-treatment  had  left  Peterhouse  for  Pembroke  Hall,  he  viras  nommated  to 
a  vacant  fellowship  in  the  latter  college,  but  owing  to  a  dispute  between  the  fellows 
aad  their  master,  he  was  not  elected  till  1749*  His  own  account  of  this  affiiir  has 
lately  been  published. — '^  I  have  had  the  honour  since  I  came  here  last  to  be  elected 
by  the  fellows  of  Pembroke  into  their  society ;  but  the  master,  who  has  the  power 
of  a  negative,  has  made  use  of  it  on  this  occasion,  because  he  will  not  have  an  e«fra« 
Mas  when  they  have  fit  persons  in  theur  own  college.'  The  fell6ws  say,  they  have  a 
power  from  theur  statutes  indifferenter  eligere  ex  uhraque  academia,  and  are  going  to 
^7  it  vrith  him  at  common  law,  or  else  get  the  king  to  appokt  a  visitor.    If  this  turns 
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dut  well  it  win  be  a  rerj  lucky  thing  for  me,  and  much  better  than  a  Plali  \  which  I 
came  hither  with  an  intention  to  sit  for,  for  they  are  reckoned  the  best  fellowships  m 
the  university." 

His  intimacy  with  Gray  was  cordial  and  lasting.  Their  corre^Kmdence  shows  the 
high  respect  they  had  for  each  other,  and  their  friendship  was  never  interrupted  by 
the  freedom  and  unfeigned  candour  with  which  they  criticised  each  other's  perform- 
ances. About  this  time.  Gray  describes  him  as  a  young  man  **  of  much  iaficy,  little 
judgment,  and  a  good  deal  of  modesty,"  as  *'  a  good  ami^  well-meaning  creature,  but 
in  simplicity,  a  child ;  he  reads  little  or  nothing,  writes  sAnmdance/  and  that  with  t 
design  to  make  a  fortune  by  it,*'  which  does  not,  however,  appear  to  have  been  the 
ease ;  "  a  little  vam,  but  in  so  hanq^less  and  comical  a  way  that  it  does  not  offend :  a 
Kttle  ambitious,  but  withal  so  ignora^it  of  the  world  and  i(^  ways,  that  this  does  not  hurt 
bim  in  one's  opinion ;  so  smcere  and  undisguised,  that  no  mind  with  a  spark  of  gene- 
rosity would  ever  think  of  hurting  him,  he  lies  so  open  to  iigury ;  but  so  indolent, 
that  if  he  cannot  overcome  this  habit,  all  his  good  qualities  will  signify  nothbg  at  alL" 
Some  of  these  characteristics  of  the  poetical  temperament  adhered  to  our  aotboi 
throughout  life ;  others  were  efiaced  by  a  closer  intunacy  with  the  world. 

He  appears  to  have  been  early  attached  to  what  he  considered  rislhe  tk(At  tf  fre^ 
dom.  Of  tliis  he  gave  proof  in  a  poem  entitled  Isb,  whidi  wsis  ^ftitttbd  in  1748, 
directed  chiefly,  against  the  supposed  Jacobftism  of  Oxford.  Whatever  tnlth  might 
be  in  the  accusation,  it  had  the  happy  effect  of  producing  tie  IVkrttiph  df  ^^,  V^ 
Mr.  Thomas  Warton,  which  Mason  had  the  candour  to  alloW  was  a  avtperfdr  poem. 
Thus  early  these  two  writers  attracted  notice  by  the  defence  of  their  rildpeelive  unrver^ 
iities ;  but  their  generous  rivabhip  did  not  end  in  mutual  respect,  fdr  ivhich  perfattpsi 
the  dflTerence  of  political  principle  may  in  some  measure  account. 

Mason  was  now  requested  to  compose  an  ode  for  the  installatioti  of  the  Dole  of 
Kewcastle,  as  chancellor  of  the  university  of  OOiAridge  in  1749,  to  which  he  does 
not  appear  to  have  acceded  with  much  love  of  tbe  subject  Gray  thought  his  pro- 
duction *'  uncommonly  well  for  such  an  occasion/'  but  the  author  had  no  pleasure  in 
flie  recollection,  and  omitted' it  in  his  works.  1 

Ifu  1752,  he  published  Elfrida,  a  dramatic  poem,  cdttstructed  on  the  nfodel  of  the 
ancients,  to  which  he  was  enthlisiastically  attached,  and  having  once  formed  the  opinion 
that  dramas  might  be  successfully  written  m  thb  way  he  persisted  in  it  to  the  last, 
contrary  to  argument  and  experience.  In  the  present  mstance  he  attempted  die  plan 
^ith  certadn  limitations.  He  professed  tha!t  his  intention  was  only  to  follow  the  an- 
ient method  as  far  as  it  is  probable  a  Greek  poet,  were  he  alive,  would  ncHr  do,  m 
order  to  adapt  himself  to  the  genius  of  our  times,  and  the  character  of  our  tragedy. 
Hdw  far  he  has  executed  an  intention,  evidently  suggested  by  a  series  of  conjectures, 

^ill  hardly  how  admit  of  a  question.    All  critics  are  agreed  that  fiiftida  fa  neither 

0 

•  1  Ttie  Piatt  fellowsbips  at  St  Jobn's  are  similar  to  wbat  are  called  the  bye.lUlo«rriiii»  hi  warn  «tfter 
colleges  at  Cambridge,  and  afe  not  on  the  foundatioo.  Their  original  nnmber  was  six,  witli  a  Mipead  tf 
SOi.  per  annum  each,  besides  rooms  and  commons  at  the  fellows'  table.  They  were  fimnded  bf 
William  Piatt,  esq.  an  opulent  citizen  of  London.  See  Gent  Mag.  toL  Ixri,  p.  458.  and  txd.  1x4 
f.  681 ;  in  which  Ulr.  Mason's  account  of  Chis  affiur  irgiven.    C. 
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•dapled  to  the  gemm^  of  our  tfmes,  Qor  to  tbe  ebaracter  of  our  tmgedy.  The  ktlen^ 
however,  vUch  he  imbltfbedL  Ut  retained  in  this  editjon,  and  may  yet  be  perused  as 
io^eDioua  apologies  for  his  judgnient;  apd  whatever  the  decision  may  be*  there  caq 
be  Jittk  diimnce  of  opinion  respecting  the  merit  of  Elfrida  as  a  poem.— In  1772,  Mr. 
Colnai^  at  ^at  time  manager  of  Covent-garden  theatre,  made  sucb  alterations  as 
Here  supposed  necessary  to  its  appearance  on  the  stage,  and  besides  the  decoration  of 
Vkndid  s<;ttery.  Dr.  Ame  conttibuted  some  characteristic  music.  The  author,  ho«^* 
cve^  was  so  OMich  oQended  at  the  akerations,  a»  to  have  meditated  a  very  angry  ad- 
drai  to  Caiman,  who,  on  hiq  part,  threatened  him  with  the  introduction  of  a  chorus 
of  Grecian  washerwomen  in  some  future  stage  entertainment*  Mr.  Mason  afterwardsb 
ia  1779  01 1779*  made  his  own  alterations  and  arrangements,  and  had  it  performed  at 
tbe  sioe  theatre,  hut  neither  attempt  was  suooessfuL 

His  ^tther  died  ib  17^3,  and  in  1754  he  went  into  orders;  and  through  the  inte- 
mt  of  the  earl  of  Holdemesse,  whose  patronage  he  had  obtained,  he  was  preferred 
to  he  one  of  tho  King's  Chaplains,  and  received  about  the  same  time  the  living  of 
iUlQB.  The  reputation  he  had  acquired  by  the  odes  of  his  Elfrida^  encouraged  bun* 
to  pttbiish,  in  &756,  four  compositions  of  thai  class  on  Memory,  Independency,  Mel^u- 
choly,  and  the  Fate  of  T^rranny,  which  were  not  received  with  favour  or  kindness. 
Both  ridicule  and  legitunate  criticism  seem  to  have  l)een  employed  on  this  occasion  to 
cspose  the  wanton  profuskw  of  glittermg  epithets,  and  the  many  instances  of  studied 
sBiteration  scattered  over  these  odes.  Colman  and  Lloyd,  who  were  now  beginning  to 
look  for  aatbrical  prey,  published  tw6  excellent  parodies  on  one  of  them,  and  on  one 
of  Gray's.  His  piais^  of  Andrew  Marvell,  and  attack  on  bbhop  Parker,  produced 
about  the -same  time  a  dull  letter  of  censure,  which  probably  gave  him  less  uneasbess 
tina  the  cool  reception  of  his  odes  by  those  who  then  dispensed  the  honours  of  literary 
feme.  On  the  death  of  Cibber,  he  was  proposed  to  succeed  him  as  poet  kureat. 
hut,  mstead  of  an  offer  of  this  place,  an  apology  was  made  to  him  by  lord  John 
Cavendish,  that  **  being  in  orders,  he  was  thought,  merely  on  that  account,  less  eligi- 
ble for  the  office  than  a  layman.*  The  notice  of  this  ch'ouinstance  in  his  life  of  W» 
Whitehead,  is  followed  by  a  declaration  of  his  indifference.  '*  A  reason  so  politely 
pat,  I  was  glad  to  hear  assigned,  and  if  I  had  thought  it  a  weak  one,  they  who  know 
me,  will  readily  believe  that  I  am  the  last  man  in  the  world  who  would  have  attempted 
to  controvert  if  The  probability,  indeed  u,  that  Mr.  Mason  would  not  have  thought 
bimielf  honoured  by  the  situation  if  compelled  to  fulfil  its  duties,  for  though  by  his 
mediation  the  office  was  tendered  to  Gray,  it  was  "  with  permission  to  hold  it  as  a 
mere  sinecure." 

The  severity  eierdsed  on  his  odes,  deprived  him  of  no  fame  but  what  he  ^amply 
recovered  by  the  publication  of  Caractacus '  in  17^99  another  dramatic  poem  on  the 
pbn  of  the  ancients,  and  ponessiog  all  the  beauties  and  defects  of  tbe  former,  with 
more  poetry  and  passion,  yet  with  touches  of  nature,  which,  although  sometimes 
spoiled  by  useless  expletives,  are  in  general  just,  natural,  and  affecting.    Gray  bestows 

>  In  a  note  on  hts  Ode  to  Mr.  Pitt,  we  are  informed  that  Caraotacnt  was  read  in  manuscript  by  tlie 
bte  tari  of  CbatbaiB,  who  honoured  it  "  with  an  apprBbation  which  the  author  was  proud  to  record.*'  C 
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higfa  praise  on  the  choruses  of  this  dnima,  particularly  that  begiimfaig  **  Hatkl  Heard 
yt  not  yoD  footstep  dread  7  Sec."  Notwitlistanding  the  ol^ections  of  the  critics,  Ca« 
ractacus  continued  to  be  read  with  interest,  and  the  author  was  not  the  only  person 
who  thought,  that  with  some  alterations,  under  the  inspection  of  a  connoisseur  io 
atage  effect,  it  might  become  an  acting  play.  Accordingly  it  was  performed  o& 
Covent  Garden  theatre  in  ^776,  and  received  with  considembie  applause,  but  it  ob* 
tained  no  permanent  rank  on  the  stage,  and  it  was  thought,  that  the  alteratioos  which 
nude  it  more  dramatic,  made  it  less  poetical.  Some  yean  after,  it  was  again  brought 
into  public  notice,  by  a  translation  into  Greek  from  the  pen  of  the  rev.  G.  H.  Glane, 
who  proved  himself  by  this  effort  one  of  the  first  writers  of  Greek  poetry  in  Eogbnd. 

In  1762,  Mason  published  thre'e  Elegies,  which  are  elegant,  tender,  and  correct  be- 
yond the  productions  of  any  of 'his  contemporaries.  These,  with  all  his  former  pieces 
except  the  Isis  and  the  Installation  Ode,  were  collected  into  one  volume  and  published 
in  1764,  with  a  beautiful  dedicatory  Sonnet  to  his  patron  the  earl  of  HoUemene. 
Why  he  omitted  Isis  from  this  collection  is  not  very  evident  We  have,  indeed,  hii 
own  authority,  that  Jie  never  would  have  published  it  if  a  surreptitious  copy  had  uot 
found  its  way  to  the  press ;  but  although  he  omitted  it  now,  he  reprinted  it  m  the 
third  volume  of  his  poems,  published  in  1796,  when  his  sentunents  on  political 
topes  were  more  perfectly  in  unison  with  those  held  at  Oxford.  Mr.  Mant,  in  his  life 
of  Mr.  T.  Warton,  informs  us  that  several  years  after  he  had  written  tbb  elegy,  he  was 
coming  into  Oxford  on  horseback,  and  as  he  passed  over  Magdalen  Bridge,  (it  was 
then  evening)  he  turned  to  his  friend,  and  expressed  his  satisfaction,  that,  as  it  was 
getting  dusk,  they  should  enter  the  place  unnoticed.  His  friend  did  not  seem  aware 
of  the  advantage.  ^  WhatT  rejoined  the  poet,  **  do  you  not  remember  my  Isbf 
This  may  be  reckoned  an  mstance  of  the  ^*  harmless  and  comical  vanity*  which  Giay 
attributed  to  him  when  at  college* 

Biit  a  more  singuhr  omiasion  occurs  in  this  volume,  in  the  Ode  to  a  Water  Nymph. 
This  formerly  concluded  with  a  handwrnie  compliment  to  lord  Lyttelton,  both  as  a 
poet,  and  as  a  speaker  in  the  senate. 

Whether  to  gloom  beneath  the  shady  grave. 
Or  in  the  mead  reflect  the  sparkling  ray. 
Not  Hagley's  Tarions  stream  shall  thine  tnrpass, 
Though  Nature,  and  her  Lyttelton  ordam 

That  there  the  Naiad  band  should  grace 

With  every  watry  charm  the  plain ; 

That  there  the  frequent  rills  should  roll. 

And  health  to  every  flower  dispense. 
Free  as  their  master  pours  from  all  his  soul 
The  gen*rons  tide  of  warm  benevolence ; 
Should  now  glide  sweetly  plamtive  fhrou^  the  vale 
In  jnelting  murmurs  querulously  slow  ; 

Soft  as  that  master's  love-lorn  tale. 

When  Lucy  calls  forth  all  his  woe : 

Should  now  from  sleepy  heights  descend. 

Deep  thnnd'ring  the  rough  rocks  among. 
Loud  as  the  praise  applauding  senates  lend. 
When  England's  cause  inspires  his  glowing  tongue. 
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Thcie  ireie  DQHrMiumd, and  a  ikvouiite  dMciiptk>n was  mbstlliiledw-^In  ih^  tame 
jear>  hb  in^JMty  presented  our  aathor  to  the  canonry  and  prebend  of  Driffield,  in 
the  cathediil  church  of  Yo^,  together  with  the  prectntorship  of  that  church,  i^cant 
hj  the  promotion  of  Dr.  Newton  to  the  bishopiic  of  Bristol 

Mason  was  probably  not  enrolled  among  the  friends  of  liberty  when  Churchill 
wrale.    That  libeller  tdces  frequent  opportunities  to  turn  his  writings  into  ridicule,^ 
but  pays  hin^peibqM  inoonsciously,  a  welUumed  compUment  on  his  extreme  cor* 


In  the  miaU  oompMi  of  my  carelan  page 
Critics  may  find  employmeQt  for  an  age : 
Without  my  blaoders  they  were  all  undone; 
I  twenty  feed  where  Mason  can  feed  one. 

Apinst  the  author  of  these  unprovoked  otlaq^cs,  our  author  betrayed  no  immediate. 
veieDtment,  and  when  he  speaks  of  GhurchiH's  abuse  of  his  friend  Whitehead^  disdains 
to  reeirilect  that  he  was  the  object  of  the  same  malignity. 

His  piJadpal  residence  about  this  time  was  at  Aston,  where  he  displayed  his  taste, 
in  improving  the  grounds  and  scenery  near  fab  parsonage-house,  and  was  yet  more  as* 
iidQOtts  in  discharging  the  duties  of  his  defical  function.  In  Sept  1765,  he*  married 
Vm  Sherman,^  daughter  of  William  Sherman^  esq.  of  Kingston-upon  HuU,  a  very 
amisble  lady,  with  whom  his  happiness  was  but  short.  Throughout  the  greater  part 
ef  their  connectioo,  he  had  little  intermission  frx>m  the  misery  of  watching  the  progress 
of  eonsumption,  which  temnnated  her  life  in  17 67 9  at  Bristol,  whither  he  had  been 
adrised  to  remove  her  in  herpes  of  recovery.  The  lines  he  wrote  on  this  occasion, 
need  no  recommendation  to  a  feeling  heart,  nor  would  it  be  easy  to  discover  a  poem 
which  conveys  more  quick  sympathy  in  the  whole  range  of  elegiac  poetry. 

In  1772,  he  published  the  first  book  of  his  English  Garden,  a  work  in  which  Mn 
Wailon  says,  "  didactic  poetry  is  brought  to  perfection,  by  the  happy  combination  of 
jttdidous  precept^  with  the  most  elegant  ornaments  of  language  and  imagery/'  This 
opinion  b  quoted  not  only  because  it  appears  to  be  just,  but  because  it  proves  that 
Mr.  Warton  entertained  a  very  high  dpinionof  Mason  as  a  poet,  although  there  did 
not  eiist  so  much  cordiality  of  friendship  as  could  have  been  wished,  between  men  who 
were  certainly  among  the  ornaments  of  literature  in  their  day. — ^The  usual  objectioiA 
to  dklactic  poetry  are  undoubtedly  in  force  against  thu  specimen,  yet  the  .English 
Gaiden  was  read  with  avidity  and  approbation.  The  subject  was  more  familiar  and 
interesting  than  those  of  former  poems  of  instruction,  and  it  afforded  him  more  fre- 
quent opportunities  to  introduce  rural  imagery,  and  those  descriptions  which  give 
Kope  to  a  poetical  imagination.  But  the  approbation  of  his  friends  did  not  fiatter 
him  into  carelessness  and  precipitation.  He  appears  to  have  been  one  of  the  few 
anthers  who  are  desirous  to  retainf  the  fame  they  have  acquired.  The  remainmg 
booki  of  the  English  Garden  were  published  at  periods  sufficienUy  distant  to  admit 
ail  the  niceties  of  polish  and  frequent  correction.  Book  11.  appeared  in  1777> 
Book  III.  m  1779.  and  Book  IV.  in  1782. 

During  some  of  these  intervals  he  executed  a  very  important  task,  which  devolved 
en  Urn  in  consequence  of  the  death  of  his  friend  Gray.    This  justly  celebrated  poet 
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8«i^iiMi  thef  g<Mit  ill' Us  AotnMll,  wMcH  pftkeA  tfdkM^  AmA^  MaaiMi  ha^eiitA 
t6  CttmhM^topij  Ate  ta«l  dulA0»  tf  ftkiMlsMpr  l^uC  alrifM  tdVllMfiif  llli  ftwmtf; 
which  had  been  conducted  I9  th.^fcfWnt  MMtef  d#  Peiflbl^te  Hall»  wlw  mtfF  t(^ 
pointed  J4^idt-4Mectt(tfr.  t«  MiMtf,  OHty  Mk  «he^  slttD  of  MOf.  irMH  ikH  M  1»mIs, 
maJMiscriptf,  Himical  tem^^Ottti  iii^dKK  Afd.wiiMlfiGtt  imdeftidolff  to  writer M^Iife^iAA 
to  pubiMi  iaeh  df  tabrmttaiiMrifMrarf  M^  iplMlur  fa  l«  HfWiy  «r  lij#  higk  clMtvcM 
in  the  literary  world.  In  his  biography,  he  chose  to  deviate  from  the  usual  pli»p  hf 
adopting  one  which  seemed  to  preseift  mor€  adVatttagei.  Ot^jeeAxMs  baye  beeo  made 
to  it,  because  the  biographer  seldom  appeaftf  either  as  the  narrator  or  the  critic*  bat 
it  must  be  allowed  that  the  whole  is  rendered  more  interesting,  and  that  the  attentioia 
of  the  reader  being  constantly  fixed  on  the  principal  character,  he  is  enabled  to  form 
U  more  impartial  dpinidn  thari  if  he  had  perused  mo  mdeset  but  the  saMartioM  ifi  (be 
biographer.  The  plan  has  since  been  fo&owed  fai  the  eases  of  Johnson^  Cow^r^  fie 
William  Jones,  Mrs.  Carter,  and  Dr.  BeaHle,  and  where  Itvea  of  oqvll  impditaooe  to 
llteraiy  curiosity  are  fo  be  rerorded,  which  dtomot  be  oftefti  il  tpp«Q»  to  bo  aot 
only  the  toost  engaging  species  of  minnte  bid^phy,  but  tka  the  most  impottiol. 

llie  Memoirs  of  Gray  were  publisbed  ift  1775,  id  an  elegant  quatto  i^ltlnse,  in* 
dndiog  an  edition  of  his  poems,  with  additions  and  a  series  of  his  cort^spoodeocef 
illustrative  of  those  particulars,  of  edo<iation,  genius,  o^on,  and  temper,  wMcb»  iasig- 
aificant  as  they  may  often  appear,  are  aH  that  form  the  life  of  a  scholar.  la  execut- 
ing this  task,  Mr.  Mason  has  been  accused  of  partiality,  bul  hii  partiaKty  appears  to 
be  more  in  mtention  than  effect.  Some  thingft  he  may  have  omitted,  add  others  are 
oertaiuly  thrown  into  shade;  but  by  exhibiting  so  much  of  his  friend's  eorrespoodeiioe 
he  has  laid  him  more  open  to  public  hispection  than  could  have  t>een  done  by  any 
species  of  narrative.  So  much  may  be  known  of  Gray  fhrni  this  foliime,  that  pro- 
bably very  little  is  concealed  which  was  necessary  to  be  told,  and  accordingly  we  find 
tiiat  it  has  been  appealed  to  with  equal  confidence  by  Gra^s  eOemieS)  aad  by  Us 
admirers. 

In  1 779>  he  published  his  political  creed  in  the  shape  of  an  aniiaated  Ode  to  the  KaTal 
Oftcers  of  Great  Britain,  written  immediately  after  the  trial  of  admiral  Keppel  in 
February  o\  tbut  year.  Although  attached  to  a  retired  life,  he  became  tired  of  for^ 
bearance  when  the  disappointments  of  the  AAierican  war  had  findted  the  Whig  party 
to  discovef-.the  more  distant  or  latent  sources  of  national  misfortnne^  and  to  pro|KMe 
remedies  by  which  Britain  should  be  always  prosperous  and  always  tictorious.  He 
was  already  one  of  those  who  thought  the  decision  of  parliament  on  the  Middleaea 
election  a  violation  of  the  rights  of  the  people,  and  when  the  counties  beg^o,  in  I779f  to 
associate  for  pariiamentary  reform,  he  took  an  active  part  m  aswting  their  deliberatioiis» 
and  wrote  several  patriotic  manifestos,  which  raised  him  as  high  in  the  opinion  of  bii  own 
party,  as  they  degraded  him  in  the  eyes  of  the  other.  He  is  even  said  to  have  given 
so  much  otfence  at  court  that  he  found  it  convcnieut  to  resign  his  chaplainship.  It 
appears,  however,  by  the  poems  he  wrote  in  his  latter  days,  tbat  the  fever  of  reibni 
had  abated,  and  that  his  cure,  which  was  begun  by  Mr.  Fox's  India  BiH,  was  after- 
.  Wards  corniced  by  the  F^nch  revolution^    Hb  ode  to  Uu  Pitt|  ptibiUied  fai  1788^ 
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hopei  be  cnkrtnood  of  the  iriitMS  aad  triorift  of  tf^ 
Whin  he  pvtpandthkodefera  oeir  edilioB  m  1795,  he  altered  Ihi  l«it 
Gbefrooi 

BtlfalHlteMhn^WNttfi.;  bettoetlMiieqMc^sfiiCBd. 

to 

Ttcl«ialtygweit>gtffclgft,betlwB<hycwMtey^ftierf» 


refthiiaitenlioa  heMigm  uftooto^  <*o|»fioB(MiwFoB)l 
the  MBMef  die  Friend  of  the  People  fcc/  ToiedincMitiukiaioAee^ef  i 
cf  thetictie  Kberty  ezpofcd. 

AmoiVMr.  Mason's  aeconplUHinrts»  hb  taite  for  painlkif  was  porhape  aot  hoMm 
tolhal  he  disphytd  for  poetry,  and  it  hai  heen  dioog^  that  hi§  judgmeat  was  mso 
UDiformly  correct  in  the  former  than  k  the  tatter.  Hii  trandatieft  of  Ou  Fleaooj^ 
Alt  of  Pahrtiag,  which  appeared  b  1783,  was  t>egan»  at  he  infannias*  in  his  early  years,  * 
with  a  double  view  of  iropfanitfaigiB  his  memory  the  priMtpks  of  a  fevoinite  art,  and 
of  acf  airing  a  hMt  of  TersaficatioD,  for  which  purpose  the  dose  and  condensed  stylo 
of  the  originni  seemed  peculiarly  eakulated,  espedally  when  conaideied  aa  a  sort  of 
tchoolexereise.  The  tash,  however,  proved  sodifficult,  that  it  was  long  laid  aside  for 
origiaal  csnqpssition,  and  his  translation  would  hoTe  never  been  made  public,  if  sir 
Isdam  Reynolds  had  not  requested  a  sight  of  it,  and  offered  to  illostrale  it  by  a  «Briea 
of  notes.  This  mduced  hfan  to  revise  the  whole  with  sach  scrupulous  care  that  it 
nay  he  considered,  m  a  great  measure,  as  the  production  of  bis  mature  talents,  and 
whether  perused  as  an  original  or  a  translatioo  is  eeitakdy  not  inferior  to  his  most 
fiivourite  worhs.  In  the  poetical  address^  however,  to  sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  he  has  not 
been  thought  so  happy,  and  some  hiaccuracies  of  rhyme  may  be  objected  to  a  transla- 
tion which  is  generally  elegant  and  faithful.  How  much  its.  value  was  enhanced  to 
the  artist  and  to  the  connofasetir  by  the  annotations  of  sir  Joshua  Reynolds,  is  too 
obvious  to  be  noticed. 

Hb  hut  separate  publication  of  the  poetical  hind  was  a  Secular  Ode  in  commemora- 
tion of  the.  glorious  revolution,  1 688,  and  appeared  when  men  of  all  parties  joined  in 
fcrtal  meetings  to  celebrate  the  restoration  and  establishment  of  English  liberty.  In 
the  nme  year  he  condescended  to  be  the  biographer  and  editor  of  the  poems  of  his 
ftiead  Wflliara  Whitehead,  esq.  Of  his  lifii  of  Wbitdiead,  some  notice  has  been 
aheady  tahen.  Neither  his  subject  nor  bis  materials  could  furnish  such  memoirs  as  he 
has  given  of  Gray ;  but  it  is  interestiog,  in  an  inferior  degree,  and  would  not  have  de* 
tiaeted  much  from  his  iaaie  )u  a  biographer,  had  be  suppresed  his  splenetic  notice  of 
Dr.  Johnson,  and  shown  that  he  had  preserved  that  simplicity  of  character  and  those 
icaeions  foelii^  which  Gray  once  attributed  to  him.  He  appears  to  have  been 
sqoaiiy  mistahen  in  a  pamphlet  which  he  published  about  this  time,  animadvertug  on 
tbe  gevtnment  of  the  York  Lunatic  Asylom;  but  the  mistake  was  rather  of  the  head 
than  the  heart,  for  he  was  a  cordial  and  liberal  yipporter  of  that  institution,  and  wan 
hdrayed  mto  a  degree  of  intemiierance  of  remark  by  excess  of  ceal  for  its  prosperity. 
Of  his  general  humanity,  or  what  he  has  termed  "  asoral  patriotism,"  be  afforded 
daiiag  this  year  an  eloiquent  proof  in  a  discourse  delivered  in  York  Cathedral  «n  the 
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fubje<il  of  the  Africtn  slate  trade.  He  wasone  of  the  first  who  contribated  to  eipose. 
the  inbaoy  of  that  trade,  and  to  invigorate  those  remonstrances  whkh  have  at  kngth 
been  heard  with  effect. 

In  1795  he  puhlished  a  judiciooSy  oomprehensive  and  elegant  esny,  historical  and 
critical*  on  Eogluh  Church  Music.  This  work  embraces  so  many  subjeds  connected 
with  the  decorous  administntion  of  public  worship,  as  to  deserve  much  more  attentios 
than  has  yet  been  bestowed  upon  it  His  answer  to  Mr.  Thomas  Warton's  objectioos 
to  metrical  psalmody  is  not  the  least  valuable  part,  and  the  spirit  and  intelligence  which 
he  disphiys  on  this  subject  do  credit  to  him  both  as  a  poet  and  adivine.  Hisknowledge 
of  music  was  very  accurate,  and  he  is  said  to  have  composed  a  Te  Deum,  a  hymn,  and 
other  pieces  for  the  choit  of  Yoriu  "fte  improvement,  if  not  the  invention  of  the 
piano  forte  is  also  attributed  to  him  in  an  elaborate  article  on  that  subject  inserted  in 
Dr.  GleigV  supplement  to  the  Encyclopedia  Britannica. 

In  all  the  editions  of  his  poems  hitherto  published,  Mr.  Mason  omitted  some  pieces 
for  various  reasons ;  but  al>oi4t  the  year  1796,  he  determined  to  collect  the  whole  into 
an  additional  or  thud  volume^  interspersed-  with  some  which.bad  never  been  printed. 
This  appeared  in  1 797  immediately  after  his  death.  The  collection  now  before  the 
reader  consists  only  of  the  pieces  which  have  long  been  considered  as  common  property. 

His  death,  although  he  had  reached  his  seventy  second  year,  was  not  the  consequence 
of  age.  His  health  was  yet  moit  robust  than  most  men  enjoy  at  that  advanced 
period,  and  his  fiiculties  had  undergone  no  perceptible  alteratioo,  when  he  received  a 
Jiurt  in  steppmg  into  a  carriage,  which,  producing  a  mortification,  temunated  his  life 
On  the  7th  of  April  1797*  A  monument  has  been  since  erected  to  his  memory  in 
Westminster  Abbey  adjoining  to  that  of  Gray^  with  the  foUowiog  mscription* 

Optimo  Viro 

GUUELMO  MASON.  A.  M. 

Poetss, 

Si  qnis  alius 

Culto,  casto,  pio. 

Sacrum. 

The  countess  Harcourt  also  erected  an  urn  to  his  memory  m  the  flower  garden  st 
Nuneham,  with  an  inscription  cdebratiog  his  *'  simple  manners,  piety,  and  steady 
friendship.'*  A  yet  higher  tribute  of  respect  has  been  paid  by  his  friend  Mr.  Gisbonie 
in  some  elegant  verses  which  are  prefixed  to  the  present  edition  of  his  poems.  Hie 
opinion  of  so  good  a  man  as  Mr.  Gbbome  is  entitled  to  confidence,  and  there  is  no 
reason  to  doubt  that  Mason  deserved  the  praise  he  has  given  bun,  nor,  constdenng 
the  general  and  acknowledged  frailty  of  human  natore,  will  this  panegyric  sufler  by 
the  few  exceptions  which  tmth  and  justice  to  the  merits  of  others,  his  contemporaries, 
may  oftr. 

Mr.  Mason's  life  appears  to  have  been  prindpally  devoted  to  the  duties  of  hn 
profession,  occarionally  relieved  by  the  cultivation  of  the  fine  arts.  His  assooates,  at 
least  in  the  latter  part  of  his  life,  were  ftw.     He  had  the  misfortune  to.  survive  the 
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greiter  nmnber,  whose  Ariendthip  be  had  cultivated  in  his  early  jears,  and  he  was  not 
anbitioiis  of  new  connections.  This  brought  on  him  the  imputation  of  that  pride,  or 
distance  of  manner  which  h  ascribed  to  men  of  unsocial  habits.  But  Mason's  heart 
was  net  hnccessible,  and  his  friendships  were  inviolable.  Hie  simplicity,  however,  at« 
tribttted  to  him  in  his  young  days  by  Gray,  and  the  patience  with  which  lord  Orford 
inforais  us,  he  heard  his  faults,  did  not  accompany  him  through  life.  On  the  publica-. 
tion  of  Gray's  life,  he  was  ready  to  allow,  that  '<  twenty-five  years  had  made  a  very 
considerable  abatement  in  his  general  philanthropy,''  and  by  philanthrppy  ha  seens 
here  to  mean  a  diffidence  of  opinion  on  matters  of  literature,  and  an  unwillingness  to 
censure  acknowledged  merit.  It  can  have  no  reference  to  philanthropy  in  the  more 
general  acceptation  of  the  word,  for  he  was  to  the  last  liberal,  humane,  and  charitable. 
What  h  really  means,  indeed,  we  find  in  the  work  just  alluded  to.  The  contemptuous: 
notice  of  Wateriand,  Akenside,  and  Shenstone,  which  he  did  not  suppress  in  Gray,  he 
employed  himaeif  with  more  harshness  whenever  he  could  find  an  (Opportunity  to  at* 
lad  the  writings  of  Dr.  Johnson.  The  opinion  this  great  critic  pronounced  on  Gray 
may  be  prolmbly  quoted  as  the  provocation,  and  great  allowance  is  to  be  made  for 
the  warmth  and  zeal  with  which  he  guards  the  memory  of  his  departed  fiiend.  But 
nrdj  one  of  his  notes  on  Gray's  Letters  may  be  here  faurly  quoted  agauist  hini.  ^  Had 
Mr.  Pope  disregarded  the  sarcasms  of  the  many  writers  that  endeavoured  to  eclipse 
hii  poetical  ftme,  as  much  as  Mr.  Gray  appears  to  have  done,  the  worid  would  not 
have  been  possessed  of  a  Dunciad ;  but  it  would  have  been  impressed  with  a  more  ami- 
able idea  of  its  author's  temper/'  Nor  was  his  prosecution  of  Murray  for  taking  about 
fifty  lines  from  bis  works  of  Gray  into  an  edition  which  that  bookseller  published, 
modi  to  the  credit  of  his  liberality,  especially  as  he  refiised  to  drop  the  prosecution, 
when  requested  to  name  his  own  terms  of  compensation.  Such  littlenesses  are  to  be 
legretted  in  a  man  who  was  the  fnend  of  genius  and  literature,  whose  circumstances 
pbced  bun  iar  above  virant,  and  whose  regular  discharge  of  the  duties  of  piety  and 
homanity  bespoke  an  ambition  for  higher  enjoyments  than  fame  and  wealth  can 
yield. — Of  his  regard  for  sacred  truth  and  the  reelect  due  to  it,  he  exhibited  a  proof 
in  a  letter  to  lord  Orford,  on  bis  lordship^s  childish  epitaph  on  two  piping  bullfinches, 
to  wkkh  be  received  an  answer  that  w'as  probably  not  very  satisfactory. 

As  a  poet,  bis  name  has  been  so  frequently  coupled  with  that  of  Gray,  and  their 
BMiils  Inve  been  supposed  to  approach  so  neariy,  that  what  has  been  said  of  the  one 
irill  ia  some  degree  apply  to  the  other.  It  is  evident  that  they  studied  m  the  same 
school,  and  mutually  cultivated  those  opinions  which  aim  at  restoring  a  purer  species 
of  poetry  than  was  tauglit  in  the  school  of  their  predecessor  Pope.  Whether  we  con* 
ader  Mason  as  a  lyric,  dramatic,  or  didactic  writer,  we  find  the  same  grandeur  of 
ontline,  the  same  daring  and  inventive  ambition  which  carries  out  of  the  common 
track  of  versification  and  sentiment  into  the  higher  regions  of  imagination.  His  at- 
tscfamcnt  to  the  sister  art,  and  his  frequent  contemplation  of  the  more  striking  and 
aiblinie  objects  of  nature,  inclined  him  to  the  descriptive ;  and  his  landscapes  have  a 
variath  and  oolouring^  often  rich  and  harmonious,  but  perhaps  too  frequently  marked 
with  a  glare  of  manner  peculiar  to  the  artist.  His  compositions,  however,  even  on 
Ihs  ttOM  suh^ect,  have  all  the  variety  wf  a  fertile  invention.    Although  we  have  even* 
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jug.  itWHQg.  &c.  #fteD  depicted,  they  ^Xfi  U>  be  dwttngBwh^»  and  the  pmfeveece  m 
liffe  utobaod  to  give  is  regqli^ted  hy  the  ieeling  whkh '  thq  vatieliet  of  natusal  «ppeac* 
VKCte  exeite  in  different  vmi%  mi  in  the  aajo^e  mind  at  di^erent  times.    . 

Afeson's  eonectness  is  almost  proverbiai»  and  his  ambition  undoidiledly  was  to  be 
equally  corvect  and  elegant ;  yet  his  style  roust  often  lead  the  seeder  ta  qutstioa  Ui 
jwdgmeat^andto  wonder  thai  he  could  not  see  what  every  oee  else  saw.  T^tanian 
wilb  so  wany  eadown^nis  as  a  sdK^taiv  a  critic^  and  an  admirer  of  the  simplicity  of 
Ihe  aociaat%  sbovld  have  fellen  so  fvaqveatty  ipto  a  style  ocnamented  with  a  finical 
pcafaaeeea^  woulA  be  8e$rien%  rewartaiWea  if  bis  decorationa  had  readily  preaeiited 
themsebres;  bat  when  we  see  him  so  firequeatty  pausing  for  an  c^Hthet  that  encomben 
what  it  cannot  iUiistval^  whan  we  see  him  more  attentive  to  novelty  Ihaa  sirength  of 
imageiy»  and,  above  all,  taxing  his  memory  to  produce  repeated  allikration^  we  are 
fcrced  to  oandode,  that  jiidgnieDt  is  aot  always  consistent*  or  that  m  some  men  it 
occasionally  exists  independent  of  \nit  taste.  With  these  exceptions,  however,  few 
jIMleed  of  the  modem  poets  in  this  colleelion  deserve  a  higher  rank  than  Hasop,  as  a 
J^ric  anddeseripdve  poe^  nor  has  he  giyea  any  finished  piece  to  the  world  from 
which  examples  of  exoelknce  may  not  be  quoted. 

It  is  now  necessary  to  advert  to  a  series  of  ^oems  which  are  added  to  Mr.  Mamm's 
works  in  the  present  edition.  The  aiOhot  of  the  Heroic  Epistle  was  long  concealed 
firoui  the  world,  and  for  leasoos  whicb  are  obvious:  but  it  had  merit  eooo§^  to  be  as* 
cribed  to  the  best  living  satirists,  to  Mason*  Walpole,  H^yfey,  Cowper,  Anst^  and 
others.  It  appears,  howeveiv  to  be  now  unifevsaHy  given  to  Mason.  Mr.  Thomas 
Warton  was  of  opinion  that  **  it  might  bava  been  written  by  Walpole  and  kucknaHe4 
by  Mason-'"  Mr.  Malont ,  in  a  note  on  this  opinaon*  which  occurs  in  Boswetts  Life  of 
Johnson,  says  ^  it  is  now  known  that  the  Heroic  Epistle  was  written  by  Mason."  Mr. 
Mant,  in  his  Lifii  of  Warton,  informs  us»  that  when  it  was  first  puUisbed,  Warton  as* 
enbed  it  to  Mason,  and  endeavoured  to  confina  his  opinion  by  internal  evidence. 
Mmon  heard  of  this,  and  aent  to  bin  a  letter  in  1777,  publbbed  by  Mr.  Mant,  ia 
which  he  professes  to  expostuhite  with  him  for  raising  a  report  merely  from  critical 
oonjeetttve.-— ^  I  have  been  told  that  yon  have  pronounced'  me  very  frequently  ia 
company  to  be  the  author  of  the  Heroic  EpisUe  to  Sir  William  Chambers^  and  I  am 
toM  too  that  the  premier  himself  suqpects.that  I  am  so^  upon  yoiur  authori^.  Saiely» 
mr,  mere  internal  evidence  (and  you  can  possibly  have  no  other)  can  never  be  sufficisot 
to  ground  sych  a  detemaination  upon,  when  you  consider  how  many  persons  in  thj» 
rhynaiag  age  of  our^s  are  possessed  of  that  knack  of  Pope's  versification,  which  con8ti> 
totes  one  part  of  the  merit  of  that  poeip,  and  as  to  the  wit,  humour,  or  satire  wbich  it  con* 
tains>  no  pait  of  my  writmgs  could  ever  lead  you,  by  their  analogy,  to  foim  so  peremp- 
tory a  judgment.  I  acquit  you,  however,  in  this  procedure  of  every,  even  the  slight* 
est  degree  of  iU-nature :  and  believe  that  what  you  have  mi  was  only  to  show  your 
ecikjcal  acumen.  I  only  mention  it  that  you  may  be  more  cautious  of  ii>eakiBg  of 
other  persons  in  like  manner,  who  may  throw  such  anonymous  bantlings  of  tbeir 
Irain  iato  the  wide  world.  To  some  of  these  it  might  prove  an  caseatial  jiyory :  for 
though  they  might  deserve  the  frown  of  power  (as  the  author  in  question  ceitainly 
does)  yet  I  am  persuaded  that  your  good  nature  would  be  burt  if  thai  frown  wni 
either  increased  or  fixed  by  your  ipse  dixit. 
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''Tony  more  on  .this  trivial  subject,  would  betray  a  solicitude  on  my  part  very 
foreign  from  my  present  feelings  or  inclination.  My  easy  and  independent  circum* 
stances  make  such  a  suspicion  sit  mighty  easy  upon  me ;  and  the  minister,  nay  the 
whole  ministiy,  are  free  to  think  what  they  please  of  a  map,  who  neither  alms  to  so- 
licit,  nor  wishes  to  accept  any  favour  from  them/' 

What  our  author  has  here  remarked  concemmg  internal  evidence,  has  probably 
occurred  to  all  who  fixed  then:  suspicions  on  him.  From  the  works  published  under 
Us  name*  no  person  could  for  a  moment  suppose  hun  to  be  a  man  of  humour,  or  in* 
dined  to  personal  and  political  satire.  He  might  even  have  asked  whether  it  was 
probable  that  a  man  whose  pen  had  been  uniformly  devoted  to  solenm  and  serious 
poetry,  and  who  had  n^ver  brought  forward  the  shadow  of  a  claim  for  the  honours 
of  wit,  should  at  an  advanced  period  of  life  suddenly  eclipse  his  contemporaries  and 
lome  of  his  predecessors,  by  exhibiting  a  humour  which  he  had  never  been  suspected 
to  possess*  and  a  spirit  which  would  have  better  become  a  Paul  Whitehead,  or  a 
CIniles  Churchill :  and  that  he  should  carry  this  humour  and  this  spirit  through  she 
poems  of  no  incon«derable  length,  on  dissimilar  subjects.  Yet  as  even  thb,  however 
lemaricable,  is  not  beyond  the  reach  of  genius,  it  was  surely  m  his  power  to  bring  the 
qoestion  to  a  more  prompt  issue.  But  thb  he  evades,  and  uses  every  argument  against 
Mr.  Warton's  opmion  but  that  which  must  have  at  once  refuted  it,  the  plain  and  flat 
denial  of  a  man  of  honour  and  principle. 

On  this  account,  therefore,  the  Heroic  Epistle,  and  the  other  pieces  published  under 
the  nameof  Macgregor,  are  now  added  to  Mr.  Mason's  works,  but  not  without  a  wbh  that 
they  could  have  been  attributed  to  some  writer  of  less  private  and  public  worth.  If  they 
he  his,  they  will  add  to  hb  literary  reputation,  by  placing  hhn  among  the  first  satirical 
poets  of  hb  day,  if  not  above  the  first;  but  whoever  contemplates  the  disafiected 
ipbit  m  whic^  they  are  written  will  probably  be  of  opinion,  that  by  .adoptmg  the 
floatiDg  invectives  and  prejudices  of  a  party  and  of  a  turbulent  period,  he  did  not 
coosalt  the  consistency  of  hb.character,  or  the  dignity  of  hb  Muse. 
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ELEGY 

10  THl 

MEMORY 

or  TBI 

BBK   WILLIAM  MA80N. 
noM  roxm  iackeo  amo  mokal  ; 

IT 

THOlfAS  GISBORNE,  U.  JL 

fASONif  dead!  Rrom Arton't «ry toir'r 
•  The  Mleiiui  warnbg  ribrates  dofirn  the  Tale. 
'  obterrant  of  bis  fMurdniP  hour ; 
And  all  her  hondred  tonguai  proclaim  the  tale. 

"  Nov  baste,**  tbe  criety  "  to  70a  fanereal  scene : 
Praian,  yetonaofPoesy!  the  verse; 

Booad  tbe  dead  bard  fai  crowded  pomp  convene, 
And  bang  with  tribotary  praise  the  hearse. 

**  Loi^  did  hit  name  my  labooring  trampet  fill ; 

(Ver  many  a  realm  the  pealing  echoes  roll'd : 
And  knf  and  lend  the  blast  that  yet  shaU  thrill. 

Ere  tbe  fall  triimiphs  of  his  Mose  be  told. 
^  Ope  then  each  fountain  of  poetic  grief; 

Aiifil  each  rite  by  Timers  tore  stamp  approv'd : 
Chide  nied'cine*s  god,  vbose  band  withheld  relief; 

Chide  the  relentless  Pates,  by  song  mmiOT'd. 
"  Breathe  cbillinff  blight  on  each  Pamatrian  glade ; 

Ckn  from  their  withering  bowen  th'   Aonian 


In  siAler  stole  amy  the  tragic  maid ; 

Lst  sad  Thalia  trail  the  inTerted  lyre. 
"  Beckon  tbe  Dryad  from  each  rifted  oak ; 

hvmmoanlain  dells  be  Oreads  beard  to  sigh  ; 
Ibom  lake  and  stream  the  Kaiad  tram  convoke-; 

From  coral  groves  let  Kereid  plaints  reply. 
"  O'er  man  and  bmte  the  cloud  of  woe  eitend; 

let  sympathizing  gods  for  Mason  grieve  : 
Bit  lyre,  a  new-bora  star,  in  Heav>n  suspend ; 

Let  meads  of  a^hodel  his  shade  receive." 
Beooe,  Pagan  dreams  I  I  mourn  a  ChristiaB  dead : 

AvBunt !  his  Christian  friend  a  Christian  weqis : 
Bence,  tabled  gods,  of  doubt  and  foUy  bred! 

Bere(*t«as  hia  loftiest  praise)  a  Christian  sleeps. 
Shall  tbe  pale  meteor,  whose  iUnsive  light     [eyes, 

nuuugh  top  and  darkness  gleam'd  on  Gentile 
Surrive  the  reign  of  antiquated  night. 

To  daim  the  empire  of  meridian  skies  ? 

Heaoe,  Pagan  dreams !  Too  oft  poetic  youth 
In  Grecian  robe  hath  staIkU  on  British  plains ; 

WithhadmBy*d  fictkm  deck*d  the  song  of  truth. 
And  pranced  with  fineedom'i  air  in  classic  chains. 


0*^  Blason's  grave  let  nobler  sorrofws  flow ; 

(Ver  Mason^s  grave  let  nobler  themes  ascend: 
Themes,  that  nor  shame  the  head  that  rests  below. 

Nor  him  who  mourns,  but  mourns  in  hope,  the 
friend. 
Better,  by  Fancy  if  the  robe  be  plannM 

That  wraps  the  poet  in  sepulchral  state. 
In  British  loom  the  purple  woof  expand. 

With  British  hues  the  flowery  verge  dilate. 

Ves,  there  are  native  flowers,  to  Mason  dear, 

By  Mason  nors'd,  that  fairer  tints  might  yield 
Ulan  those,  the  vaunted  glory  of  the  year, 

PurioinM  froqi  Latian  or  Achaian  field. 
Yes,  irith  ideal  honour's  richest  meed 

The  bard,  creative  Fancy,  would'st  thou  grace  | 
Unfarl  thy  eagle  wing,  to  Mona  speed. 

Her  haunted  rocks,  her  wizard  caverns  traoew 
Pierce  the  dread  midnigfat  of  her  holiest  wood. 

The  unhewn  fane,  the  liridg  sphere  >  obtest ; 
Pause  where  of  old  the  guileful  Roman  stood  % 

And  guilt  and  horror  smote  his  iron  breast 
There,  on  that  tuif,  to  sacred  grief  consigned. 

Beneath  the  central  soak's  mysterious  shade. 
Where  pale  in  death  Arviragus  reclin'd. 

Even  on  that  turf  be  Bfaaon*s  reliques  laid. 
Thither,  from  dens  beneath,  from  cUA  above, 

LetttMids,  bards,  a  sorrowing  throng,  repair : 
There  let  each  dark-rob'd  priestess  of  the  grove 

Whhrl  the  red  torch,  and  shake  her  streaming 
hair. 
Then  let  the  frantic  burst  of  woe  rebound 

In  wildest  symphony  from  every  steep  I 
Then  ring,  ye  "  notes  that  Mqpa's  bards  should 
sound ;»  [weep«!» 

Then  gush,  ye  "  tears  that  Bdbna's  bards  should 
Or,  Fancy,  seek  in  Harewood's  shade  the  dell. 

Where  Edgar's  falchion  piero'd  tbe  rival  youth  | 
Where  votive  spires  the  fond  memorial  tell 

Of  widowM  anguish  and  connubial  truth  K 
The  cloister  pass,  the  aisle's  meridian  gloom. 

The  hallow'd  portals  of  the  choir  unclose. 
Near  God's  high  altar  where,  in  marble  tomb^ 

The  bones  ci  sainted  Atbelwold  repose. 
Mark  where  aloft  the  pitying  angel  weeps ; 

Behoki  the  speaking  host,  the  laurell'd  ura : 
Then,  by  the  tomb  where  Harewood*s  chieftain 
sleeps. 

For  Harewood's  bard  a  kindred  tooib  adoni. 

1  Tbe  roeking-stone. 

s  Aulos  Didius.— See  the  llrrt  soene  of  Garao- 


9  See  the  dirge  sung  over  the  dead  body  ef  Arfi- 
ragus  in  Bfason*s  Poems. 
«  See  the  last  soene  in  SlfHda. 
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There  let  tli6  Tii^gtn  train  tbdr  forroira  blend; 

There,  as  for  Atbelwoid,  Blfirida  sigh ; 
Aod  wrathful  Orgar,  as  he  rooum*d  a  iHend, 

Veil  the  red  lustre  of  his  leaifulcye. 

Yet  why  to  scenes  of  imitatiTe  grief 

Direct  the  wanderings  of  a  troubled  heart } 
Id  yain  would  genuine  sorrow  court  relief 

From  gayest  fictions  of  poetic  aii 
See  AstOD's  fane  her  groaning  va}ves  e^Mad, 

In  sable  woe  receive  her  pastor  dead ; ' 
-  See  round  his  bier,  no  mimic  monmers,  stand 

The  fUends  he  cherish'd,  and  the  flock  he  fed. 
Jtfark  from  its  height  the  solemn  oigan  breathe ; 

Twas  his  own  hand  that  placM  the  music  tbm; 
list  to  the  infant  choir  that  chants  beneath ; 

Twas  his  own  task  their  early  song  to  rear. 
Behold  the  white-rob'd  minister  of  Reav'n 

(Such  was  he  once  !)  the  hallow'd  rites  b^n  j 
Tdl  of  the  grave  subdued,  a  Saviour  giv!n. 

Life  without  end,  and  bliss  unstain'd  by  sin. 

Haik  !  Heard  ye  not  the  grating  cords  withdraim  K 
Then  sought  Mortality  her  lait  abode ;  i 

There  waits  the  blush  of  that  eternal  dawn. 
Which  '*  bids  the  pure  in  heart  behold  their  God.'' 

Baik!   «  Earth  to  earth--^' The  lifted  spade  be- 
hold! 
With  listening  awe  behold  each   &ee   o'er- 

With  sullen  soond  the  emblematic  monld 

Drops  on  the  hollow  mansion  of  the  dead ! 
»  Ashes  to  nshcs*'— Yet  again  the  «Hind  ! 
'  Accordant  groans  from  every  breast  reply. 
*'  Dualt  to— ^  In  sobs  the  fkiffng  voice  is  drown'd : 

The  buti^ng  sorrows  stream  from  every  eye. 
dos'd'be  the  funerel  scene!  On  seraph  wing 

Let  Hope  the  dead  pursue  to  realms  above  ; 
'View  him' to  meet  bis  blest  Misria  springy 

*Nor  fear"  the  agonies  of  severed  love.    ^  ' 

-Vqif  Hope  was  his,  and  Faith's  celestial  ray : 

Faith  could  the  gloom  of  sever'd  love  assuage  ^; 
Brighten'd  in  manhood's  golden  prin»the  lay  ^, 

And  wann*d  with  holy  ttme  the  soog  of  age  ^ 

'«  See  tbe'Bpitnph  on  his  Wife. 

*  See  the  Ei^y  on  the  Death  of  a- Lady. 

''  See  the  Soooeto  on  the  iUmlvomiy  of  his-Bhih- 
Dny  1795  and  1796.  A  Chisd,  on  the  Anniversaiy 
in  the 'present  year,  (Feb*  03,  1797)  was  oommu* 
picated  by  him  to  mwm  el  hiiifiriiads.  .^awAmlhnr 
wu  ihtHiwiiiiIji  tmo, 


His  breast,  of  lawless  anarehy  the  Hn^, 

For  Britain  swell'd  with  Freedom's  patriot  zed  *; 
Nor  thus  confin'd,  for  every  dime  ooukl  glow. 

And  in  a4lanB%  a  hMherls  mongs  could  hdi 
XMId  fieel,  o'br  Afric's  nee  when  Avarice  tptttd 

Her  bloody  wing,  and  shook  in  srom  the  chain; 
While  Justice,  hand  in  hand  by  Mercy  led. 

To  Christian  senates  cried,  and  cried  in  vain! 
Now  their  new  guest  the  sacred  hosts  include. 

They  who  on  Earth  with  kindred  lustre'  shone; 
Whom  love  of  God  to  love  of  man  subdu'd. 

Nor  Pride  ngr  Avarice  seated  ttie  heart  to  stone. 
There  shall  he  join  the  bards  whose  halkw'd  aim 

Sought  from  the  dross  of  earth  the  soul  to  rsiK; 
Di8dain*d  the  meed  of  pariibable  fame. 

And  sunk  the  poet>  in  the  Christian's  prun. 
There  'mid  empyreal  lig^t  shall  hail  his  Orey; 

There  Milton  thron'd inpe^less  glory  see ; 
The  wreath  that  flames  on  Thomson*s  brow  survey  ; 

The  vacant  crown  that,  Cowper^  waits  for  thee.   ' 


EPITAPff 


REV.  WILUAM'MASC»r. 

BarrAiw !  If  atiams  that  Clmeoe  had  joy'd  toovoi 

SCmiaa  that  symphonioiM  to  the  Druid's  lyve^ 
While  Freedom  laager'd  on- her  tottering  thioae. 

Breathed  o'er  the  soul  the  glow  of  paUiot  fire ;. 
Britain  !  If  atrains  like  these  oan.toueh  (by  heart 

Or  lays  that  flow'd,  ivhen  Taste,  .fay  Nature  leJL 
O'er  her  wiU  beauties  fiai«  the  since  of.  Art; 

Here  duteous  bend  before  thy  Mason  dead ! 
So,  till  fiwm  Heaven  thakndl  of  £ai«his  f«^ 

Till  the  tost  flames  thy  oylfaa  panp  iavad^^ 
So  mayst  thou  gnup  the  liberty  heauag. 

So  bloom  thue  isle  the  garden  he  pourtray'd  I 


Swell  theo  fan  all  thy  feahns  thjR  paet'a  | 
Hark  to  the  liobler  praise  that  shahao  the  fkies ! 

See  angel  myriada  eft  hie  aurUe  fMO: 
Hear  raptured  •fcfaphi^*--^*  13»Me  «  Chaitian 


«  See  the  Secnlar'Ode  oa  ft» 
Bavolation  1888. 
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ROBERT  EARL  OF  HOLDERNESSE, 

BARON  D'ARCY,  MENIL  AND  CONYERS, 
LORD  WARDEN  OF  HIS  MAJESTY'S  CINQUE  PORTS, 

AND 

GOVERNOR  OF  DOVER  CASTLE. 


SONNET. 

X-TARCY,.  to  thee,  whatever  of  happier  vein, 
Smit  with  the  love  of  song,  my  youth  essay'd. 

This  verse  devotes  from  Aston's  secret  shade. 
Where  lettered  ease,  thy  gift,  endears  the  scene. 
Here,  as  the  light-wingM  moments  glide  serene, 

I  weave  the  bower,  around  the  tufted  mead 

In  careless  flow  the  simple  pathway  lead. 
And  strew  with  many  a  rose  the  shaven  green. 
So,  to  deceive  my  solitary  days. 

With  rural  toils  ingenuous  arts  I  blend. 
Secure  from  envy,  negligent  of  praise. 

Yet  not  unknown  to  fame,  if  D'Arcy  lend 
His  wonted  smile  to  dignify  my  lays. 

The  Muse's  patron,  but  the  poet's  friend. 


JIfcy  12,  17«5.  W.  MASON 


Vol.  XVIU. 
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WILLIAM  MASON,   A.M. 


MVSJE  US'. 


MONODY 


MEMORY  OP  MR.  POPE.  > : 

nt  IMtTATIOIC  Of  MILTOM't  tTCIDAB. 
i  4^.     Tiif  f  JM  vwrm  umkfMMLrfjJn$H^  niu  Iv* 

Diooyi.  Halicarn.  in  Binarcho. 

Souovno  I  catch  the  reed,  and  call  the  Mate  ; 

W  yet  a  Mute  on  Britain's  plain  abide, 

Sooe  lapt  Museus  tun*d  hjs  parting  strain : 

With  bim  they  liv»d,  with  him  perchance  they  dy'd. 

For  who  e'er  since  their  vii;gin  charms  espV'd, 

^€11  the  hanks  of  Thames,  or  met  their  train, 

Where  Iiig  sparkles  to  the  sonny  ray  ? 

Or  bare  they  deign'd  to  play, 

Where  Camus  winds  along  his  broider'd  Tale, 

Feeding  each  blue-bell  pale,  and  daisie  pied, 

Tbit  flmg  their  fragrance  round  his  rushy  side  ? 

Yet  ah !  y«  are  not  dead,  celestial  maids; 
uunoital  as  ye  are,  ye  may  not  die : 
^er  is  it  meet  ye  fly  these  pensive  glades, 
at  round  his  Imnreat  herse  ye'heaye  the  sigh. 
»ty  then  awhile.  Oh  sUy,  ye  fleeting  fair  ; 
J«wt  yet,  nor  hallowed  Hmpocrene, 
Nor  Thespise's  grove  j  till  with  harmonioos  taen 
Ye  sootii  his  shade,  and  slowly-dittied  air. 
Soch  tribute  ponrM,  agam  ye  may  repair 


>  Mr.  Piope  died  hi  the  year  i744|  thii 
««»  thaft  writlaD,  aiid  piriiliihed  flni  iath 


theyw 


To  what  lov'd  hannt  ye  whilom  did  eledt ; 

Whether  Lymeos,  or  that  BKxutain  Mr 

Trim  Mmnalua,  with  piny  verdure  deokt. 

But  now  it  boot!  ye  not  in  these  to  stray. 

Or  yet  CyUepe*s  hoary  shade  to  chuse. 

Or  where  mild  Ladon's  welling  waters  play. 

Forego  each  vain  eususe. 

And  haste  to  Thames's  shores;  for  Thames  ihall  joi9 

Our  sad  society,  and  passing  mourn. 

The  tears  fitst-trickling  o'er  his  silver  urn/ 

And,  when  the  poet's  widow'd  grot  he  la|f«s. 

His  reed-crown'd  locks  shall  shake,  his  head  shall 

bow, 
His  tide  no  more  in  eddies  blithe  shall  rove, 
But  creep  soft  by  with  long-drawn  murmurs  slow. 
Por  oft  the  mighty  ^naster  nras'd  his  waves 
With  maitial  notes,  or  lull'd  with  strain  of  love: 
He  muit  not  now  in  bridk  meanders  flow 
Gamesome,  and  kiss  the  sadly  silent  thure. 
Without  the  loan  of  some  poetic  woe. 

Say  flrst,  Sicilian  Mase, 
Por,  with  thy  sisters,  thou  didst  weeping  stand 
In  silent  circle  at  the  solemn  scene, 
When  Death  approach'd,  and  wav'd  his  ebon  wand. 
Say  how  each  laurel  droopt  its  with'riog  green } 
How  in  yon  grot,  eadi  silver  trickling  spring 
Wander'd  the  shelly  channels  all  among ; 
While  as  the  cural  roof  did  softly  ring 
Responsive  to  their  sweetly-doleful  song. 
Meanwhile  all  pale  th'  expiring  poet  laid. 
And  sunk  his  awful  head. 
While  vooal  shadows  pleasing  dreams  proloQg  ; 
Por  so,  his  sicfc^nfaig  spirits  to  rolease. 
They  poured  the  balm  of  visionary  peaoe. 

FUst,  sent  from  Gam's  fisir  banks,  like  palmer  old. 
Game  Tityrus  >  slow,  with  he^  all  silvered  o'er. 
And  in  his  hand  an  oaken  crook  he  bore, 
And  thus  in  antique  guise  short  talk  did  hold. 

*  Chancer,  a  name  ftnequently  given  him  by 
Spenser.    See  Sbqp.  Gal.  Eo.  S,  6,  18,  and  elst- 

where. 
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"  Grete  c1eri[  of  Fame*  is  house,  wliose  excellence 

Male  wele  befitt  thilk  place  of  eminence, 

Mickle  of  wele  betide  thy  houres  last. 

For  mich  gode  wirkd  to  me  ^n  and  past 

For  syn  the  days  whereas  my  lyre  ben  Btitmgeo, 

And  deftly  m^ny  a  mery  laie  I  songen, 

Old  Time,  which  alle  things  don  maliciously 

Ooawen  with  rusty  tooth  continually, 

Guattrid  my  lines,  that  they  all  cancrid  ben, 

Till  at  the  last  thou  smoothen  'hem  M&st  again; 

Sitbence  full  semely  gliden  my  rymes  rude. 

As,  (if  fitteth  thilk  similitude) 

Wbann^  shallow  brooke  yrenneth  hobling  on, 

Ovir  rough  stones  it  makith  full  rough  song; 

But,  thetn  stones  removen,  this  lite  rivere 

Stealitb  forth  by,  making  plesannt  murmere : 

So  my  se!y  rymes,  whoso  may  them  note. 

Thou  makist  everichone  to  ren  right  sote; 

And  in  thy  verse  entunist  so  fetiaely. 

That  men  sayen  I  make  trewe  melody. 

And  speaken  every  dele  to  myne  honoure. 

Mich  wele,  grete  clerk,  betide  thy  parting  boure !'' 

He  ceas'd  his  homely  rhyme. 
When  Colin  Clout  3,  £liaa*s  shepherd  twain. 
The  blithest  lad  that  ever  pip*d  on  plain. 
Came  with  his  reed  soit-warbling  on  the  way. 
And  thrice  he  bow'd  his  bead  with  motion  mild. 
And  thus  his  gliding  numbers  gan  essay. 

'<  Ah  !  luckless  swain,  alar!  how  arttbon  lorn  ^ 
Who  once  like  me  could'st  frame  thy  pipe  to  play 
Shepherds  devise,  and  cheer  th«  ling'ring  mom : 
Ne  bush,  ne  breere,  hut  learnt  thy  roundelay. 

Ah  plight  too  sore  such  worth  to  t^ual  right ! 

Ah  worth  too  high  to  meet  such  piteous  plight ! 
"  Bui^I  nought  strive,  poor  Colin,  to  compare 
My  Hobbin's  or  my  Thenot's  rustic  skill 
To  thy  defl  swains,  whose  dapper  ditties  rare 
Surpass  ought  else  of  quaintest  shepherd's  quHl. 

£v*n  Roman  Tityrus,  that  peerless  wight, 

Mote  yield  to  thee  for  dainties  of  delight. 

**  Kke  wheu  in  fable's  flow'ry  paths  you  stray'd. 
Masking  in  cunning  feints  truth's  splendent  face; 
Ne  Sylph,  ne  Sylph  id,  but  due  tendance  paid, 
To  shield  Rc^linda's  lock  from  felon  base. 
But  all  mote  nought  avail  such  harm  to  chase. 
Then  Una  fair  'gan  droop  her  princely  mein, 
Eke  Florimel,  and  all  my  faery  race : 
Belinda  far  surpast  my  beauties  sheen, 

Belinda,  subject  meet  for  such  soft  lay  I  ween. 
"  Like  as  in  village  troop  of  birdlings  trim. 
Where  Chanticleer  his  red  crest  high  doth  hold, 
And  quacking  ducks,  that  woot  in  lake  to  swim, 
And  turkeys  proud,  and  pigeons  nothing  bold  ; 
If  chance  the  peacock  doth  his  plumes  unlbld, 
Eftsoons  their  meaner  beaut'.cs  all  decaying, 
He  glisfnetb  purple  and  he  glist*neth  gold, 
Now  with  bright  green,  now  blue  himself  arraving. 

Such    is  thy  beauty  bright,    all    other  beauties 
swaying. 

3  Spenser,  which  name  he  gives  himself  through- 
oat  bis  works. 

<  The  two  first  stanzas  of  this  speech,  as  they 
relate  to  pastoral,  are  written  iq  the  measure  which 
Spenser  uses  in  the  first  eclogue  of  the  Shephei^'s 
Oilendar :  the  rest,  where  he  speaks  of  fable,  are 
in  the  stanza  of  the  Faery  Queen. 


'' But  why  do  I  deKaat  this  toyiah  riiyifte. 
And  fiincies  light  in  nmple  gnibe  pourtray  ? 
Listing  to  cheer  thee  at  this  niefal  time. 
While  as  blabk  Death  doth  on  thy  beaititriDgi 

prey. 
Yet  rede  anght,  and  if  this  friendly  lay 
Thou  nathless  judgest  all  too  slight  and  vain, 
Let  my  well-meaning  mend  my  ill  essay : 
So  may  I  greet  thee  with  a  nobler  strain* 
When  soon  we  meet  for  aye,  in  yon  ster-^prinkled 
plain." 
Last  came  a  bard  of  more  majestic  tread. 
And  Thyrsis  bight  &  by  dryad,  &wd.  or  swmn. 
Whene'er  be  mingled  with  the  shepherd  train; 
But  seldom  that ;  ibr  higher  thoughU  be  M', 
For  him  full  ofl  the  heav'niy  Muses  led 
To  clear  Euphrates,  and  the  secret  mount,  « 
To  Araby,  and  Eden,  fragrant  climes. 
All  which  the  sacred  bard  would  oft  recount : 
And  thus  in  strain,  unus*d  in  sylvan  shade. 
To  sad  Musaras  rightful  homage  paid« 
"  Thrice  hail,  thou  heav'n-taught  warbler !  last  and 
Of  all  the  trdin  !  poet  in  whom  coojom'd         [best 
All  that  to  ear,  or  heart,  or  head,  could  yiekl 
Rapture ;  harmonious^  manly,  clear,  suUime. 
Accept  this  gratulatjun :  may  it  cheec 
Thy  sinking  soul ;  nor  these  corporeal  ills 
Ought  daunt  thee,  or  appall.   Know,  in  high  Heav'a 
Fame  blooms  eternal  o'er  that  spirit  divine, 
Who  builds  immortal  verse.    There  thy  bold  Muse, 
Which  while  on  Earth  could  breathe  Msonian  fire, 
Shall  soar  seraphic  heights ;  while  to  her  voice 
Ten  thousand  hierarchies  of  angels  harp 
'Symphonious,  and  with  dulcet  harmonies 
Ushor  the  song  rejoicing.     I  meanwhile. 
To  tooth  thee  in  these  irksome  hours  of  pain. 
Approach  thy  visitant,  with  mortal  pruse 
To  praise  thee  mortal.     First,  for  Rhyme  subdued; 
Rhyme,  erst  the  minstrel  of  primeval  Night,    ' 
And  Chaos,  anarch  old :  she  near  their  throne 
Oft  taught  the  rattling  elements  tn  chime 
With  tenfold  din;  till  late  to  Earth  upborn 
On  strident  plume,  what  time  fair  Poesie 
Emerg'd  from  gothic  cloud,  and  faintly  shot 
Rekindling  gleams  of  lustre.    Her  the  fiend 
Opprest ;  forcing  to  utter  uncouth  dirge. 
Runic,  or  Leonine  ;  and  with  dire  chains 
Fetter'd  her  scarcc-fledgM  pinion.     I  such  bonds 
Aim'd  to.destroy,  hopehss  that  att  could  ease 
Their  thraldom,  and  to  liberal  use  converL 
lliis  wonder  to  achieve  Musasus  came ; 
Thou  cam'st,  and  at  thy  magic  touch  the  chains 
Off  dropt,  and  (passing  strange!)    soft■wreatbe(^ 
bands  [Muse 

Of  flow'rs  their  place  supply'd  :    which  well  the 
Might  wear  for  choice,  not  orce ;  obstruction  none. 
But  loveliest  omameut.     Wond'rous  this,  yet  here 
The  wonder  rests  not ;  various  argument 
Remains  for  me,  uncertain,  where  to  cull 
The  heading  grace,  where  countless  gmces  charm. 
Various  this  peaceful  cave ;  this  mineral  roof; 
This  'semblage  meet  of  coral,  ore,  and  shell ; 
These  pointed  crystals  thro'  the  shadowy  clefts 
Bright  glist'ring;  all  these  slowly  dripping  rills, 

^  Milton.  Lycidas  and  the  Epitaphium  Damonii 
are  tlie  only  Pastorals  we  hove  of  Milton*s;  in  rbe 
latter  of  which,  where  he  laments  Car.  DiBodatns 
under  the  name  of  Damon,  he  calls  himself  Tbyisii 
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Thik  tinkling  tpander  o'^r  the  peibbled  floor : 
Yet  not  tbii  vaiiniu  peaceful  cave,  with  this 
Its  amerBl  roof;  oor  this  aaaemblage  meet 
Of  ooral,  ore,  and  shell ;  nor  mid  the  shade 
Tbese  pointed  crystals,  glist'ring  fair ;  nor  rills, 
That  wander  tiohling  o'er  the  pebbled  floor ; 
JOeal  charms  more  various  to  each  raptur'd  sense. 
Than  thy  melUflaoos  lay——*' 

"  Cease,  friendly  swain;*' 
(MiKeus  aj*6,  and  raised  bis  aching  head) 
"  All  praise  is  fK<eign,  but  of  true  desert, 
Plays  nwnd  the  head,  but  comes  not  to  the  heart" 
Ah !  why  recall  the  toys  of  tfaoughile^  youth  ? 
When  flow'ry  fiction  held  the  place  of  truth  ? 
Ere  sound  tu  sense  resign*d  the  silken  rein. 
And  the  light  lay  ran  musically  vain. 
Oh !  in  that  lay  had  richest  fancy  flow'd. 
The  Syrens  warbled,  and  the  Graces  gloi^'d; 
Hsd  h?eliest  nature,  happiest  art  combined ; 
That  lent  each  charm,  and  this  each  charm  refin'd. 
AUsI  how  little  were  my  proudest  boast  1 
The  sweetest  trifler  of  my  tribe  at  most 
To  sway  the  judgment,  while  he  sooths  the  ear ; 
To  cnrb  mad  passion  in  its  wild  career; 
To  wake  by  sober  touch  the  useful  lyre. 
And  rule,  with  reason's  rigour,  fancy's  fire : 
Be  thi-  the  poet's  praise.     And  this  possest. 
Take,  Dulness  and  thy  dunces  !  take  the  rest 

"  Come  then  that  honest  famf ;  whose  temp'rate 
Or  gilds  the  satire,  or  the  moral  lay ;  [ray 

Which  dawns,  tho^  then,  rough  Donne!  hew  oat 

the  line : 
Bot  beaoM,  sage  Horace  I  from  each  strain  of  thine. 
Oh  if  like  these,  with  conscious  freedom  bold, 
One  poet  more  his  manly  measures  roli'd. 
Like  these  led  forth  th'  indignant  Muse  to  brave 
The  renal  statesmnn,  and  the  titled  slave ; 
To  strip  from  frootless  Vice  her  stars  and  strings. 
Nor  9pare  h«»r  basking  in  the  smile  of  kings : 
If  fnave,  yet  lively  j  rational,  yet  warm  ; 
Clear  to  convince,  and  eloquent  to  charm  ; 
He  ponr'd,  for  Virtue's  cause,  serene  along 
The  purest  precept,  in  the  sweetest  song; 
if)  fi)r  her  cause,  his  heav*n-directed  plan 
Marked  each  meander  in  the  maze  of  man ; 
VomovM  by  sophistry,  unaw'd  by  name-. 
No  dupe  to  doctrines,  and  no  fool  to  fame  ; 
led  by  no  system's  devious  glare  astray. 
That,  meteor-like,  but  glitters  to  betray. 
Yet,  if  his  soul  to  reason *s  rule  resigned. 
And  Heav'n^s  own  views  fair-op'niog  on  his  mind. 
Caught  from  bright  nature's  flame  the  living  ray. 
Thro'  passion's  cioad  pour'd  in  resistless  day  ; 
And  taught  mankind  in  reas'ning  Pride's  despite, 
That  God  is  wise,  and  all  that  is  is  right : 
If  this  his  boast,  pour  here  the  welcome  lays ; 
Praise  less  than  this  is  mockery  of  praise." 

"  To  poor  that  praise  be  mine,"  feir  Virtue  cry  *d ; 
And  shot,  all  radiant,  thro'  an  op'ning  cloud, 
fint  ah !  my  Muse,  bow  will  thy  voice  express 
Th'  immortal  strain,  harmonious,  as  it  flow'd  ? 
in  suits  immortal  strain  a  doric  dress : 
And  fiu*  too  high  already  bast  thou  soar'd. 
Pjioogh  for  thee,  that,  when  the  lay  was  o*er. 
The  goddess  clasped  him  to  her  throbbing  breast. 
Bat  what  might  that  avail  ?  Blind  Fate  ^fore 
Had  op'd  her  shears,  to  cut  his  vital  thread  ! 
And  who  may  dare  gainsay  her  stem  behest  ? 
Nov  thrice  he  wav'd  the  hand,  thrice  bowM  the  head. 
And  sigh'd  his  sool  to  rest. 


Now  wept  the  nymphs^;   witness,  ye  waving 
shades ! 
Witness,  ye  winding  streams  I  the  nymphs  did  weep : 
The  heav'niy  goddess  too  with  tears  did  steep 
Her  plaintive  voice,  that  acho'd  thro'  the  glades ; 
And,  "  cruel  gods,"  and,  "  cruel  stars,"  she  cry'd: 
Nor  did  the  shepherds,  thro'  the  woodlauds  wide. 
On  that  sad  day,  or  to  the  pensive  brook. 
Or  silept  river,  drive  their  thirsty  flocks : 
Nor  did  the  wild-goat  bruuze  the  shrubby  rocks ; 
And  Philomel  her  custom'd  oak'forsook  » 
And  roses  wan  were  wav*d  by  zephyrs  weak. 
As  Nature's  self  was  sick  : 
And  ev'ry  lily  droop'd  its  silver  head. 
Sad  sympathy  !  yet  sure  his  rightful  meed. 
Who  charmed  all  nature :  well  might  Nature  moura 
Thro'  all  her  choicest  «weets  Mussur  dead. 

Here  end  we,  goddess  ^^ !  this  your  shepherd  sang. 
All  as  his  hands  an  ivy  chaplet  wove. 
Oh  I  make  it  worthy  of  the  sacred  bard  ; 
And  make  it  equal  to  the  shepherd's  love. 
Thou  too  accept  the  strdin  with  meet  regard  : 
For  sure,  blest  shade,  thou  bear's!  my  doleful  song: 
Whether  with  angel  troops,  the  stars  among, 
From  golden  harp  thou  call'st  seraphic  lays; 
Or,  for  fair  Virtue's  cause,  now  doubly  dear. 
Thou  still  art  hov'ring  o'er  our  tuneless  sphere; 
And  mov'st  some  hidden  spring:  her  weal  to^raise* 

Thus  the  fond  swain  bis  doric  oate  essay'd. 
Manhood's  prime  hou'jurs  rising  on  bis  cheek  : 
Trembling  he  strove  to  court  the  tuneful  maid 
With  stripling  arts,  and  dalliance  all  too  weak,        .. 
Unseen,  unheard,  beneath  an  hawthorn  shade. 
But  now  dun  cloods  the  welkin  'gan  to  streak  ; 
And  now  down-dropt  the  larks,  and  ceas'd   their 
strain :  [twain. 

They  ceas'd,  and  with  them  ceas'd  the  shepherd 


ISIS. 

A  MONOLOGUE. 

A.  W2w«r 

Ti  7r«r'  «^  ^  w«v 

Sophocles  in  Anti^ 

Far  from  her  hallow'd  grot,  where  mildly  bright 
The  pointed  crystals  shot  their  trembling,  light. 
From  dripping  niciss  where  sparkling  dew-drops  fell. 
Where  coral  glow'd,  where  twin'd  the  wreathed  shell, 

<  F^tinctum  nymphe  cnideli  funere  Daphnim 
Flebant :  vos  coryli  testes  &  flumina  nymphis. 
Cum,  complexa  sui  corpus  miserabile  nati, 
Atque  decs  atque  astra  vocat  crudelia  mater. 
Non  ulli  pastos  jllis  e$ire  diebus  [amnent 

Fri^lda,  Daphni,  boves  ad  flumina;    nulla  neque 
LibaVit  quadrupes,  nee  graminis  attigit  herbam. 

Virg.  Kcl.  5. 

''  Hasc  sat  erit,  divge,  vestrum  cecinisse  poetara 
Dum  sedet,  et  gracili  tiscellam  texlt  bibiscoy 
Pierides  :  vos  haec  facietis  maxima  Oallo : 
Gallo,  cujus  amor,  &c.  Vifg.  £el.  10. 
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l^ale  bit  lay  |  »  viHow'i  lowfy  s1^*te 
Spread  iti  tbm.  foliage  o'er  the  pouh^ 
Cloa'd  was  her  eye,  an^  from  her  heaTing  tireaafc 
Iq  careless  folds  loose  fell  lier  xoneless  Test ; 
While  down  her  neck  her*vagrent  tresses  flow 
In  all  the  awfdl  negligence  of  woe ; 
Her  om  sustained  her  arm,  that  sculptur'd  vase 
Where  Vulcan's  art  had  lavished  all  its  grace ; 
Here,  full  with  life  was  heav*n-tanght  Science  seen. 
Known  hy  the  laurel  wreath  and  musing  meln :  [bland 
There  doud-crown'd  Fame,  here  Peace  sedate  and 
SwelPd  the  loud  tramp,  and  waY>d  the  olive  wand ; 
While  solemn  domes,  arch*d  shades,  and  vistas  green 
At  well-mark'd  distance  close  the  sacred  scene. 

On  this  the  goddess  cast  an  anxious  look. 
Then  dropt  a  tender  tear,  and  thus  she  spoke : 
"  Yes,  I  con'd  once  with  plesCs'd  attention  trace 
The  mimic  charms,  of  this  propl\^c  vase ;  , 

Then  lift  my  head,  and  with  enraptured  eyes 
View  on  yon  plain  the  real  glories  rise. 
Yes,  Isis !  oft  hast  thou  rejoie'd  to  lead 
Thy  liquid  treasures  o»cr  yon  iav'rite  mead. 
Oft  hast  thota  stopt  thy  pearly  car  to  gaze, 
While  ev'ry  science  nurs*d  it's  growing  bays ; 
While  ev*ry  youth,  with  Fame's  strong  impulse  firM, 
Prest  to  the  goal,  and  at  the  goal  untir'd 
Snatch*d  each  oelestial  wreath  to  bind  his  brow, 
The  Muses,  Graces,  Virtues  conld  bestow. 

"  E'en  now  fond  Fancy  leads  th'  ideal  train. 
And  ranks  her  troops  on  Mem'ry's  ample  plain  ; 
See  !  the  firm  leaders  of  my  patriot  line, 
See  I  Sidney,  Kalergh,  Ham^Hien,  Somers  shine. 
See  Hough  superior  to  a  tyrant's  doom 
Smile  at  the  menace  of  the  sla/e  of  Rome. 
Each  soul  whom  truth  cou'd  fire,  or  Tirtue  move, 
Each  breast  strong  pantrog  with  it's  country's  love, 
AH  that  to  Albion  gave  the  heart  or  head, 
That  wisely  counseli'd,  or  that  bravely  bled, 
All,  all  appear;  on  me  they  gnueful  smile, 
The  well-eam'd  prize  of  every  virtuous  toil 
To  me  with  filial  reyerence  they  bring, 
And  hang  fresh  trophies  o'er  my  honoured  spring. 

*'  Ah  t  I  remember  well  yon  beachen  spiay : 
Th^ipe  Addison  first  tun'd  bis  polish'd  lay ; 
'T^as  there  great  Cato^s  form  fi|«t  met  his  eye, 
In'all  the  pomp  of  free-bom  majesty. 
*  My  son,'  be  cry'd,  <  observe  this  mein  with  awe. 
In  solemn  lines  the  strong  resemblance  draw ; 
The  piercing  notes  shall  strike  each  British  ear, 
Each  British  eye  shall  drop  the  patriot  tear  j 
And,  rous'd  to  glory  by  the  nervous  stnun, 
Each  youth  shall  spurn  at  8lav»ry's  abject  reign. 
Shall  guard  with  Cato's  zeal  Britannia's  laws. 
And  speak,  and  act,  and  bleed,  in  freedom's  canse.' 

*<  The  hero  spoke,  the  bard  assenting  bow'd, 
The  lay  to  liberty  and  Cato  flow'd  ;  ' 
While  Echo,  ag  she  rov'd  the  vale  along, 
Join*d  the  strong  cadence  of  his  Roman  song. 

"  But  ah  1  how  stillness  slept  upon  the  ground. 
How  mute  attention  check'd  each  rising  sound  j 
Scarce  stole  a  breeze  to  wave  the  leafy  spray. 
Scarce  trili'd  sweet  Philomel  her  softest  lay. 
When  Locke  walk'd  musing  forth  j  cv'n  now  I  view 
Majestic  wisdom  thron'd  upon  his  brow,    • 
View  candour  smile  upon  his  tnodt^  cheek. 
And  from  his  eye  all  judgment's  radiance  break. 
Twas  here  the  sage  his  manly  zeal  exprest. 
Here  stript  vain  Falshood  of  her  gaudy  vest ; 
Here  Truth's  collected  beams  first  fill'd  his  mhid. 
Ere  long  to  burst  in  blcisiiigs  on  ■n«"»tin^  ; 


Ere  k»g  to  ihesr  to  Reafeon*!  pm^  eye. 
That  <  Natora's  first  best  gift  was  liberty.' 

**  Prond  of  this  wond'routi  son,  sublime  I  stood, 
(While  kmdersuiiges  swell'd  my  rapid  flood)  ' 
Then  vein  as  Niol^  exulting  ery'd, 
'Ifissusl  roll  thy  fom'd  Athenian  tide; 
Tho^  Plato's  steps  oft  mark'd  Chy  neighb^riBg  ff»6^ 
Tho'  fair  Lycseum  lent  it's  a«f«l  shside, 
Tho*  erY^  academic  green  imprest 
It's  image  full  on  thy  reflecting  breast. 
Yet  my  pure  stream  shall  boast  as-^rood  m  aiail^ 
And  Britain's  Isis  flow  with  attic  fame.' 

"  Aiaa!  howchang'd!  where  now  »iat attic  botstl 
See !  (Gothic  licenoe  rage  o^er  all  my  coast 
See !  Hydra  faction  spread  its  impious  reign. 
Poison. each  breast,  and  madden  ev'ry  brain. 
Hence  fronUess  crowds  that,  not  oootent  to  firight 
The  blushing  Cynthia  from  her  throne  of  ni^ 
Blast  the  fair  face  of  day;  and  madly  bold. 
To  freedom's  foes  infomial  orgies  hold ; 
To  freedom's  foes,  sih  i  se^  the  goblet  crown'd  1 
Hear  plausive  shouts  to  freedom's  foes  resound ! 
The  horrid  botes  my  refluent  waters  daunt. 
The  Echoes  groan,  the  Dryads  quit  their  haonti 
Learning,  that  onoe  to  idl  diffus'd  her  beam. 
Now  sheds  hy  stealth  a  partial  private  gteam 
In  some  lone  cloister's  melancholy  shade. 
Where  a  firm  few  support  her  sickly  head  j 
Despis'd,  insulted  by  the  barb^roos  train. 
Who  scour  like  Thracia's  moon-struck  root  the  plaio, 
Sworn  foes  like  tbens  to  all  the  Mose  approves^ 
All  Phoebus  favours,  or  Minerva  loves. 

"  Arethesetbe  sons  my  foat'ringbreatt  most  lear^ 
Gkac'd  with  my  name,  uid  mutur'd  by  my  caie. 
Must  these  go  forth  from  my  maternal  hand 
To  deal  their  insults  thro*  a  peaceful  land. 
And  boast,  while  Freedom  hleadt  and  Virtue  groin^ 
That  '  Isis  tought  seditnn  to  her  sons  ^* 
Forbid  it  Heav*n ;  and  let  my  rising  waves 
Indignant  swell,  and  whelm  the  recreant  alsves^ 
In  England's  cause  their  patriot  floods  employ. 
As  Xanthtts  delng'd  in  the  cause  of  Troy. 
Is  this  deoy'd  ?  then  point  some  secret  way  [strsy. 
Where  for,  far  hence  these  guiltiest  streams  may 
Some  udknown  channel  lend,  where  Nature  spreads 
Inglorious  vales  aud  unfrequented  meads ; 
There,  where  a  hind  scarce  tunes  his  rustic  strsia, 
Where  searce  a  pilgrim  treads  the  pathless  plain. 
Content  I'll  flow :  forget  that  e'er  my  tide 
Saw  yon  miyestie  structures  crown  its  side  ? 
Forget  that  e'er  my  rapt  atttetion  huag 
Or  on  the  sage*s  or  the  poet's  tongoe. 
Calm  and  resign'd  my  humbler  lot  embnM^ 
And,  pleas^,  pce&r  ublivkm  to  disgrace.*' 


ODES. 
ODE   L 

FOR  MUSIC  K     fEKBOVLAt* 

Hbrk  all  thy  active  fires  diffuse. 
Thou  genuine  British  Muse  ; 

>  This  ode  was  written  at  the  reqtMst  of  the  vies* 
chancellor  of  Cambridge,  set  to  mnsic  by  the  tete 
Dr.  Boyce,  and  performed  in  the  senate-booss  it 
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HnhiBTQiBMMM  ftOfli  JfMMtl  QIMIlt  H]^ 

CkMth'd  in  thy  liMv^wove  robe  of  lnraMiiy, 
OoBM|  inpenu  i|oeen  cf  0on|^  j 
Gone  vitli  all  that  (Sree-heni  gmee 
Which  lifts  thee  from  the  iervile  throi^y 
Who  meanly  mimic  thy  majestic  pace  j 
ITiat  glance  of  dignity  divine. 
Which  speaks  thee  of  celestial  fine; 
ProclainM  thee  inmate  of  the  shy. 
Daughter  of  Jore  and  Liberty. 
The  elevated  soal,  that  feels, 
Thy  awful  impnlse,  walks  the  fragrant  vayi 

Of  honest  nnpolluted  praise : 
He  with  impartial  justice  deals 
The  Uooming  chaplets  of  immortal  lays : 
He  flies  above  ambition's  low  career; 

Aod  thronM  in  troth's  meridian  sphere^ 
Thenoe,  with  a  bold  and  heav'n-directed  aim. 
Full  00  fhir  Virtoe's  shrine  he  poors  the  lays  of  fame. 

Goddess?  thy  piercing  eye  exploref 
Jim  nij^  fange  eC  beanty's  storsfl, 
The  iteep  aaoevi  of  fine-dad  hiUs, 
The  silver  slcfie  of  fiilUog  rills  $ 
Git/ehes  esoh  lively-colour'd  grace. 
The  criflMoo  of  the  wood.nympb's  laoa, 
The  verdoie  of  the  velTet  lawn. 
The  purple  of  the  osstem  dawn, 
Aod  all  the  tinU  that,  rang'd  in  vivid  glow, 
Haik  the  bold  sweep  of  the  celestial  bow. 

But  kiftier  fisr  her  tnnslhl  transports  rfse. 
When  ail  the  moral  beauties  meet  h«r  eyw  } 
The  sacred  aeal  Ibr  ftpeedom^s  canse, 
That  fires  tin  glefwing  patriot's  breast ; 
The  honest  pride  that  pinmes  the  hero's  crest^ 
When  for  his  country's  aid  the  steel  he  draws ; 

Or  that,  the  calm  yet  active  heat. 
With  which  miki  genhis  warms  the  sage^  heart. 
To  lift  feir  science  to  a  loftier  seat. 

Or  itretch  to  ampler  bonnds  the  wide  domain  of  art 

TheK,  the  best  blossoms  of  the  virtuous  mmd. 
She  culls  with  taste  refin'd ; 
From  their  ambrosial  bloom 

With  bee-like  skill  she  draws  the  rich  peif^mM^ 
And  blends  the  sweets  they  all  convey 

In  the  soft  balm  of  her  mellifiuous  lay. 

Is  them  a  dime,  moM  collected  beam    [stiem? 

Whoc  dumw  like  tiMse  their  varied  mdiMioe. 

Is  there  a  pbin,  whose  genial  soil  iuhales 
Ohity's  hivigorating  gales, 

fier  brightest  beams  where  Emulation  spreads^ 

Her  kindliest  dews  where  Science  sheds. 

Where  ev'ry  Jtfsam  of  Genius  flows. 

Where  eVry  flow'r  of  Virtue  gkiws  ? 

Thither  the  Muse  emMng  flies, 

Hiere  loudly  cries 

If ijsstic  Gnmla  I  h«l  thy  awftil  name,    . 

Dear  to  the  If  use,  to  liberty,  to  Fame. 

You  too,  iUostrieos  train,  she  greets^ 
'      Who  firrt  in  these  inspiring  seats 
Cm^  that  ethereal  fire 
That  proiMpts  you  to  aspiie  v 

Csmbridge,  July  Ut,  1749,  at  the  ioftallatSoa  of 
his  grace  Tbooun  Hotlis,  duke  of  Newcastle, 
chanoelkir  of  the  university;  it  has  suice  appeared 
m  some  miscellaneous  collections  of  poetry,  aad  is 
theiefiKe  here  mserted. 


To  deeds  of  cM  ootn  2  whether  to  shield 
From  base  chicane  yonr  country's  laws; 
To  pale  disease  the  bkxim  of  hei|lth  to  yield  ; 
Or  in  Itdlgion's  hailow'd  cause 
Those  heavenly-tamper'd  arms  to  wield,. 
That  drive  the  foes  of  Faith  indigoant  from  the  flel4« 
And  now  she  tones  her  plansive  song 
To  you,  her  sage  domestic  throng ; 
Who  here,  at  leaning's  richest  shiiiie» 
Dispense  to  each  ingenuoos  yoolh 
The  treasures  of  immortal  troth. 
And  open  wisdom's  golden  mioe- 
Each  youth,  iaapir'd  by  your  persuasive  art, 
Claq»  the  dear  firm  of  Virtue  to  his  heart ; 
And  feels  in  his  tramvorted  soul 
Enthusiastic  raptures  roll, 
Gen'rous  as  those  the  sons  of  Cecrops  caught 
In  hoar  Lyceum's  shades  from  Plato's  fire-clad 
thought 

OQranta!  on  thy  happy  plaia 

Still  Qtay  these  Attic  glories  reign : 

Still  minr'st  thou  kesp  thy  wonted  stato 

In  uoaflncted  grandeur  great ; 

Great  as  at  this  illustrious  hour. 
When  he,  whom  George's  wdl-weigh'd  ehoioi^ 
And  Albion's  gen'ral  voice 

Bave  lifted  to  the  feirest  heights  of  pov'r. 

When  he  apjpears,  and  deignsto  shma 

Tlie  leader  of  thy  learned  1  ine ; 
And  bids  the  verdure  of  thy  olive  bough 

Mid  all  his  civic  chaplets  twine. 
And  add  fresh  glories  to  his  honour'd  brow. 

Haste  then,  aod  amply  o*er  his  head 
The  graceful  foliage  spread.  [Feme, 

Meanwhile  the  Muse  shall  snatoh  the  trump  of 

And  lift  her  swelling  accents  high, 

To  tell  the  world  that  Pelham's  i 
Is  dear  to  learning  as  to  liberty. 


OJ}E    JL 

FOR   UVSICK    nuovLAa. 

Lo!  where  menmbent  o'er  the  shade 
Rome's  i«v*ning  eagle  bows  his  beaked  lisad  I 

Yet,  while  a  moment  Fate  a&rds. 
While  yet  a  momeot  Freedom  stoys. 

That  moment,  which  ontweigha 
Eternity's  unmeasur'd  hoards. 
Shall  Mona's  gratefiil  bards  employ 
To  hymn  their  godlike  hero  to  the  sky. 
Radiant  ruler  of  the  day. 

Pause  upon  thy  ort>  subGme, 
Bid  this  awfiil  moment  stay, 

Bind  it  on  the  brow  of  time  ; 
While  lllona's  trembling  echoes  sigh 
To  strains,  that  thrill  when  heroes  diew 
Hear  oar  harpa,  in  aeoente  slow. 
Breathe  the  digiuty  of  woe^ 

1  When  the  dramatic  poem  of  Canictacas  was 
altered  for  theatrical  representotion  in  1776,  this 
dirge  was  added  to  be  sung  over  the  body  of  Arvi* 
ragust    ' 
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Solemn  notes  that  ptnt  and  paoMy 
While  the  last  majestic  cloee 
Id  diapason  deep  is  drown'd : 
Notes  that  Mona*s  harps  should  aonnd. 
See  our  tears  in  sober  shower, 
0*er  this  shrine  of  glory  poor ! 
Holy  tears  by  virtue  shed, 
That  embalm  the  Taliant  dead; 
Id  these  our  sacred^soog  we  steep ; 
Tears  that  Monads  bards  should  weefK 
Badiapt  ruler,  hear  us  call 

Blessings  on  the  godlike  youth. 
Who  dar'd  to  fight,  who  dar'd  to  fell. 

For  Brftatn,  freedom,  and  for  truth* 
His  dying  groan,  his  parting  sigh 
Was  music  for  the  gods  on  high ; 
Twas  Valour*s  hymn  to  Liberty. 

Ring  out,  ye  mortal  strings ! 
Answer,  thou  heav*n1y  harp,  instinct  with  spirit  aU, 

That  o'er  Andnstes'  throne  self-waibling  swings. 
There  where  ten  thousand  spheres;  fat  measured 

Rolt  their  majestic  melodies  aloifg,  [chime. 

Thou  guid'st  the  thundering  song, 
Pois'd  on  thy  jasper  arch  sublime; 
Vet  shall  thy  heavenly  accents  deign 
To  mingle  with  our  mortal  strain, 
And  Heav'n  and  Earth  unite,  ha  chorus  high. 
While  Freedom  wafts  her  champion  to  the  sky. 


ODE    IlL 
TO    MEMORY. 

MonniBi  of  Wisdom  *  !  thou,  whose  sway 
The  throngM  ideal  hosts  obey ; 
Who  bid'st  their  ranks,  now  vanish,  now  appear, 
Flame  in  the  van,  or  darken  in  the  rear ; 

Accept  this  rotire  veree.    Thy  reign 

Nor  place  can  6x,  nor  power  restrain. 
All,  all  is  thine.  For  thee  the  ear,  and  eye 
Rove  thro'  the  realms  of  grace,  and  harmony : 

The  senses  thee  spontaneous  serve. 

That  wake,  and  thrill  thro*  ev'ry  nerve. 
Else  vainly  soft,  lov'd  Philomel !  would  flow 
The  soothing  sadness  of  thy  warbled  woe : 

Else  vainly  sweet  yon  woodbine  shade 

With  clouds  of  fragrance  fill  the  glade; 
Vainly,  the  cygnet  spread  her  downy  plume, 
The  vine  gush  nectar,  and  the  virgin  Uoom* 

But  swift  to  thee,  alive  and  wann, 

Devolves  each  tributary  charm  : 
See  modest  Nature  bring  her  simple  stores; 
Xuxoriant  Art  exhaust  her  plastic  powers ; 

While  every  flower  in  fiincy's  clime. 

Each  gem  of  old  heroic  time, 
Cttird  by  the  hand  of  the  industrious  Muse, 
Around  thy  shrine  their  blended  beams,  diffuse. 

1  Acootding  to  a  fragment  of  Afiranius,  who 
jnakes  Experience  and  Memory  the  parents  of  Wis- 
dom. 

Usus  me  gaaoit.  Mater  peperit  Memoria,  i 
:SO^IAN  vocant  me  Graii,  vos  Sapientiaro. 
This  passage  is  preserved  by  Aulus  Oellius,  lib. 
xUi.  cap.  8. 


Bail,  Mem'ry  I  liaiL    BefaoM,  I  Wad 
To  that  high  shrine  the  sacred  maid : 
Thy  daughter  she,  the  empress  of  the  lyrs^ 
The  first,  the  faisest,  of  Aooia's  quire. 

She  comes,  and  lo,  thy  realms  expand ! 
She  takes  her  delegated  stand 
Full  in  the  midst,  and  o'er  thy  num'rans  train 
Displays  the  awfol  wonders  of  her  reign. 
There  thnm'd  supreme  in  native  state^ 
If  Sinus  flame  with  fainting  heat. 
She  calls ;  ideal  groves  their  shade  ezteod. 
The  cool  gale  breathes,  the  silent  sbow'rs  desceai 
Or,  if  bleak  winter,  frowning  round, 
Disrobe  the  trees,  and  chill  the  gnwnd, 
Sh«,  mild  magician,  waves  her  potent  waad, 
And  ready  summers  wake  at  her  command. 
See,  visionary  suns  arise. 
Thro'  silver  clouds  and  azure  skies ; 
See,  sportive  iephyrs  fan  the  crisped  streams ; 
Thro*  shadowy  brakes  light  glance  the  q»srkliD| 
beams ; 
While,  near  the  secret  moes-grown  caie, 
That  stands  beside  the  crystal  wmve, 
Sweet  Echo,  rising  from  her  rocky  bed, 
filimics  the  feathered  chorus  o'er  her  head. 
Rise,  hallow'd  Milton !  rise,  and  say. 
How,  at  thy  gloomy  close  of  day , 
How,  when  "  deprest  by  age,  beset  with  wroDp:** 
When  "  fall'n  on  evil  days  and  evil  tongues;" 
When  darkness,  broodmg  on  thy  sif^t, 
Exil'd  the  sovereign  lamp  of  light ; 
Say,  what  could  then  one  cheering  hope  diffuse? 
.  What  friends  were  thine,  save  Mem'ry  and  the  Moie? 
Hence  the  rich  spoils,  thy  studious  youth 
Caught  from  the  stores  of  antaent  truth : 
Hence  all.  thy  classic  wanderings  could  explore. 
When  rapture  led  thee  to  the  Lataan  shore ; 
Each  scene,  that  Tiber's  bank  siipply*d; 
Each  grace,  that  play'd  on  Amo*s  side ; 
The  tepid  ^es,  thro'  Tuscan  glades  that  fly : 
The  blue  serene,  that  spreads  Hesperia's  sky ; 
Were  still  thine  own :  thy  ample  mind 
Each  cbarm  receiy'd,  retain'd,  oombin*d. 
And  thence  "  the  nightly  visitant,"  that  came 
To  touch  thy  boaom  with  her  sacred  flame, 
Recaird  the  long-lost  beams  of  grace. 
That  whilom  shot  from  Nature's  fisce, . 
When  Ood,  in  Eden,  o'er  her  youthful  bicast 
Spread  with  his  own  right  hand  perfbotiOD's  gurgeoos 
▼est. 


TO  A  WATER  NYMPH. 

Tx  green  hair'd  nymplw,  wham  Pan's  deems 
Have  giv'n  to  guard  this  solemn  wood  ^ 
To  speed  the  shooting  scions  into  tr^es, 
And  call  the  roseat  blossom  from  the  bod, 

>  This  Ode  was  written  in  the  year  1147,  and 
published  in  the  first  volume  of  Mr.  Dodsley's  Mis- 
cellany. It  is  here  revised  throughout,  sod  con- 
cluded according  to  the  author's  original  idea. 

^  A  seat  near  *  *  finely  situated,  with  a  grcst 
command  of  water;  bat  disposed  in  a  very  false 
taste. 
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Atte«L    Bat  obHtitboNawa,  wont  to  lead 
This  fluid  cfatyatal  sparklioir  as  it  flowi, 
Whitber,  sb»  whitber  ait  thou  fled  } 
What  sinde  is  oooacioas  to  thy  woes  ? ' 
Ah,  tis  yoa  poplan^  awfol  gloom : 
Poetic  eyet  can  pierce  the  acene : 
Gu  see  thy  drooping  head,  thy  withering  bloom  ; 
See  grief  diffus'd  o'er  all  thy  languid  mem. 
Well  may'st  tboa  wear  misfortune^s  famting  air; 
Well  rend  those  flow'ry  honours  from  thy  brow  ; 
Devolve  that  length  of  careless  hair : 
And  give  Uiine  azure  veil  to  flow 
Loose  to  the  wind  :  for,  oh,  thy  pain 
Hie  pitying  Muse  can  well  relate : 
Thit  pitying  Muse  shall  breathe  her  tend'rest  strain, 
To  teach  the  echoes  thy  disastrous  fate. 
Tvat  where  yon  beeches*  crowding  branches  clos'd. 
What  time  the  dog- star's  flames  intensely  bum. 
In  gentle  indolence  compos'd, 
Reclin'd  upon  thy  trickling  urn, 
Slamb'ring  thou  lay'st,  ail  free  from  fear&: 
No  fnendly  dream  foretold  thine  ham^ 
When  sadden,  see,  the  tyrant  art  appears. 
To  natch  the  liquid  treasures  from  thine  arm, 
Alt,  gotbic  Art,  baa  seiz'd  thy  darling  vase : 
That  vase  which  sflver4lipper*d  Thetis  gave. 
For  some  soft  story  told  with  grace. 
Among  th*  associates  of  the  wave; 
When  m  sequestered  coral  vales. 
While  worlds  ol  waters  rolVd  above. 
The  circling  se»-nynipbs  told  alternate  tales 
Of&bled  changes,  and  of  slighted  luve. 
Ah !  loss  too  josUy  moamM :  for  now  the  fiend 
Hss  CD  yon  shell-wrought  terras  pois'd  it  high ; 
And  thence  be  bids  its  streams  descend. 
With  tortnring  regnlartty. 
Ftam  step  4o  step,  with  sullen  sound. 
The  lbrc'd.oaacades  indignant  leap : 
Now  sinking  fill  the  bason's  measur'd  round  ; 
There  in  a  dull  stagnatioo  doom'd  to  sle^ 
Where  now  the  vo^  pebbles'  gurgling  song  ? 
The  rill  siow-dripping  from  its  rocky  spring? 
What  firee  meander  winds  along. 
Or  curls  when  Zephyr  waves  his  wing  ? 
Alas,  these  glories  are  no  more : 
Fortune,  Oh  give  me  to  redeem 
The  raviih'd  vase  ;  Oh  give  me  to  restore 
Hs  ancient  honours  to  this  hapless  stream. 
Then  nymph,  again,  with  all  their  wonted  ease. 
Thy  wanton  waters,  volatile  and  free. 
Shall  wildly  warble,  as  they  please. 
Their  soft,  loquacious  harmony. 
Where  thou  aod  Nature  bid  them  rove, 
There  will  I  gently  aid  their  way ; 
Whether  to  darken  in  the  shadowy  grove. 
Or,  in  the  mead,-  reflect  the  dancing  ray. 
For  thee  too,  goddess,  o'er  that  hallow'd  spot, 
Where  first  thy  fount  of  chrystal  bubbles  bright. 
These  hands  shall  arch  a  rustic  grot, 
Impervious  to  the  garish  light, 
ru  not  demand  of  ocean's  pride 
To  bring  his  coral  spoils  from  far : 
Kor  will  I  delve  yon  yawning  mountain's  side» 
For  latent  minerals  rough,  or  polish'd  spar : 
Bat  aatiqufe  roots,  with  ivy  dark  o'ergrown, 
SteepM  in  the  bosom  of  thy  chilly  lake, 
Thy  touch  shall  torn  to  living  stone ; 
And  these  the  simple  roof  shall  deck. 


Yet  grant  one  melancholy  boon  ; 
Grant  that  at  evening's  sober  hour. 
Led  by  the  lustre  of  the  rising  Moon« 
My  step  may  frequent  tread  thy  pebbled  floor. 
There,  if  perchance  I  wake  the  love-lom  them^ 
In  meltiug  accents  querulously  slow. 
Kind  Naiad,  let  thy  pitying  stream 
With  wailing  notes  accordant  flow  : 
So  sbalt  thou  sooth  this  heaving  heart. 
That  mourns  a  faithful  virgin  lost ; 
So  shall  thy  murmurs,  and  my  sighs  impart 
Some  share  of  pensive  pleasure  to  her  ghost* 


ODE  r. 

TO  AN  JEOLUS'S  HARP  » 

SEirr  TO  MISS  SHSTBEAItn. 

Yes,  magic  lyre !  now  all  complete 
Thy  slender  fnune  responsive  rings; 
While  kindred  notes,  with  undulation  sweet. 
Accordant  wake  from  all  thy  vocal  strings. 
Go  then  to  her  whose  soft  request 
Bad  my  blest  hands  thy  form  prepare : 
Ah  go,  and  sweetly  sooth  her  tender  breast 
With  many  a  warble  wild,  and  artless  air. 
For  know,  full  oft,  while  o'er  the  mead 
Bright  June  extends  her  fragrant  reign. 
The  slomb'ring  fair  shall  place  thee  near  her  head^ 
To  court  the  gales  that  cool  the  sultry  plain. 
Then  shall  the  Sylphs,  and  Sytphids  bright. 
Mild  genii  all,  to  whose  high  care 
Her  virgin  charms  are  giv'n,  in  circling  ftight 
Skim  sportive  round  thee  in  the  fields  of  air. 
Some,  fluti'ring  thro',  thy  trembling  strings, 
Shall  catch  the  rich  melodious  spoil. 
And  lightly  brush  thee  with  their  purple  wings 
To  aid  the  zephyrs  in  their  tuneful  toil ; 

While  otiiers  check  each  ruder  gale,  / 

Expel  rough  Boreas  from  the  sky. 
Nor  let  a  breeze  its  heaving  breath  exhale. 
Save  such  as  softly  pant  and  panting  die. 
Then  as  thy  swelling  accents  rise. 
Fair  Fancy,  wakibg  at  the  sound. 
Shall  paint  bright  visions  on  her  raptur'd  eyes. 
And  waft  her  spirits  to  enchanted  ground ; 
To  m3rrtle  groves,  Elysian  greens. 
In  which  some  fav'rite  3routh  shall  rove. 
And  meet,  and  lead  her  thro'  the  glittering  scenes^ 
And  all  be  music,  extasy,  and  love. 


ODE   VL 

TO  INDEPENDExVCY. 

Here,  on  my  native  shore  reclin'd. 
While  silence  rules  this  midnight  hour, 
I  woo  thee.  Goddess.    On  my  musing  mind 
Descend,  propitious  power  i 

1  Tliis  instrument  was  first  invented  by  Kircher 
about  the  year  1 649.  See  his  Musurgia  Universalis 
sive  Ars  Consoni  5c  Dissoni,  lib.  ix.  After  having 
been  neglected  above  a  hundred  years,  it  was  again 
arcidentally  discovered  by  Mr.  Oswald. 
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And  bid  tfaesA  vafl&tiig  gafes  of  grief  inbnde : 
Bid  ray  cahn'd  soal  with  all  thy  ififliienee 
M  yon  chaste  orb  along  this  ample  tide 
Draws  the  long  lostre  of  her  siWer  line. 
While  the  bnsh'd  breeze  its  last  weak  whisper  UowSy 
AjoA  lulls  old  Humber  to  his  deep  repose. 
Come  to  tby  vot'ry's  ardent  prayer. 
In  all  tby  graceful  plainness  drest: 
No  knot  confines  thy  waving  hair. 
No  zone,  thy  floating  vest ; 
Unsullied  honour  decks  thine  open  brow. 
And  candour  brightens  in  thy  modest  eye : 
Thy  blush  is  warm  content's  ethereal  glow  ; 
Thy  smile  is  peace ;  thy  step  is  liberty : 
Thou  scatter'st  blessings  rouiid  with  lavish  hand. 
As  Spring  with  careless  fragrance  fills  the  land. 
As  now  o'er  this  lone  beach  I  s4;ray, 
Thy  faT'rite  swain  ^  oft  stole  along. 
And  artless  wove  his  Dorian  lay. 
Far  ftom  the  busy  thnwg. 
Thou  heaid'st  him,  goddess,  strike  the  teadcr  rtring, 
And  beirst  his  soul  with  bolder  passkMis  move : 
Soon  these  responsive  shores  fiMrgot  to  ring, 
With  beauty's  praise,  or  plaint  of  slighted  kwe  ; 
To  loaier  flights  his  daring  gcaias  rose. 
And  led  the  war  'gainst  thine,  and  fteedom's  Ibet. 
Pointed  with  satire's  keenest  sted. 
The  shafts  of  wit  he  darts  around ; 
Ev'n  ^  mitred  dutness  learns  to  feel, 
'  And  shrinks  beneath  the  wound. 
In  awful  poverty  his  honest  Muse 
Walks  forth  vindictive  thro*  a  venal  land : 
In  vain  corruption  sheds  her  golden  dews. 
In  vain  oppression  lifts  her  iron  hand ; 
He  scorns  them  both,  and,  arm'4  with  truth  done. 
Bids  lust  and  folly  tremble  on  the  throne. 
Behold,  like  him,  immortal  maid. 
The  Muses'  vestal  fires  1  bring : 
Here,  at  thy  fieet,  the  sparks  1  spread : 
Propitious  wave  tby  wing. 
And  fen  them  to  that  dazzling  blaze  of  song. 
Which  glfires  tremendous  on  the  sons  of  pride. 
But,  hark,  methinks  I  bear  her  hallow'd  toague  I 
In  distant  trills  it  echoes  o'er  the  tide ; 
Now  ineets  mine  ear  with  warbles  wildlyfree. 
As  swells  the  lark's  meridian  eztasy. 

•(  Fond  youth !  to  MarveH's  patriot  latte^ 
Tby  humble  breast  must  ne'er  asplra. 
Yet  nourish  still  the  lambent  flame; 
Still  strike  thy  blameless  lyre  i 
Led  by  the  moral  Muse,  securely  rove ; 
And  all  the  vernal  tweeisi  thy  vacant  youth 
Can  cull  from  busy  Fancy's  fairy  grove. 
Oh  hang  their  foliage  round  the  fene  of  Truth : 
To  arts  like  these  devote  thy  tuneful  toil, 
And  meet  iu  fair  reward  in  D'Arcy's  smile. 
"  Tis  he,  my  son,  alone  shall  cheer 
Thy  sick'ntng  soul ;  at  that  sad  hour. 
When  o'er  a  noch-lov'd  parentis  bier. 
Thy  duteous'sorfows  shower : 

1  Andrew  Marvell,  bora  at  KingitOD-apQn-Hull 
Itf  the  year  1690. 

2  See  The  Rehearsal  transprosed,  and  an  account 
of  the  effect  of  that  Mtirey  ia  the  Biographia  Britan- 
aiea,  art  MarvelL 


At  that  aid  hear,  vhM  all  llqr  fMp«  4ieliooi 
When  pming  Guna  leada  on  her  pallid  UisiB, 
And  sees  thee,  like  the  weak,  smI  wideVd  vine, 
Windiiy  thy  blasted  tendrils  o'er  tke  plain. 
At  that  sad  faenr  shall  lyArey  k^  hU  aid, 
And  raise  with  fHendihip»i  Mm  thy  drooping  hesd. 
'  "  This  fragrant  wreath,  the  Muses'  meed, 
That  bloom'd  those  vocal  shades  among, 
Where  never  flatt'ry  dar'd  to  tread. 
Or  interest *s  servile  throng ; 
Beeeive,  thou  &voi|r*d  son,  at  my  commasd, 
And  keep,  with  sacred  care,  fbr  D'Areyls  bcov : 
Tell  him,  *twas  wove  by  my  immortal  hand, 
I  breathed  on  every  fldwer  a  purer  glow  ; 
Say,  for  thy  sake,  I  send  the  gift  divhie 
To  him,  who  calls  thee  his,  yet  makes  thee  nuDe." 


ODB    riL 

Anf  cease  this  kiad  persoaaire 
Which,  when  it  fkiwa  from  friewlship's  feo^ai^ 
However  weak,  however  vain, 
O'erpowers  beyoad  the  Siren's  ioog: 
leave  me,  my  friend,  kidulgeni  ge^ 
And  let  me  muse  upon  my  wo^ 
Why  lure  me  from  these  p^  retrsab? 
Why  rob  me  of  tfaeae  pensive  aweela  i 
Can  Music's  voice,  can  Beaoty'a  my% 
Can  Paintmg*8  glowing  head  wuffif 
A  oharas  so  aoited  to  ajr  aund, 
Ab  bkiwi  this  hoi  km  guit  of  wind. 
As  drops  this  little  weepi^  riU 
Soft  tinkling  down  the  mosa-gRMra  hilly 
While  thro'  the  weak,  where  sinks  the  orinMi  day, 
Bileek  twilight  sbvly  nils^  and  waves  her  hsnneis 
grey? 

Say,  from  afnetkMi'k  variens  souroe 

Do  none  but  turbid  wateri  Ikiw  ^ 

And  cannot  lancy  clear  their  coam  f 

For  fisncy  is  Che  friend  of  woe. 

Say,  mid  that  grove,  m  fove-loni  slate, 

While  yon  poor  ringdove  moaraa  her  mal^ 

Is  all,  that  meet!  the  shepherds  ear, 

rnq»irM  by  anguish,  and  deipahr? 

Ah  !  no ;  fhir  Fhncy  rules  the  song : 

She  swells  her  throat;  she  guides  her  toogae; 

She  bids  the  waving  Mpm  spray 

Quiver  in  cadenoft  to  her  lay  { 

She  bids  the  fringed  osiers  bow. 

And  nistle  round  the  lake  bdow. 
To  suit^he  tenour  of  her  gurgling  sighs. 
And  sooth  her  throbbing  breast  whh  solemn  tympA- 


To  thee,  whose  young  and  iisolish'd  brow 
The  wrinkling  liand  of  Sorrow  spares ; 
Whose  cheeks,  bestrew'd  with  roaes,  know 
No  channel  fbr  the  tide  of  tears  ; 
To  thee  yon  abbey  dank,  and  Kne, 
'  Where  ivy  chains  each  mould'ring  stoae 
That  nods  o^er  many  a  maityi^  tomb. 
May  cast  a  formidable  gloom. 
Yet  some  there  are,  who,  free  finom  (ear. 
Could  wander  thro'  the  doisters  drear. 
Could  rove  each  desolated  isle,* 
Tho*  midnight  thoaders  shook  the pOe; 
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And  daimtleM  Ticw,  or  MfiD  to  Tievt 

(AifcintlyflMhtlieUishtiimgibliie) 
Thin  fhitMng  ghotti  from  yamung  charnels  throng. 
And  gliDoe  with  likDtsiicep  the  ihMggyvMUti  along. 

Bat  nich  tsfrifte  charms  ts  theie, 
I  adc  not  yet :  my  Mber  mind 
The  binier  forms  of  ndneispleBBe;  ^ 

My  sorrows  are  of  softer  kind.  ,   ; 

Thro'  this  still  valley  let  me  stray. 
Rapt  in  tome  strain  of  pensive  Gray : 
Whoie  lofty  genius  bean  along 
The  ooDscious  dignity  of  song ; 
And,  scorning  from  the  sacred  rtore 
To  waste  a  note  on  pride  or  power, 
Boves  thro'  the  gtimmering  twilight  gtoooiy    ' 
And  warbles  ronnd  each  rustic  tomb : 
He,  too,  perchance  (for  well  I  know 
Hii  hcait  can  melt  with  liricodly  woe) 
He,  too,  peKbanc^  when  theseiKwr  limbe  are  laid, 
WiU  heave  one  toneftd  sigh,  aad  sooth  my  hov'img 


ODE    VUL    . 

ON  THE  PATE  OF  TYBANNY. 

nil  Ode  isafree  pa^phrase  of  part  of  the  Uth 
chapter  of  Isaiah,  where  the  prophet,  after  he  lias 
foretold  the  destruction  of  Babylon,  sul^oins  a 
ang  of  triumph,  which,  he  supposes,  the  Jews 
will  ling  when  his  prediction  is  fulfilled.  «  And  it 
•hall  come  to  pass  in  the  day  that  the  Lord  shsLll 
five  thee  rest  from  thy  sorrow,  and  from  thy  fear, 
and  from  the  hard  bondage  whereha  thou  wast 
made  toaerve,  that  thou  Shalt  take  up  this  provisrb 
sgaiost  the  king  of  Babylon,  and  say,  <  How  hath 
the  oppressor  ceased,'  fltc'' 

L  li 
Oprussiotcdies:  the  tyrant  frlls  ^ : 
The  golden  city  bowt  her  walls  ! 

Jehovah  breaks  th'  avenger's  rod. 
The  son  of  wrath,  whose  ruthless  hand 
Hurl'ddeeolatiaB  o'er  the  land,    • 
Hss  ran  his  f^ing  race,  has  ckis'dthesceneof  blood. 
Ouefr  arm'd  around  behold  thdr  vanquish'd  lord  i 
Nor  spread  the  guardian  shield,  nor  lift  the  loyal 
swonL 

I.  9. 
He  ftBs;  and  Earth  agam  is  free  s. 
Harkl  at  the  caU  of  liberty, 

All  nature  lifts  the  choral  song. 
The  fli^treea,  on  the  mountain's  head, 
Rgoice  thro'  all  their  pomp  of  shade; 
Hk  lordly  cedars  nod  on  sacred  ~ 


•tl^iaatl"  they  cry,  ••ttncethyfellforoeishioke, 
Ov  proud  heads  pieiee  the  skies,  nor  fear  the 
woodman's  stroke." 

I.  3. 
Hell,  from  hcc.gu1ph  profoimd  ^ 
BoQRa  at  thme  approach  i  and,  all  aroond. 
Her  ditadfol  notes  of  preparation  eound. 

>  Imiaih,  ch.  siv.  ver.  4,  5,  6. 
s<«  The  whole  Earth  is  at  rest,"  &c.  ver.  n^  9, 
'"Hell,  from  beneath  is  moved  lor  thee,"  fcc 
Hr.9.10,lU 


See,  attheawfiilcnll. 
Her  shadowy  heroes  all, 
Ev'n  mi^ty  kings,  the  heirs  of  empire  Wide, 
Rising,  with  solemu  slate,  and  slow. 
From  their  sable  thrones  below. 

Meet,  and  insult  thy  pride. 
What,  dost  thou  join  our  ghostly  train, 
A  flitting  shadow  light,  and  vain; 
Where  is  thy  pomp,  thy  festive  throng. 
Thy  revel  dance,  and  wanton  song  ? 
Proud  king!  Corruption  fastens  on  thy  breast; 
And  calls  her  crawling  brood,  and  bids  them  share 
the  feast. 

If.  1. 
Oh  Lucifer  I  thou  radiant  star  * ; 
Son  of  the  mom;  whose  rosy  car 

Flam'd  foremost  in  the  van  of  day ; 

How  art  thou  iail'n,  thou  king  of  light ! 

How  fairn  from  thy  meridian  height !    [obey. 

Who  said'st  "  The  distant  poles  shall  hear  me,  and 

High,  o'er  the  stars,  my  sapphire  throne  shall 

glow,  l^\! 

And,  as  Jehovah's  self,  my  Toice  the  Heav'ns  shall 

11.2. 
He  spake,  he  died.    Distain'd  with  goie  \ 
Beside  yon  yawning  cavern  hoar. 

See,  whero  his  livid  corm  is  laid. 
The  aged  pilgrim  passing'by. 
Surveys  him  lohg  with  dubious  eye  ^      [head. 
And  muses  on  bis  fate,  and  shakes  his  reverend 

Just  Heav'ns !  is  thus  thy  pride  imperial  gone  ? 
Is  this  poor  heap  of  dust  the  king  of  Babyfoa^ 

II.  3. 
Is  this  the  man,  whose  nod  ^ 

Made  the  Earth  tremble :  whose  terrific  rod 
LeveU'd  her  loftiest  cities  ?  Where  he  tnkl» 

Famine  pnrsu'd,  and  firown'd; 

Till  Nature  groaning  round. 
Saw  her  rich  realms  tmnsfbrm'd  to  deserts  dry; 

While  at  his  crowded  prison's  gate, 

Orasping  the  keys  of  fate. 
Stood  stem  Captivity. 

Vain  man!  behold  thy  righteous  doom; 

Behold  each  aeigfab^r|og  monarch's  tomb; 

The  trophied  arch,  the  breathing  bust. 

The  laurel  shades  their  sacred  dust : 
While  thou,  vile  oot-cast,  on  this  hostile  plain, 
Moolder'st,  a  vulgar  corse,  among  the  vulgar  slain. 

III.  1. 

Ne  trophied  arch,  no  breathing  bust  "^ 
Shall  dignify  thy  trampled  dust: 

No  laurel  flourish  o'er  thy  grave. 
For  why,  proud  king,  thy  rathless  hand 
Horl'd  desolation  o'er  the  land,         [to  save : 
And  crosh'd  the  subject  race,  whom  kings  are  born 

Eternal  infamy  shall  blast  thy  name. 
And  all  thy  sons  shall  share  their  impious  father's 


«  "  How  art  thon  fkllen  finom  Heaven,''  &c. 
ver.  18,  13, 14. 

A  '<  Yet  thon  Shalt  be  broeght  down  to  Holl,"  ate 
ver.  15, 16. 

« « Is  this  the  man  that  made  the  Earth  to 
tiemble,"  &c  ver.  16, 17, 18,  19. 

''  "Thon  Shalt  not  he  joined  to  them  in fettifaV' 
&c  ver.  80. 
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lilt. 

Rito»  purple  Slaogfater  ?  fanoOf  rise  *; 
,   Unfold  the  terrour  of  thine  eyes; 
Dart  thy  viDdictive  shafts  around  t 
Let  no  strange  land  a  shade  afford. 
No  conqaer'd  nations  caU  them  lord ; 
Kor  let  their  citie<:  rise  to  curse  the  goodly  gronnd. 

For  thus  Jehovah  «wearsi  no  name^  no  6od, 
Ko  remnant,  shall  remain  of  haughty  Bahylon. 

in.  3. 

Thus  saith  the  righteous  Lord  * : 
"  My  vengeance  shall  nasheath  the  flaming  sword; 
O'er  all  thy  realms  my  fory  Ihall  be  poor'd. 

Where  yon  proud  city  stood, 

I'll  spread  the  stagnant  flood; 
And  there  the  bittern  in  the  sedge  shall  Iurlc« 

Moaning  vith  sullen  strain : 

While,  sweeping  o*er  the  plain. 
Destruction  ends  her  work. 

Yes,  on  mine  holy  mountain's  brow, 

I'll  crush  this  proud  Assyrian  foa 

Th'  irrevocable  word  is  spoke. 

From  Judah's  neck  the  galling  yoke 
Spontaneous  &lls,  she  shines  with  wonted  state; 
Thus  by  myself  I  swear,  and  what  I  swear  is  fate." 


NAVAL  OFFICERS  OF  GREAT-BRITAIN. 

VBBKUAar  II,  1779  \ 

1.  1. 

HmoB  to  thy  Hell !  tliou  fiend  accurst. 
Of  Sin's  incestuous  brood,  the  worst 

Whom  to  pale  Death  the  spectre  bore  ^  • 

Detraction  hence  I  'tis  TYuth's  command ; 

She  launches,  from  her  seraph  hand. 
The  shaft  that  strikes  thee  to  th'  infernal  shore. 

Old  England's  genius  leads  her  on 

To  vindicate  his  darling  son. 
Whoso  fair  and  veteran  feme  - 

Thy  venom'd  tongue  bad  dar'd  defile :  -    • 

The  goddess  comes,  and  ail  the  isle 
Feeb  the  warm  influence  of  her  heav'niy  flamei. 
I.  3. 

Bttt  chief  in  those,  their  country's  pnde, 

Ordain'd,  with  st^y  helm»  to  guide 
The  floating  bulwarks  of  her  reign. 

It  glows  with  unremitting  ray, 

Bright  as  the  orb  that  gives  the  day ; 
Corruption  spreads  her  murky  mist  in  vain  ; 

To  virtue,  valour,  glory  true. 

They  keep  their  radiant  prize  in  view 
Ambitkxi's  sterling  aim  ; 

They  know  that  titles,  stars,  and  strings, 

Bestow'd  by  kings  on  slaves  of  kings, 
Are  light  as  air  when  weigh'd  with  honest  iame. 

*  "  Prepare  slaughter  for  his  children,"  ver.  SI, 

d  "  Saith  the  Lord,  I  will  aim  make  it  a  posses- 
sion fur  the  bittern/'  &c  ver— 22,  '23, 2^  85, 86, 27. 

1  Written  immediately  after  the  trial  of  admiral 
Keppel,  and  then  printed. 

<  Alluding  to  the  well-known  allegory  of  Sin  and 
Death,  in  the  second  book  of  Farad^  Lost  1| 


L  JJ. 
Hireling  ooartSers,  vena!  peers 

View  them  with  fastidious  (towd. 
Yet  the  Muse's  smile  is  theirs, 
Theirs  her  amanmthtne  crown. 
Yes,  gallaot  train,  on  your  unsullied  bran, 
She  sees  the  genuine  English  spirit  shine. 
Warm  fr6m  a  heart  where  ancient  honour  glows, 
That  scorns  to  bend  the  knee  at  ioterest's 
shriqe.  , 

Lo!  at  your  poet*s  call. 
To  give  pmphetjc  fervour  to  his  strain, 
Foith  fiom  the  mighty  bosom  of  the  main 

A  giant  deity  ascends: 
Down  his  broad  breast  his  hoary  honours  fall; 

He  wields  the  trident  of  th'  Atlantic  vast ; 
An  awful  calm  around  his  pomp  is  cast. 

O'er  many  a  league  the  glassy  sleep  extends. 
He  speaks;    and  distant  thunder,  mnnniirii^ 
round. 
In  long-drawn  volley  rolls  a  symphony  profoand. 
n.  1. 
Ye  thunders  cease  ?  the  voice  of  Heav'n 
Enough  procia  ms  the  terrourv  giv'n 

To  me,  the  spirit  of  the  deep ; 
Tempests  are  mine  ;  from  shore  to  thore 
I  bid  my  billows  when  to  roar. 
Mine  the  wild  wh'Tlwind's  desolating  sweep. 
But  meek  and  placable  1  come 
To  deprecate  Britanaia's  doom. 
And  snatch  her  from  her  fate  ; 
Ev'n  from  herself  I  mean  to  9ave 
My  sister  sov 'reign  of  the  wave  ; 
A  voice  immoital  never  warns  too  late. 
IL  2. 
Queen  of  the  isles  I  with  empire  crown'd, 
Only  to  spread  fair  freedom  round. 

Wide  aft  my  waves  could  waft  thy  name; 
Why  did  thy  cold  reluctant  heart 
Refuse  that  blessing  to  impart. 
Deaf  to  great  Nature's  universal  claim  ?   ' 
Why  rush,  through  my  indignant  tide, 
To  stain  thy  hands  with  parricide } 

— Ah,  answer  not  the  strain  ! 
Thy  wasted  wealth,  thy  widow's  sighs. 
Thy  halfHTepeutant  embassies 
Bespeak  thy  cause  unblest,  thy  councils  vaia. 

n.  .3. 
Sister  sovereign  of  the  wave  ! 

Turn  from  this  ill-omen'd  war : 
Turn  to  where  the  truly  brave 
Will  not  blush  thy  wrath  to  bear; 
Swift  on  th'  insulting  Gaul,  thy  native  (be, 

For  he  is  freedom's,  let  that  wrath  be  huri'd  i 
To  his  perfidious  |>orU  direct  thy  prow. 
Arm  every  bark,  be  every  sail  unfnri'd ; 

Seize  this  triumphant  hour. 
When  br>ht  as  gold  from  the  refining  flame, 
Flows  the  clear  current  of  thy  Koppei's  fiune, 

Give  to  the  hero's  full  command 
Th'  imperial  en-igm  of  thy  naval  power; 
So  shall  his  own  b  >ld  auspices  prevail. 
Nor  fraud's  insidious  wiles,  iior  envy  pale 
Arrest  the  fbrce  of  his  victorious  band; 
The  Gaul  subdued,    fraternal  strife  shall 
Cease, 
And  firm,  on  freedom's  base,  be  fixt  an  empire'^ 
peace. 
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ODE  XI. 


TO  TBB  HONOURABLE  WILLIAM  PnT. 

1782. 

Utk  M  Sftm.  Pindar,  Utbm.  Ode  2. 

Tm  May's  meridiao  reign  ;  yet  Eunia  cold 

FofMs  each  shrinking  thorn  its  leaves  unfold. 
Or  hang  with  silver  huds  her  rural  thiXMie ; 
Ko  prhnroie  shower  from  her  irreen  lap  she  throws  ^, 
K6  daisy,  violet,  or  cowslip  blows, 
iod  Flora  weeps  her  fragrant  ofil^ring  gone. 
*Hoar  frost  arrests  the  genial  dew  ; 
To  Wake,  to  warble,  and  to  woo 

No  linnet  calls  bis  drooping  love  : 
Shall  then  the  poet  strike  the  lyre, 
Wbeo  mute  are  all  the  fea!her*d  quire, 
Md  nature  fails  to  warn  the  Syrens  of  the  grove ! 
He  ihall :  for  what  the  sullen  spring  denies 
Hie  grieot  beam  of  virtuous  youth  supplies ; 

That  moral  dawn  be  his  inspiring  flame. 
Beyond  the  dancing  radiam^  of  the  East 
Tby  glory,  son  of  Chatham !  fires  his  breast, 
And,  proud  to  celebrate  thy  vcmal  fame, 
Hark,  from  his  lyre,  the  strain  ascends,  , 
Which  but  to  freedom's  fav'rite  friends 

That  lyre  disdains  to  sound. 
Ilark  and  approve,  as  did  thy  sire  * 
The  lays  which  once  with  kindred  fire 
Ilk  Muse  in  Attic  mood,  made  Muna'soaks  rebound. 
Long  silent  since,  save  when,  in  Keppel's  name. 
Detraction,  murd'ring  Britain^s  naval  fame, 

Rous'd  mto  sounds  of  scorn  th'  indignant  string  ^, 
But  now,  replenished  with  a  richer  theme, 
The  vase  of  harmony  shall  pour  its  stream, 
FaooM  by  free  Fancy's  rainbow -tinctur'd  wing. 
Thy  country  too  shall  hail  the  song. 
Her  echoing  heart  the  notes  prolong, 
WbUe  they  alone  with  envy  sigh  \ 
Whose  rancour  to  thy  parent  dead 
Aim'd,  ere  his  funeral  rite  were  paid. 
With  vain  vindictive  rage  to  starve  his  progeny. 
From  Earth  and  these  the  Muse  averts  her  view. 
To  meet  n  ytmder  sea  of  ether  blue 

A  beam,  to  which  the  blaze  of  noon  is  pale ; 
In  parpltBg  circles  now  the  glory  spreads, 
A  beat  of  augels  now  unveil  their  heads. 
While  Heav'n's  own  mu«ic  triumphs  on  the  gale. 
Ah  see,  two  a^ite-rob'd  seraphs  lead 
Thy  fbther'a  venerable  shade  ; 

He  bends  from  yonder  cloud  of  gold. 
While  they,  the  ministers  of  light. 
Bear  from  his  breast  a  mantle  bright,  [enfold. 
And  with  the  beav'n-wove  robe  thy  youthful  limbs 

'  This  expresnon  is  taken  from  Milton's  song  on 
MsT  Morning,  to  which  thus  stanza  in  general 
alludes,  and  the  4th  verse  in  the  next 

*  The  poem  of  Caractacus  was  read  in  MS.  by 
the  late  earl  of  Chatham,  who  honoured  it  with  an 
fprubstiun  which  the  author  is  here  proud  to 


'  See  Ode  to  the  Naval  OfBoen  oC  Gremt-Britaio. 
*  See  the  motto,  fron  Pindar. 


**  Iteoeive  this  mystie  gift,  ny  ion  1**  he  cries, 
^  And,  for  so  wills  the  Sov'roign  of  the  skies. 
With  this  receive,  at  Albion's  anxious  hour, 
A  double  portion  of  mv  patriot  zeal. 
Active  to  spread  the  fire  it  dar*d  to  feel 
Tbrouich  raptur'd  senates,  and  with  awfiil  power 
From  the  full  fountain  of  the  toogue 
To  roil  the  rapid  tide  along. 

Till  a  whole  nation  caught  the  flame. 
So  on  thy  sire  shall  Heav'n  bestow 
A  blessing  Tully  faii'd  to  know. 
And  redolent  in  thee  difluse  thy  fiither's  fame. 
"  Nor  thou,  ingenuous  boy  I  that  fame  despiso 
Which  lives  and  spreads  abroad  in  Heav'n's  pure 
eyes. 
The  last  best  energy  of  noble  mind  ^ ; 
Revere  thy  fother*s  shade ;  like  him  disdain 
The  tame,  the  timid,  temporising  train. 
Awake  to  self,  to  rocial  interest  blind : 
Young  as  thou  art,  occasion  calls. 
Thy  country'^  scale  or  mounts  or  falls 
As  thou  and  thy  compatriots  strive; 
Scarce  is  the  fatal  moment  past 
That  trembling  Albion  deem'd  her  last : 
O  knit  the  union  firm,  and  bid  an  empire  live. 
"  Proceed,  and  vindicate  fh'r  Freedom's  clain. 
Give  1  ife,  give  strength  ,give  substance  to  her  name; 

The  legal  rights  of  man  with  Fraud  contest, 

Yes.snatch  them  from  Corruption's  baleful  power. 

Who  dares,  in  day 's  broad  eye,  those  rights  devour. 

While  prelate!  bow,  and  bless  the  harpy  fout. 

If  foil'd  at  first,  resume  thy  course, 

Bise  strengthen'd  with  Antaean  force. 

So  shall  thy  toil  in  conquest  end. 
Tjet  others  doat  on  meaner  things. 
On  broider'd  stars,  and  azure  strings. 
To  claim  thy  sov'reign's  love,  be  thou  tliy  country*t 
friend." 


O  D  E    XX. 

SECULAR. 

NoviMsea  trb  pipth,  1788. 

It  is  not  age,  creative  Fancy's  foe, 

Foe  to  the  finer  fselings  of  the  soul. 
Shall  dare  forbid  the  lyric  rapture  flow: 
Scorning  its  chill  controul. 
He,  at  the  vernal  mom  of  youth, 
Who  breath'd  to  lit)erty  and  truth. 

Fresh  incense  from  his  votive  lyre. 
In  life's  autumnal  eve,  again 
Shall,  at  their  shrine,  resume  the  strain. 
And  sweep  the  veteran  chords  with  renovated  fire. 
Warm  to  his  own,  and  to  his  country's  breast. 

Twice  fifty  brilliant  years  the  theme  have  borne. 
And  each,  through  all  its  varying  seasons,  blest. 
By  that  auspicious  mom. 
Which  gilding  Nassau's  patriot  prow. 
Gave  Britain's  anxious  eye  to  know 

The  source  whence  now  her  blessings  spring; 
She  saw  him  fmm  that  prow  descend. 
And,  in  the  hero,  hail'd  the  fnend ; 
A  name,  when  Britain  speaks,  that  dignifies  her  king. 

5  In  allusion  to  a  fine  and  weU^knowa  passage  la 
Milton's  Lycidas. 
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Jn  Aotamn  state  cbe  led  him  to  tbe-tbrone 

Whence  iNgot  Zeel  and  laviev  Pover  had  fled. 
Where  Justice  fix'd  the  abdicated  cravn 

On  his  victorious  head.  ' 

Was  there  an  angel  in  the  sky, 
Thatglow'd  not  with  celestial  Joy, 

When  Freedom,  in  Iter  native  chanas^ 
Descended  from  her  throne  of  light. 
On  eagle  plumes,  to  bless  the  rite,         [arms. 
Racall'd  l^  Britain's  voice/ restored  hy  Nassau's 

Since  then,  triumphant  on  .the  car  of  Time, 
The  sister  years  in  gfadual  train  have  rollM, 

And  seen  the  goddess  from  her  sphere  sublime, 
^  The  sacred  page  unfold, 
Inscribed  by  her's  and  Nassau's  hands. 
On  which  the  ^low'd  charter  stands, 

That  bids  Bntannia's  sous  be  fi-ee ; 
And  as  they  passed  each  white-rob'd  year 
Has  -song  to  her  tesponsive  sphere. 
Hail  to  the  chartered  rights  of  British  Uberty  1 

Still  louder  lift  the  soul-expanding  strain, 

Ye  fatuse  years !  while,  from  her  starry  throne 
Again  she  comes  to  magnify  her  reign. 
And  make  the  world  her  own. 
Her  fire  e'en  France  presumes  to  fod. 
And  half  unsheaths  the  patriot  steel, 
/  Enough  tbe  monarch  to  dismay. 

Whoe'er,  with  rebel  pride,  withdraws 
His  own  allegiance  firom  the  laws 
That  guard  the  people's  rights,  that  rein  the  sove- 
reign's sway. 

Hark;  how  from  either  India's  sulUy  bound. 
From  regions  girded  .by  the  burning  eone. 
Her  all-attentive  ear,  with  sigh  profound ' 
Has  heard  the  captive  moan : 
Has  t^ard,  and  ardent  in  the  cause 
Of  all,  that  free  by  Nature's  laws, 

'  The  avarice  of  her  sons  enthralls : 
She  comes,  by  Truth  and  Mercy  led, 
And,  bending  her  benignant  head, 
Thuson  die  seraph  pair  in  suppliant  strajnsbe  calls: 

''  Long  have  I  lent  to  my  Britannia's  hands 

That  trident  which  controls  the  willing  sea. 
And  bade  her  circulate  to  distant  lands 
.  Each  bliss  deriv'd  from  me. 
Shall  then  her  commerce  spread  the  sail. 
For  gain  aocma'd,  and  couit  the  gale. 

Her  throne,  her  sov'reign  to  disgrace ; 
Baring  (what  will  not  commerce  £ure  I) 
Beyond  the  ruthless  waste  of  war. 
To  deal  destructioo  round,  and  thin  the  human  race  ? 

^  Pradaim  it  not  before  the  eternal  throne 

Of  him,  the  Sire  of  univecaal  love ; 
But  wait  till  all  my  sons  3rour  influence  own, 
Ye  envoys  from  above  ! 
O  wait,  at  this  precarious  hour. 
When  in  the  pendent  scale  of  power 

My  rights  jmd  nature's  trembling  lie ; 
Bo  thou,  sweet  Mercy !  touch  the  beam. 
Till  lightly,  as  tbe  feather'd  dream. 
Ascends  tbe  earthly  dross  of  selfish  policy. 


^  Bo  then,  fur  TVath  !  as  did  thy  master  mild, 

WlKV  ttl'd  withall  the  power  of  godhead,  oaao 

To  poriify  the  souls,  by  guilt  defii'd, 

Withfttth'setleiiial' 


Tell  them,  His  ^eaven'a  I 
That  all,  of  Christian  liberty 

Tbe  peeoe-inspiring  gale  should  faBsathe. 
May  then  that  nation  hope  to  claim 
Tbe  glory  of  the  Christian  name,         [desfii  ? 
That  loads  fraternal  tribes  with  boodace  weise  thsa 

"  Tell  them,  they  vamly  grace,  with  lestite  joy, 
The  day  that  ffeed  them  from  oppression's  nd, 
At  slavery's  mart  who  barter  and  who  buy 
Tbe  image  of  their  CkkL 
But  peace !  ^^eir  conscimoe  fsels  the  wroof  j 
Prom  Britain's  congregated  tongue 
Repentant  breaks  the  choral  lay, 
<  Not  unto  us,  indulgent  Heav'n, 
In  partial  stream  be  freedom  given,  fsirsy!"' 
But  pour  her  treasures  wide,  and  guard  with  legal 
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ELEGTL 

TO    A    YOUNG    NOBLEMAN 
UAvma  THi  imivaasiTr. 

mUien  in  1753. 

Eat  yet,  ingenuous  youth,  thy  steps  retire 

From  Cap's  smooth  margin,  and  the  peaceful  tale, 
Where  Science  call'd  thee  to  her  studious  quire, 

And  met  the#  musing  in  her  cloisters  pale ; 
Oh!  let  thy  friend  (and  may  he  boast  the  name) 

Breathe  firom  his  artless  leed  one  petting  lay ; 
A  lay  like  this  thy  early  virtues  claim. 

And  this  let  voluntary  friendship  pay. 
Yet  know,  the  time  arrives,  the  dangerous  time^ 

When  all  those  virtues,  opening  now  so  fair, 
Transplanted  to  the  world's  tempestuous  dime. 

Must  learn  each  passion*s  boist'rous  breath  to  besr. 
There,  if  ambition  pestilent  and  pale. 

Or  luxury  should  taint  their  vernal  glow  ; 
If  cold  self-hiterest,  with  her  chilling  gale, 

ShouM  blastth'unfoldingblossoms  ere  they  btow; 
If  mimic  hues,  by  art,  or  fashion  spread. 

Their  geniune,  simple  colouring  should  anpply. 
Oh  1  with  them  may  these  laureate  honours  fade; 

And  with  them  (if  it  can)  my  friendship  diCi 
Then  do  not  blame,  if,^ho'  thyself  inspire, 

Cautious  I  strike  the  pan^gyik  strii^^ 
The  Muse  full  oft  pnrsoes  a  meteor  fire. 

And,  vainly  vent'rous,  soars  on  waaen  wiag. 
Too  actively  awake  at  firiendshipis  voice, 

The  poefs  bosom  poors  the  forvent  strain, 
Till  sad  reflection  blames  the  ha^  choice, 

And  oft  invokes  oblivion's  aid  in  vain* 
Call  we  the  shade  of  FOpe,  from  that  blest  bower 

Where  thron'dhesits^  with  many  a  tuneful  sage; 
Ask,  if  he  ne'er  bemoans  that  hapless  hour 

When  St  John's  name  ^  illumm'd  glory's  page } 
Ask,  if  the  wretch,  who  dar'd  his  mem'ry  stain, 

Ajk,  if  his  country's,  his  religion's  Ibe 
BeserVd  the  meed  that  Maribro'  laii'd  to  gain, 

The  deathless  meed  he  only  could  bestow? 

1  Alluding  to  this  couplet  of  Mr.  Pope% 
To  Gato  Viigil  paid  one  honest  Cne^ 
O  let  my  coiuiliy^  finendi  HhuniM  wmt. 
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ne  bud  wQI  tdl  tii^e^  (he  nivgwdad  praiie 

Ooiidf  the  oelMtial  •ttmhiM  of  his  bnMt ; 
£v>D  nam  rcpwiwf.  of  his  efriiig  lays. 

He  besTes  a  stg^  Amid  the  rnlmsof  rest 
If  Pope  thro*  Ifiradifaip  Ibil'd,  indignuit  wiem. 

Yet  pity,  Dryden ;  hark,  whene'er  he  siDgp» 
Bow  sdulatioQ  drops  her  coartly  dew 

Oa  tided  rfayiaen,  «id  inglonoiis  kiofs. 
See,  from  the  depths  ef  his  eahaustless  mine, 

HiiglitteriiVSioresthe  feoneful  spendthrift  throws; 
Where  fear,  or  inleresi  bids,  behold  they  shine » 

Nov  grace  a  GrooiweM's,  oosr  a  Charles's  brows. 
Bora  with  too  generous,  or  too  mmaa  a  heart, 

Dryden!  hiTahi  to  thee  those  stores  were  lent: 
Tby  sweetest  immbers  bat  a  triflh^g  ait  j 

Thy  strongest  diction  idly  eloquent 
Tbe  amplest  lyre,  if  troth  directs  its  lays. 

Warbles  a  melody  ne'er  heard  from  thiM: 
Not  to  di«nst  with  folse,  or  vewd  nrslse, 

Wss  Paniell'ft  modest  fiune,  and  may  be  ^oa. 
Go  then,  my  friend,  nor  let  thy  candid  breast 

Oondeom  ma,  if  I  oheek  the  plansire  string; 
fiotetbewiiyimidweflds  oomplele  the  rest ; 

Bs^  what  the  parest  Jiuae  would  wish  to  sim^ 
Be  itill  tfamll;  thai  open  path  of  Jtmth, 

Which  Ted  thee  here,  let  manhood  firm  pmsaej 
Retain  the  sweet  simplieity  of  youth. 

And,  all  thy  ▼irtoe  dictates,  dare  to  do. 
9till  Kom,  with  oonscioos  pride,  the  mask  of  art; 

Od  noe's  front  let  feaifil  caution  lower* 
ind  teadi  the  difildeDt,  discreeter  part 

or  koa^eBthat  plot,  and  fools  that  fiswn  for  power, 
SOf  round  thy  brow  when  dgcfs  honours  spread, 

Whai  Death's  cold  band  nnstrings  thy  Mason's 
WHen  tbe  green  turf  lies  lightly  on  his  head,  [lyre. 

Thy  WOI&  shall  some  superior  bard  inspire : 
He,  to  the  ampler  bounds  of  time's  domain. 

On  rsphire's  plume  shall  give  tby  name  to  fly ; 
Bar  trust,  with  reverence  trust  this  Sabine  strain : 

"  The  Mae  forbids  the  Tirtuoos  man  to  die  s.** 


SLEBY  a 

aAB4>B^N  OF  ▲  YRI£ND; 
/n  \15B, 

Wnuo^er  my  head  this  bnrel-woaen  bowir 

Its  arch  ef  glitfterii^  verdure  wildly  Ihugs, 
wfracyslamher?  cm  the  tuneful  power, 

Thst  rules  my  lyre,  neglect  her  wonted  strings  ? 
»o;  ifthehligfatfaigEist4efonn'd  the  plan, 
.  ^this.tay  hanknohahny  eweeUeKhalM, 
wDdisuld  the  grave  re-echo  to  my  strain,  [foU'd. 


^, ^pmspt the  theoM,  where  beanty 

'^J^  whose  cerelem  art  this  foliage  diest, 

Who  hade  these  twisting  hrsids  of  woodbine  bend, 
"•J<  ^itt  tmth  and  vhrtne,  taught  my  bieast 

msn  heitio  thuse,  ami  hist  to  fis  a  ftiend. 


•— Digmrai 
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How  well  does  mem'ry  note  the  goldeu  day, 

What  time,  reclin'd  in  Marg'rets  studious  glade, 
.My  mimic  reed  first  tnn*d  the  Dorian  layj, 

**  Unseen,  ooheard,  beneath  an  hawibora  shade  ?" 
Twas  there  we  met ;  the  Muses  hail'd  the  l^oiv  ; 

Tbe  same  desires,  the  same  ingenuous  arts 
Inspi^d  U8  both ;  we  own'd,  and  blest  tbe  powei" 

That  join'd  at  Ouce  our  studies,  and  our  hearts. 
Oh!  since  those  days,  when  science  spn^  the  feast. 

When  emulative  youth  its  relish  lent. 
Say,  has  one  genuine  joy  e*«r  warm'd  my  breast  ? 

Bnough ;  if  joy  was  his,  be  mine  content. 
To  thifBtfor  praise  his  temperate  youth  forbore; 

He  fondly  wish'd  not  for  a  poet*s  name; 
Much  did  he  love  the  Muse,  but  quiet  oiore. 

And,  tho'  be  might  command,  he  sighted  foiqe. 
Hither,  in  manhood's  prime,  he  wisely  fled 

From  all  that  folly,  all  that  pride  appix>ves  ; 
To  this  soft  scene  a  tender  partner  led ; 

This  laurel  shade  was  witness  to  their  loves. 
"  Begone,"  he  cry'd,  "  ambition's  air^rawn  plan; 

Hence  with  perplezingpomp,  unwieldy  wealth : 
Let  me  not  seem,  but  be  the  happy  man, 

Poesest  of  love,  of  cpmpotence,  and  health.'^ 
Smiling  he  spake,  nor  did  the  lates  withstand  ; 

In  rural  arts  the peaceftd  moraento flew: 
Say,  lovely  lawn  I  that  folt  his  forming  hand. 

How  soon  thy  surfoce  shone  with  verduie  new  ; 
How  soon  obedient  Flora  brought  her  store. 

And  o'er  thy  breast  a  shower  of  fragrance  flougt 
Vertumnuscame;  his  earliest  blooms  he  bore. 

And  thy  rich  sides  with  waving  purple  hung : 
Tb?n  to  tbe  sight,  be  call'd  yon  stately  spire, 

He  pierc'd  th'  opposing  oak's  luxuriant  shade; 
Bade  yonder  crowding  hawthorns  low  iwtire, 

Nor  veil  the  glories  of  the  golden  mead. 
Hail,  sylvan  wonders,  hail !  and  hail  tbe  hand. 

Whose  native  taste  thy  native  charms  displayed. 
And  taught  one  little  acre  to  command 

Each  envied  happiness  of  scene,  and  shade. 
Is  there  a  hill,  whose  distant  foun  bounds 

Tbe  ample  range  of  SoarKlale's  prowl  domain, 
A  mountain  boar,  that  yon  wild  peak  sunouod^ 

But  lends  a  willing  beauty  to  thy  plain  ? 
And,  lo!  in  yonder  path  I  spy  my  friend; 

He  \ookt  the  guardian  genius  of  the  giove. 
Mild  as  the  fobled  form  that  whilom  deign'd  *, 

At  Milton's  call,  in  Harold's  haunts  to  rai«. 
Blest  spirit,  come  1  tho'  pent  in  mortal  mould, 

I'll  yet  invoke  thee  by  that  purer  name ;' 
Oh  come,  a  portion  of  thy  bliss  unfold, 

Firom  folly's  maze  my  wayward  step  lechuB. 
Too  long,  alas,  my  inexperienc'd  youth. 

Misled  by  flatieriqg  Fortune's  specious  tale. 
Has  left  the  rural  refgn  of  peace,  and  tenth,  [tale. 

The  huddUug  brook,  cool  oave,  and  whineriog 
Won  to  the  world,  a  candidate  for  praise, 

Yet,  let  me  boast,  by  no  ignoble  art. 
Too  oft  the  public  ear  h»  heniti  my  lajw. 

Too  much  iU  vain  applause  hasloaeh'd  my  hoait; 

1  MusaBOi,  the  flntpoem  ip  this  odledMi,  srril. 
ten  while  the  author  was  a  schobu-  of  St  John's 
Collc;ge  in  Gambrki(ge. 

*  See  the  description  ofilieGeDiqi  of  the  Wood, 
m  Milton's  Amades. 

For  know,  by  lot,  from  Jove,  I  am  the  powtr 
Of  this  foir  wood,  and  live  m  oaken  bower; 
To  nurse  aeeaplhigs  tall,  and  ea4  the  grov» 
With  m^eti  quant,  fcc 
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But  now,  ere  eiutoin  binds  bis  powerfol  chains. 

Come,  from  the  base  enchanter  set  me  free ; 
While  yet  my  soul  its  first,  l>est  taste  retains, 

Recall  that  soul  to  reason,  peace,  and  thee. 
Teach  me,  like  thee,  to  mose  on  nature's  page. 

To  mark  each  wonder  in  creation's  plan, 
Bach  mode  of  being  trace,  and,  humbly  sage. 

Deduce  from  these  the  genuine  powers  of  man ; 
Of  man,  while  warm'd  with  reason's  purer  ray. 

No  tool  of  policy,  no  dupe  to  pride ; 
Before  vain  science  led  his  taste  astray  ; 

When  conscience  was  his  law,  and  God  his  guide. 
This  let  me  learn,  alid  learning  let  me  live 

The  lesson  o*er.    From  that  great  guide  of  trvth 
Oh  may  my  suppliant  soul  the  boon  receive, 
•  To  tread  thro'  age  the  footsteps  of  thy  youth. 


ELEGY  lUK 

TO  THE  REV.  Mr.  HURD. 

mitten  tn  1T59. 

Ftnim  of  my  youth,  wbo^  when  the  wflliog  Muse 

Stream'd  o'er  my  breast  her  warm  poetic  rays, 
Saw'st  the  firesh  seeds  their  vital  powers  difiuse. 

And  fed'st  them  with  the  fost'ring  dew  of  praise  I 
Whate'er  the  produce  of  th'  unthrifty  soil. 

The  leaves,  the  flowers,  the  fruits,  to  thee  belong: 
The  labourer  earns  the  wages  of  his  toil ; 

Who  form'd  the  poet,  well  may  claim  <he  song. 
Yfls,  'tis  my  pride  taown,  that  taught  by  thee 

M3^coteciouS  soul  superior  flights  essay'd ; 
haunt  Irom  thy  lore  the  poet's  dignity. 

And  spum'd  the  hirelingt  of  the  rhyming  trade. 
Say,  scenes  of  science,  say,  thou  haunted  stream  ! 

(For  oft  my  Muse-led  steps  did'st  thou  behold) 
How  on  thy  banks  I  rifled  every  theme, 

That  fancy  fobled  in  her  age  of  gold. 
flow  oft  I  cry'd,  **  Oh  come,  thou  tragic  queen  I 

March  from  thy  Greece  with  firm  m^estic  tread ! 
5nch  as  when  Athens  saw  thee  fill  her  soene. 

When  Sophocles  thy  choral  graces  led : 
Saw  thy  proud  pall  its  pnrple  length  devolve  ; 

Saw  thbe  uplift  the  glitt'ring  dagger  high  j 
Ponder  with  fixed  brow  thy  deep  resolve, 

Prepar'd  to  strike,  to  triumph,  and  to  die. 
Bring  then  to  Britain's  plain  that  choral  throng  ; 

Display  thy  buskin'd  pomp,  thy  golden  lyre  ; 
Give  her  historic  forms  the  soul  of  song, 

And  mingle  Attic  art  with  Shakespear's  fire." 
'*  Ah,  what,  fond  boy,  dost  thou  presume  to  claim?" 

The  Muse  reply'd  t  **  mistaken  suppliant,  know, 
To  light  in  Shakespear's  breast  the  dazzling  flame 

Exhausted  all  Parnassus  could  bestow. 
True ;  art  renuiins ;  and,  if  from  his  bright  page 

Thy  mimic  power  one  vivid  beam  can  seize, 
:proceed  ;  and  in  that  best  of  tasks  engage. 

Which  tends  at  once  to  profit,  and  to  please." 
She  spake  j   and  Harewood's  towers  spontaneous 
rose; 

Soft  virgin  wari>Iing8  echoM  thro'  the  grove  ; 
^  And  lair  ]Sfiida  poor'd  forth  all  her  woes. 

The  hapless  pattern  of  connubial  love. 

1  This  Elegy  was  prefixt  to  the  former  editkms  of 
Caractacus,  as  dedicaUny  of  that  poem. 


More  awfol  scenes  old  Mona  nsxtdisplayM ; 

Her  caverns  gloem'd,  her  forests  #av'd  on  htgk. 
While  flam'd  withhi  their  consecrated  shade 

The  genius  stem  of  British  liberty. 
And  see,  my  Hurd !  to  thee  those  soenes  comignM ; 

Oh !   take  and  stamp  them  with  thy  hooonr'd 
name. 
Around  the  page  be  friendship's  chaplet  twin'd; 

And,  if  they  find  the  road  to  honest  fame. 
Perchance  the  candour  of  some  nobler  age 

May  praise  the  bard,  who  bade  gay  folly  bear 
Her  cheap  applauses  to  the  busy  stage  *, 

And  leave  him  pensive  virtue's  silent  tear : 
Chose  too  to  consecrate  bis  fav'rite  strain 

To  him  who,  gnic'd  by  ev'ry  liberal  art 
That  best  might  shine  among  the  leam'd  tiam. 

Yet  more  excel  I'd  in  morals  and  in  heart : 
Whose  equal  mind  could  see  vain  Fortnne  sbowtr 

Her  flimsy  favours  on  the  fowning  crew, 
WbilOi^  in  low  Thurcaston's  sequester'd  bower. 

She  fizt  him  distant  from  promotion's  view ; 
Yet,  sbelter'd  there  by  calm  contentment's  wing, 

Pleas'd  heoould  smile,  and  with  sage  Hooker^eyt, 
"  See  from  his  mother  earth  God's  blessings  spring, 

And  eat  his  bread  in  peace  and  privacy  V 


ELEGY  IF. 
ON  THE  DEATH  OF  A  LADT. 

WriUtn  in  1760. 

Thi  midnight  clock  has  toU'd  ;  and  hark,  the  bell 

Of  death  beats  slow !  heard  ye  the  note  prafoand? 
It  pauses  now ;  and  now,  with  rising  knell. 

Flings  to  the  hollow  gale  its  sullen  sound. 
Yes  *  ^  ^  is  dead.     Attend  the  strain. 

Daughters  of  Albion  ?  Ye  that,  light  as  air. 
So  oft  have  tript  in  her  fantastic  train. 

With  hearts  as  gay  and  foces  half  as  fiur : 
For  she  was  feir  beyond  your  brightest  bloom ; 

(This  envy  owns,  since  now  her  bloom  is  fled) 
Fair  as  the  forms,  that,  wove  m  foncy's  loom. 

Float  in  light  vision  round  the  poet's  bead- 
Whene'er  with  soft  serenity  she  smi|'d. 

Or  caught  the  orient  Uush  of  quick  surprise. 
How  sweetly  mutable,  how  brightly  wikl. 

The  liquid  lustre  darted  from  her  eyes  ? 
Each  look,  each  motion  wak'd  a  new-born  giace. 

That  o'er  her  form  its  transient  gknry  cast : 
Some  lovelier  wonder  soon  usurp'd  the  place, 

Chas'd  by  a  charm  still  lovelier  than  the  hsL 
That  bell  again !  it  tells  us  what  she  is : 

On  what  she  was  no  more  the  strain  prokng : 
Luxuriant  fancy,  pause :  an  hour  like  this 

Demands  the  tribute  of  a  serious  song,  • 

3  Nil  equidem  feci  (tu  scis  hoc  ipse)  tbeatris  j 
Musa  nee  in  plansos  ambitiosa  mea  est 
Ovid.  Trist.  lib.  ▼.  el.  viL  83. 

3  Verbatim  from  a  letter  of  Hooker's  to  arch- 
bishop Whitgift,  <*  But  my  kird,  I  ahall  never  be 
able  to  finish  what  I  have  begun,"  {viz.  hit  im- 
mortal Treatise  on  Ecclesiastieal  Polity]  "  oslesi 
1  be  removed  into  some  quiet  country  panoosge, 
where  I  may  see  God's  blessings  spring  out  of  my 
mother  earth,  and  eat  my  own  bread  in  peace  sod 
privacy •'>  See  hit  Itfo  in  the  Biograpbia  Britan- 
nica* 
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Mtfjt  cliims  it  from  that  nble  bier» 

V(1iere  cold  and  van  the  slcunberer  rests  her  liead; 
In  ttill  noall  vhispers  to  reflection's  ear, 

She  breathes  the  aolemo  dictate»  of  the  dead. 
Ob  cttcb  the  awfut  notes,  and  lift  them  loud  ; 

Proclaim  the  theoie,  by  sage,  by  fool  rever*d  : 
Near  it,  ye  young,  ye  vain,  ye  great,  ye  proud  !* 
Tis  Nature  speaks,  and  Nature  will  be  beard. 
Yet,  ye  shall  h^r,  and  tremble  as  ye. hear, 

While,  high  «rith  health,  your  heartsexultingleap; 
Eva  (u  the  midst  of  pleasure's  mad  career. 
The  menul  monitor  shall  wake  and  weep. 
For  say,  than  ♦  *  ♦  's  propitious  star. 

What  brighter  planet  on  your  births  arose : 
Or  gave  of  Fortune's  gifts  an  ampler  share, 

io  life  to  lavish,  or  by  death  to  lose  1 
Early  to  lose  j  while,  born  on  busy  wing, 

Ve  sip  the  nectar  of  each  varying  bloom :  . 

Nor  frar,  while  basking  in  the  beams  of  spring,       ] 

The  wintry  storm  that  sweeps  you  to  the  tomb. 
Tbink  of  l)er  fate  I  revere  the  heav'nly  hand 

'fbat  led  her  hence,  tboagh  soon,  by  stepssoslow:  ' 
LoDg  at  her  couch  Death  took  his  patient  stand, 

.And  menac'd  oft,  and  Ufl  withheld  the  blow : 
To  give  reflection  timoi  with  lenient  art, 

^h  fund  delusion  firom  ber  spul  to  steal ; 
Teach  her  froni.ibUy  p^eeably  to  part. 

And  vean  her  from  a  world  she  lov'd  so  weiL 
Say,  are  ye  sure  his  mercy  shall  extend. 
To  you  so  long  a  span  ?  Alas,  ye  sigh : 
Make  tbea,  while  yet  ye  may,  your  God  your  friend. 

And  learn  with  equal  ease  to  sleep  or  die  ! 
Nor  thiok  the  Muse,  whose  sober  voice  ye  hear, 

Cuatracts  with  bigot  iVown  ber  sullen  brow ', 
Casti  round  reliscioo's  orb  the  mists  of  fear,    [glow. 
Or  shades  wHb  borrburs,  wha>wilh  smiles  should 
-No;  she  wouk)  warm  yua  with  ieraphic  Are, 

Heirs  as  ye  are  of  ilettv'n's  eternal  day ; 
HToold  bid  yoa  boldly  to  that  Heav'n  aspire, 
Kot  sink  and  slumber  in  yoor  eel  b  of  clay. 
Koow,  ye  were  form'd  Mi  iMige  yoa  azure  fiekl. 

In  yon  ethereal  founts,  of  bliss  to  lave  : 
fvnx  then,  secure  in  faith's  protecting  shield. 

The  sting  from  Death,  the  vict'^y  from  the  grave, 
b  this  the  bigot's 'rant  ?  Away  ye  vain. 

Your  hopes,  your  fears,  in  doubt,  in  dulness  steep: 
Go  sooth  yoor  wcnh  in  sickness,  grief  or  pain, 

With  the  sad  solace  of  eternal  sleep  K 
Yet  viU  I  praise  you,  triflers  as  ye  are. 

More  than  tbuee  preachers  of  your  ftivMte  creed. 
Who  proudly  swe|l  the  bm&\  throat  of  war, 
Who  fimn  the  phalanx,  bid  the  battle  bleed ; 


\  laa  book  of  French  verses,  entitled  Oeuvres  da 
^hisnphe  d«  sant  Sou<i,  end  lately  reprinted  at: 
Berlio  by  authority,. under  the  title  of  Poesies  Di- 
*ms,  may  be  found  an  epistle  to  marshal  Keith, 
vritteo  profeesedfy  against  the  immortality  of  the 
«mI.  By  way  of  spedmen  of  the  whole,  take  the 
Sieving  lines. 

De  Tavenir,  cher  Keith,  jugeoot  par  le  j)ass6 : 
Comme  avant  que  je  fuase  it  n'avoit  point  pens^, 
Osmeme,  apresma  mort,  quand  toutesmespaites 
y^  la  cortuptioo  seront  ant%knties, 
ly  OB  memo  destin  il  ne*  penseia  plus ;  [&c. 
Ken,  rien  n'est  plus  certain,  soyons-en  convaincu. 
It  istothiscpisllt^  thfattiis  i«it  oC  tli«  elegy  ellodes. 
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Nor  wish  for  more :  who  conquer,  but  to  die. 

Hear,  Folly,  hear  ;  and  triumph  in  the  tale : 
Like  you,  they  reason ;  not,  like  you,  enjoy 

The  breese  of  bliss,  that  fills  your  silken  sail : 
On  pleasure's  glittVing  stream  ye  gayly  steer 

Your  little  course  to  cold  oblivion's  shore :  [year» 
They  dare  the  storm,  and,  through  th'  inclement 

Stem  the  rough  surge,  and  brave  the  torrent's  roar* 
Is  it  for  glory  ?  that  just  Fate  denies. 

Long  must  the  warrior  moulder  in  his  shroud, 
Ere  from  her  trump  the  heav'n4>reath'd  accents rise^ 

Tliat  lift  the  hero  from  tl)e  fighting  crowd. 
Is  it  his  grasp  of  empire  to  extend  ? 

To  curb  the  fury^of  insulting  foes  } 
Ambition,  oease :  the  idle  contest  end  : 

'Tis.  but  a  kingdook  thou  canst  win  or  lose. 
And  why  must  marder'd  myriads  lose  their  all, 

(If  life  he  all)  why  desolation  lour. 
With  famish  d  ^wn,  ooithis  affrighted  ball. 

That  tiiou  may'st  flame  the  meteor  of  an  hour  ) 
Go  wiser  ye,  that  flutter  life  away. 

Crown  with  the  mantling  juice  tlie  goblet  high  ; 
Weave  the  light  dance,  with  festive  freedom  gay. 

And  live  yoor  moment,  since  the  next  ye  die. 
Yet  know,  vain  scepticks,  kuow,  th'  Almighty  mind, 

W1k>  breath'd  on  man  a  portion  of  his  fiie,    • 
Bade  his  free  soul,  by  earth  nor  time  ooofin'd 

To  Heav'n,  to  immortality  aspire. 
Nor  shall  the  pile  of  hope,  his  mercy  rear'd. 

By  vain  philosophy  be  e'er  destroyed: 
Eternity,  by  all  or  wish'd  or  fear'd. 

Shall  be  by  all  or  sufibr'd  or  enjdy'd. 


EPITAPHS. 


oNMns,  MASOK 

IV  THE   CATREDSAl   OF   BRISTOL. 

Take,  holy  earth  !  all  that  my  soul  holds  dear : 

Take  that  best  gift  which  Heav'n  so  lately  gave: 
To  Bristol's  fount  I  bore  with  trembling  care 

Her  faded  form  ;  she  bow*d  to  taste  the  ware,  . 
And  died.     Does  youth,  does  beauty,  read  the  Une  ? 

Does  sympathetic  iuar  their  breasts  alarm  h 
Speak,  dead  Maria  1  breathe  a  Strain  divine  :> 

£v'n  from  the  grave  thou  .shalt  have  power  t» 
oharm. 
Bid  them  be  chaste,  be  innocent,  like  thee  ; 

Bid  them  in  duty's  sphere  as  meekly  move  ; 
And  if  so  fair,  from  vanity  as  firee ; 

As  firm  in  friendship,  and  as  fond  in  love. 
Tell  them,  tho'  'tis  an  awful  thing  to  die,  , 

('Twas  ev'n  to  thee)  yet  the  dread  path  once  trod, 
Heav'n  lifts  its  everlasting  poirtals  high, 

Aud  bids  **  the  pure  in  heart  behold  their  God.** 


OS  MISS  DRUMMOND, 

IK  THE  CHURCH  OP  BRODSWOftTH,  YORKSaiKB. 

HthE  sleeps  what  once  was  beauty,  onoe  was  grace ; 

Qrace,  that  with  ^endpriieaa  and  sense  comb'm'd 
To  form  that  harmony  of  soul  and  face, 

Where  beauty  shines  the  mirror  of  the  mind. 
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Sach  was  the  maid,  that  in  the  mora  of  youth, 

In  virgio  innocence,  in  nature*!  pride. 
Blest  with  each  art  that  owes  its  charm  to  truth. 

Sank  in  her  father's  food  embrace,  and  died. 
He  weeps :  Oh  venerate  the  holy  tear : 

Faith  lends  her  aid  to  ease  affliction's  load  ; 
The  parent  mourns  his  child  upon  her  bier. 

The  christian  yields  an  angel  to  bis  Qod. 


Oy  JOHN  DEALTRZ  M.  D. 

IX  THE    CATRBDRAL  OP  TOIK. 

Herb  o*er  the  tomb,  where  Dealtry's  ashes  sleep, 

See  Health  ^ ,  in  emblematic  anguish  weep ! 

She  drops  her  faded  wreath ;  "  No  more"  she  cries, 

"  liet  languid  mortals,  with  beseeehiog  eyes. 

Implore  my  feeble  aid :  It  fiaird  to  sare 

My  own  and  nature's  gnardnn  from  the  grvre." 


OS  MRS.  TATTOK, 

IN  TBB  CBOBCB  Ot  WITflBlfSHAW   Itf  CBBSHIIIB. 

Ip  e'er  on  Earth  true  happiness  were  ftmnd 

Twas  thine,  blest  shade  I  that  happiness  to  prove ; 
A  lather's  fondest  wish  thy  doty  ciown'd. 

Thy  softer  virtues  fist  a  husband^  love. 
Ah  !  when  he  led  thee  to  the  nuptial  fane, 

How  smil'd  the  monaiug  with  auspicious  rajTS ; 
How  triumph'd  youth,  and  beauty,  in  thy  train. 

And  flatt'ring  health  that  promised  length  of  days ! 
Heav'n  join'd  your  hearts.    Three  pledges  of  your 
joy 

Were  giv'n,  in  thrice  the  years  revolving  nmnd— 
Here,  reader  \  pause  \  and  own,  with  pityrog  eye. 

That  '<  not  on  Earth  true  happiness  is  ftmnd." 


OJT  MR.  GRAY, 

IN  WBSTlCtKSTBa  ABBET. 

No  more  the  Grecian  Mute  umivalPd  reigns^ 
To:  Britain  let  the  nations  homage  pay  $ 

She  felt  a  Homer's  ftre  in  MiUoo>  strains  >, 
A  Pindar's  rapture  from  the  lyre  of  Gray. 

>-TKis  inscription  alludes  to  the  design  of  the 
sculpture,  which  is  a  figure  of  Health,  with  her 
antient  insignia,  in  alto  relievo,  dropping- a  chaplet 
on  the  side  of  a  monumental  um. 

2  The  cenotaph  is  placed  immediately  under  that 
of  Milton,  and  represents^  in  aho  relievo,  a  female 
fi^ire  with  a  lyre,  as  emblematical  of  the  higher 
kinds  of  poetry,  pointing  with  one  hiAid  to  the  bust 
above,  and  supporting  with  the  other  a  medallioo, 
on  which  is  a  profile  hend  inscribed,  *'  Thomas 
Gray."  On  thft  plinth  is  the  ibllowing^  date  j  "  He 
died  July  51,  1771." 

The  sculpture  was  executed  by  that  eminent 
artist  Mr.  Bacon,  in  Newman-street,  at  the  joint 
expense  of  Dr.  James  Browne,  master  of  Pembroke 
College,  Cambridge ;  Richard  Stonhewer,  esqnire, 
auditor  of  excise  j  and  the  author. 


INSCRIPTION  ON  A  PEDESTAL 

VEAE  AM  OAK  AT  .NUSIEilAlf  131  OZPOEBSHllS, 

nSOtCATEn    TO    THE    MEMORY    Of    WILLIAM  WBm* 
RKAO,  ESQ.    POET  LAtlRBAT. 

Haicoort  and  friendship  this  memorial  ni«e. 

Near  to  the  oak  where  Whitehead  oft  reclmM ; 
While  all  that  nature  rob'd  by  art  displays, 

Sooth'd  with  congenial  charms  his  polish'd  nuod. 
Let  fisshioo's  votaries,  let  the  sons  of  fire, 

The  genius  of  that  modest  bard  despi>e; 
Who  bade  discretion  regulate  his  lyre. 

Studious  to  please,  yet  scorning  to  suiprise. 
Enough  for  him,  if  those  who  shaHd  his  love 

Through  life,  who  virtue  more  than  vene  revere, 
Here  pensive  pause,  when  circling  round  the  grore, 

And  drop  the  bearUpaid  tribute  of  a  tear. 


HYMN  FOR  YORK  CATHEDRAL 

AoAiM  the  day  returns  of  holy  rest. 
Which,  when  he  made  the  worid,  Jehovah  blest; 
When,  like  his  own,  he  bade  our  lubomt  cease 
And  all  be  piety,  and  all  be  peaoe. 

While  impious  men  despise  thy  sage  decree, 
From  vain  deceit,  and  felse  philoeophy : 
Let  us  its  wisdom  own,  its  blessings  feel. 
Receive  with  gratitude,  perform  with  zad. 
Let  us  devote  tliis  consecrated  day. 
To  learn  his  will,  and  all  we  learn  obey: 
In  pure  religion's  hallow'd  duttes  share. 
And  join  in  penitence  and  join  in  prayer, 
So  shall  the  God  of  mercy,  pleas'd,  receive^ 
That  only  tribute  man  has  pow'r  to  give; 
So  sliall  he  bear,  white  ferriBiilly  we  raiae 
Our  choral  harmony  ia  byama  of  pimiae. 
Father  of  Heay*n !  in  whom  onr  hopes  confide, 
\llioBe  pow'r  defends  us,  and  whoK  precepti  guide; 
In  life  onr  guardian,  and  in  death  our  firiend, 
Glory  supreme  be  thine  till  time  shalt  end. 


DRAMATIC 
POEMS. 

ELFRIDA: 

written    on    the    MODBK    op  TBB    AHCtEMT  QRUE 

TEAorar. 

First  published  in  the  Year  1751. 

*ii,*  The?e  Letters  were  prefixed  in  the  former 
editions  of  this  poen. 

LETTER  I. 
I  WAS  aware,  when  I  sent  you  my  poem,  tbstil 
would  be  liable  to  the  very  obyection^  you'  make  to 
it.    Yetperbap^tfaeywiUbeohriated  toyoursstii- 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ  IC 


ELtHIDA. 


339 


fMtion,  vlieD  I  have  laid  before  you  (•■  indeed  I 
ought  lo  have  done  at  first)  the  original  idea  which 
led  me  to  choose  such  a  saliject,  aod  to  excuse  it  in 
so  peculiar  a  manner. 

Had  1  intended  to  give  an  exact  copy  of  the  an- 
cient draaa,  your  objections  to  the  present  poem 
would  be  unaoBwerable.  But  my  design  was  much 
less  confined.  I  meant  only  to  punoe  the  aocicDt 
method,  to  far  as  it  is  probable  a  Greek  poet,  were 
he  alive,  would  now  do,  in  order  to  adapt  himself 
to  the  genius  of  our  times,  and  the  character  of  our 
tragedy.  According  to  this  notion,  every  thing  was 
to  be  allowed  to  the  present  taste,  which  nature  and 
Aristotle  could  possibly  dispewe  with ;  and  nothing 
of  intrigue  or  refinement  was  to  be  admitted,  at 
which  antient  judgment  could  reasonably  take  of- 
fence. Good  sense,  as  well  as  antiquity,  prescribed 
an  adbeienoe  to  the  three  great  unities;  these, 
tbcrefofe,  were  strictly  observed.  But  on  the 
ether  baiid,  to  follow  the  modem  masters  in  those 
leqiecta  wherein  they  had  not  so  fauHUy  deviated 
from  tbeir  predeoessoiB,  a  story  was  chosen,  in 
which  tbe  tender  rather  than  the  noble  passions 
were  predominant,  and  in  which  even  love  had  the 
principal  share.  Characters  too  were  drawn  as 
aeariy  approachii^  to  private  ones,  as  tragic  dig- 
nity would  permit;  and  afiectioos  raised  rather 
liroin  the  impulse  of  common  humanity,  than  the 
distresses  of  royalty  and  the  fote  of  kingdoms.  Be- 
rides  this,  for  the  sake  of  natural  emliellisbment, 
and  to  reconcile  mere  modem  readers  to  that  sim- 
plicity of  foble,  in  which  I  thought  it  necessary -to 
copy  the  antients,  I  contrived  to  lay  the  scene  in  an 
old  romantic  forest.  For,  by  this  means,  I  was  en- 
abled to  enliven  the  poem  by  various  touches  of 
pastoral  description;  not  afiectedly  brought  in 
from  the  store-house  of  a  picturesque  imagination, 
but  necessarily  resulting  from  the  scenery  of  the 
place  itself:  a  heaoty  so  extremely  striking  in  the 
Comns  of  Milton,  and  the  As  you  like  it  of  Shaks- 
peare ;  aod  of  which  the  Greek  Muse  (though  fond 
of  rafal  imagery)  has  afforded  few  examples,  be- 
sides that  admirable  one  in  the  Philoctetes  of 
Sophocles. 

By  this  idea  1  could  wish  you  to  regulate  your 
criticism.  I  need  not,  I  think,  observe  to  you  that 
these  deviations  finom  the  practice  of  the  ancients 
may  be  reasonably  defended.  For  we  were  long 
sanoe  agreed,  that  where  love  does  not  degenerate 
into  episodical  gallantry,  but  makes  the  foundation 
of  the  distress,  it  is,  from  the  onivermlity  of  its  in- 
fluence, a  passion  very  proper  for  tragedy.  And  I 
have  seen  you  too  much  moved  at  the  representa- 
tion of  some  of  our  best  tragedies  of  private  story, 
to  believe  you  wdl  -condemn  me  for  making  the 
ethsr  deviation. 


by  the  simplicity  of  its  conduct,  it  diminishes  the 
pathos  olr  the  foble ;  and,  by  the  admission  of  a 
continued  choras,  prevents  that  agreeable  embarrass, 
which  awakens  our  attention,  and  interests  our 


LETTER  II. 

I  AM  glad  you  approve  the  method  I  have  taken 
of  aofkraing  the  rigour  of  the  old  drama.  If  I  have, 
iodeed.  softened  it  sufficiently  for  the  modem  taste, 
^thout  parting,  with  any  of  the  essentials  of  the 
^reek  method,  I  have  obtained  my  purpose :  which 
vas  to  obriate  some  of  the  popular  objections  made 
to  the  ancient  form  of  tragedy.  For  the  current 
opinion,  you  know,  is,  that  by  the  strict  adherence 
to  the  unities,  it  restrains  the  genius  of  the  poet ; 


The  univeral  veneration  which  we  pay  to  the 
.name  of  Shakspeare,  at  the  same  time  that  it  has 
improved  our  reliah  for  the  higher  beauties  of 
poetry,  has  undoubtedly  been  the  ground-work  of 
all  this  folse  criticism.  That  disregarrl,  which,  in 
compliance  merely  with  the  taste  of  the  times,  he 
showed  of  all  the  necessary  rales  of  the  drama^ 
hath  since  been  considered  as  a  characteristic  of 
his  vast  and  original  genius ;  and  consequently  set 
up  as  a  model  for  succeeding  writers.  Hence  M. 
Voltaire  remarks  very  justly,  Qoe>  le  merite  de 
cet  auteur  a  perdn  le  theatre  Anglois.  Le  tente, 
qui  seul  foit  la  reputation  des  hommes,  rend  a  la 
fin  leurs  defauts  respectables. 

Yet,  notwithstanding  the  absunUly  of  this  low 
superrtition,  the  notion  is  so  popular  amongst  Eng- 
lishmen»  that  1  fear  it  will  never  be  entirely  dis* 
credited,  till  a  poet  rises  up  amongst  us,  with  a 
genius  as  elevated  and  daring  as  Shak^Maie's,  and  a 
judgment  as  sober  and  chastised  as  Racine*ib 
But  as  it  seems  too  kmg  to  wait  for  this  prodigy,  it 
will  not  surely  be  improper  for  any  one  of  common 
talents,  who  would  entertain  the  public  without 
indulging  its  caprice,  to  take  the  best  models  of 
antiquity  for  his  guides ;  and  to  adapt  those  models, 
as  near  as  may  be,  to  the  manners  and  taste  of  his 
own  times.  Unless  he  do  both,  be  will,  in  etfeet, 
do  nothing.  For  it  cannot  be  doubted,  .that  the 
many  grom  fonlts  of  our  stage  are  owing  to  the  com- 
plaisance and  servility  with  which  the  ordinary  ran 
of  writers  have  ever  humoured  that  illitemte, 
whimsical,  or  corropted  age,  in  which  it  was  tbeir 
misfortune  to  be  bora. 

Milton,  you  wilt  tell  me,  is  a  noble  exception  to 
this  observation.  He  is  so,  and  would  have  been  a 
nobler,  had  he  not  ran  into  the  contrary  extreme. 
The  contempt  in  which,  perhaps  with  justice,  he 
held  the  age  he  lived  in,  prevented  him  from  con- 
descending either  to  amuse  or  instruct  it  He  had, 
before,  given  to  bis  unworthy  countrymen  the 
noblest  poem  that  genius,  conducted  by  ancient  art, 
could  produce  ;  and  he  had  seen  them  receive^  it 
with  disregard,  if  not  with  dislike.  Conscious  there- 
fore of  his  own  dignity,  and  of  their  demerit,  he 
looked  to  posterity  only  for  his  reward,  aod  to  pos- 
terity only  directed  his  future  labours.  Hence  it 
was,  perhaps,  that  he  formed  his  Sampson  Agonistes 
on  a  model  more  simple  and  severe  than  Athens 
herself  would  have  demanded;  aud  took  £schylu8 
for  his  master  rather  than  Sophocles  or  Euripides : 
intending  by  this  conduct  to  put  as  great  a  distance 
as  possible  betweeo  himself  and  his  contemporary 
writers:  and  to  make  his  wo;rk  (as  he  himself  said) 
"  much  different  firom  what  amongst  them  passed 
for  the  best"  The  success  of  the  poem  was,  ac- 
cordingly,  what  one  would  have  expected.  The  age 
it  appeired  in,  treated  it  with  total  neglect ;  neither 
hath  that  posterity,  to  which  he  appealed,  and 
which  has  done  justice  to  most  of  his  other  writings, 
as  yet  given  to  this  excellent  piece  its  full  measure 
of  popular  and  universal  fame.  Perhaps,  in  yoor 
closet,  and  that  of  a  few  more,  who  unaffectedly 
admiie  genuine  nature  and  antient  simplicity,  the 
Agonistes  may  hold  a  distinguished  rank.      Yet 
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rnirely,  we  cannot  say  (in  Hamlet's  phraw)  that 
*'  it  pleases  the  million ;  it  is  still  caviar  to  the 
general." 

Hence,  I  think,  I  may  conclude,  that  unless  one 
wonld  be  content  with  a  very  late  and  very  learned 
posterity,  Milton's  conduct  in  th}s  point  sboitid  not 
be  followed.  A  writer  of  tragedy  mtut  certaiHly 
adapt  himself  more  to  the  general  taste ;  because 
the  dramatic,  of  all  kinds  of  poetry,  oaicht  to  be 
most  nniversally  relished  and  understood.  The 
]}Tic  Mqsc  addresses  hefself  to  the  imagination  of 
a  reader;  the  didactic  to  his  judgment;  but  the 
tratfie  strikes  directly  on  bis  passions.  Few  men 
bare  a  strength  of  imagination  capable  of  pursuing 
the  fiights  of  Pindar*;  many  have  not  a  clearness 
•f  apprehension  suited  to  the  reasonings  of  Lucretius 
and  Pope :  hut  every  man  ha9  passions  to  be  ex- 
cited, and  every  "mn  feels  them  esoited  by  Sbak- 
•peare. 

But,  thougb  tnigCidy  be  ttatis  chiefly  directed  to 
the  heart,  it  mmtt  be  observed,  that  it  wilt  seldom 
attain  its  end  without  the  (soncnrrent  approbation 
•f  the  judgment.  And  to  procure  this,  the  fttifi- 
«ial  construction  of  thefitble  jgoes  a  great  way.  In 
France,  the  excellence  of  their  several  poets  is 
chiefly  measured  by  this  standard.  Ahd  amongst 
«arown  writers,  if  you  except  Shakspeare,  (who  in- 
deed ought,  for  his  otiier  virtues,  to  be  exempt  from 
common  rules)  you  will  find,  that  the  mos(  regular 
of  then*  compositions  is  generally  reckoned  their 
chef  d^OBUvre,  witness  the  All  fof  Love  of  Dryden, 
the  Venice  Preserved  of  Otway,  and  the  Jane  Shore 
«fRD«e. 


LETTER  III. 

Tt^«  scTteme  you  proposed  in  your  last,  is,  T  own, 
practicable  enough.  Undoubtedly,  most  part  of  the 
dialogue  of  the  Chorus  might  be  put  into  the  mouth 
of  an  Emma  or  Matilda,  who,  with  some  little  show4»f 
sisterly  concernment,  might  be  easily  made  t^  claim 
kindred  with  earl  Athelwold.  Nay,  by  the  addi- 
tion of  a  few  unnecessary  incidents,  which  would 
cost  me  no  more  than  they  are  worth  in  contriving, 
and  an  unmeaning  personage  or  two,  who  would  be 
as  little  expense  m  cre^itinp:,  I  believe  I  could 
quickly  make  the  whole  tolerably  fit  for  au  English 
audience. 

But  for  all  this  T  cannot  persuade  myself  to  enter 
upon  the  task.  1  have,  I  know  not  how  (like  many 
of  my  betters)  contracted  a  kind  of  veneration  for 
the  old  Chorus ;  and  am  willing  to  think  it  essential 
to  the  tragic  drama.  Ybu  shall  hear  the  reasons 
that  incline  me  to  this  judgment.  They  respect  tlie 
poet  and  the  audience. 

.  It  is  agreed,  I  think,  on  all  hands,  that  in  the 
conduct  of  a  fahle,  the  admission  of  a  Chorus  lays 
a  necessary  restraint  on  the  poet.  The  two  unities 
of  tinie  and  place,  are  esteemed  by  some  of  less 
consequence  in  '  \ir  modera  tragedy,' than  the  third 
unity  of  action ,  but  admit  a  Chorus,  and  you  must 
of  necessity  roRtore  them  to  those  equal  rights, 
which  they. anciently  enjoyed,  and  yet  claim,  by 
the  charter  of  Aristotle.  For  the  difTerence  whfch 
the  usd.of  the  Chorus  makes,  is  this  :  the  modern 
dranaa  contents  itself  with  a  fact  represented  ;  the 
ancient  requires  it  to  be  represented  before  specta- 
tors. Kpw  as  it  cannot  be  supposed  that  these 
spectators  should  accompany  the  chief  personages 


into  private  apaitDenls,  one  smgle  se^ne,  or  unitf 
of  place,  becomes  strictly  neoesntry ;  and  as  theie 
spectators  are  assembled  on  purpose  to  observe  aad 
biear  a  part  in  the  action,  the  time  of  that  actios 
becomes,  of  course,  that  of  the  spectacle  or  repre- 
sentation itaelf ;  it  being  unreasonable  to  make  tlie 
spectaton  attend  so  long,  as  the  poet,  in  bringii^ 
about  bis  catastrophe,  may  requRe;  And  this  ii 
usually  the  practice  of  the  ancient  stage.  The 
modem,  on  the  contrary,  regards  very  UUle  tbcse 
two  capital  restraints ;  and  its  disuse  of  the  Choral 
helps  greatly  to  conceal  the  absurdity ;  for  the 
poet,  without  oft'ending  so  much  against  the  hvi 
of  probability,  may  lend  bis  personages  from  oae 
part  to  another  of  the  same-  palace  or  city,  whn 
they  have  only  a  paltry  servant  or  iosignificaot 
confidant  to  attend  them.  He  may  think  himseK 
at  liberty  to  spend  two  or  three  da;*,  OMmths  « 
even  years,  in  completing  bis  story ;  to  dear  tht 
stage  at  the  end,  or,  if  be  yrieases,  in  the  middle 
of  every  act :  bad  being  onder  no  control  of  the 
Chorus,  he  can  break  the  continuity  9i  the  drama 
just  where  he  thinks  it  convenient;  nnd,  by  tke  as* 
sistance  of  a  brisk  fugue  and  A  good  violio,  caa 
persuade  his  audience,  tbct  as  mncb  time  bat 
clasped  as  bis  hero's,  or  nitfa«r  hM  own  distre»> 
may  demand. 

Hence  it  is,  that  secret  uitEigaei  become  (as  Mr. 
Dryden  gravely  calls  them)  tbe  beauties  of  oar 
modem  stage.  Hence  it  is,  that  Incidents  and  bos- 
tle,  and  business,  supply  the  place  of  simplicitr, 
natuse,  and  pathos  :  a  happy  change,  peibaps,  for 
the  generality  of  writers,- who  might  otherviie  find 
it  impossible  to  fill  cette  longne  carriere  de  daq 
actes,  which  a  writer,  sufllciently  experienced  in 
these  mattera,  says,  est  si  prodigieusemeot  difficile 
a  remplir  sans  episodes. 

But,  whatever  these  play-SMkert  may  have  gained 
by  rejecting  the  Cborvs,  the  true  poet  has  ki^  con- 
siderably by  it  For  he  has  Icrt  a  graoefal  spd 
natural  resource  to  the  embellishmenU  of  pic- 
turesque description,  sublime  aUegory,  and  what- 
ever elae  oomes  under  the  ^anominaition  of  pure 
poetry.  Sbakspeare,  indeed,  had  the  power  of  io* 
troduoing  this  natnraJly,  and,  what  iaoMtstramit^, 
of  joining  it  with  pure  passion.  But  I  make  oo  doubt, 
if  we  had  a  tragedy  of  bis  formed  on  the  Greek 
model,  we  should  find  in  it  more  frequent,  if  vA 
nobler  instances  of  his  high  poetical  capacity,  tlum 
in  any  singrte  compoMtkm  he  has  left  us.  1  think 
you  have  a  proof  of  this  in  those  partaof  bishiston' 
cal  pla5^,  which  are  called  Cborusesy  and  wriUea 
in  the  common  diafogtie  metres  And  your  iongi* 
nation  will  easily  conceive,  how  fine  au  ode  the  de- 
scription oil  thv-ni^ht  preceding  the  battle  of  .Acrin- 
court  would  have  made  in  hb  hands  $  and  «bat 
additional  grace  it  would  Moeive  from  that  funs 
of  composition. 

With  the  means  of  introducing  poetry  nanvsliy 
is  lost,,  also,  the  opportunity  of  conveying  moral  re- 
flections with  grace  and  sobriety.  But  this  eofiwi 
more  propcfrly  under  consideration,  when  I  p^ 
you  my  thoughts  on  the  advantage  the  audience  re- 
ceived from  a  well-conducted  Chorus; 


LETTER    IV. 

In  my  last  I  took  no  notice  of  Chat  superior  pomp 
ahd  majesty,  which  the  Chorus  necemarily  added 
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U  (be  Kene  olthe  draiM.  I  niade  ao  raaaka  on 
tlw  agreeable  Tariety  it  introdnoed  ioto  the  Tersifi- 
aHMm  wbA  metre  |  nor  showed  bow,  ky  uniting  the 
bifiDoojr  of  the  lyre  to  the  pomp  of  the  iMiskin, 
nnsic  became  mtimately  connected  with  it,  and  fur- 
Med  it  with  all  ita  additional  graces*  These  and 
tuny  other  adrantagoi  I  might  have  insisted  vpon, 
hid  I  thoQgbt  them  so  material  as  the  two  I  men- 
tioned; the  latter  of  which,  namely,  ita  being  a 
proper  vehicle  for  moral  and  oentiment,  is  oo  mate- 
rial that  1  think  nothmg  can  possibly  atone  ifar  the 

lOHOfit 

Jtt  thoM  pots  of  the  drama,  where  the  judg- 
ment of  a  mnt  audience  is  most  liable  to  be  misled 
bf  «hs<  pastes  before  its  view,  the  chief  actors  are 
gteneralty  too  much  ag4(»ted  by  the  Ibriotis  passions, 
or  too  much  attached  by  the  tender  ones^  to  think 
coolly,  and  impress  on  the  spectators  a  moral  senti- 
ment properly.  A  confidant  or  servant  has  seldom 
sense  eooogh  to  do  it,  never  dignity  enough  to  make 
it  ferried.  Instead  tfaerefbce  of  these,  the  ancients 
vera  provided  with  a  band  of  distinguished  persons, 
Dot  merely  capable  of  seeing  and  hearing,  but  of 
srguiog,  advising,  and  reflecting ;  from  the  leader 
of  which  a  moral  sentiment  never  came  unnatu- 
nliy,  Imt  snitaUy  and  gracefully ;  and  from  the 
tfoop  itself,  a  poetical  flow  of  tender  commiseration, 
of  religious  supplication,  or  of  virtuous  triumph, 
«tt  ever  ready  to  heighten  the  pathos,  to  inspire  a 
rtverential  awe  of  the  Deity,  and  to  advance  the 
came  of  honesty  and  of  truth. 

If  you  ask  me,  how  it  augmented  the^thetic,  I 
csBDOt  give  you  a  better  answer  than  the  abhi  Va- 
Uy  has  done  ia^his  disseitation  on  the  subject,  pub- 
lished in  the  Memoin  de  f*  Aond.  des  Inscn  &c. 
"  It  effected  this,"  says  he,  <<  both  in  iU  odes  and 
dialogue.  The  wonderful  power  of  music  and  the 
dance  is  Universally  allew«di  And,  as  these  were 
always  aoeoin|kiiiments  .to  the  odes,  there  is  no 
doubt  but  tkif  eoutrfbnted  greatly  to  move  the 
pooioM.  -it  was  neoeasary  that  there  should  be 
odei  or  iaiemedea,  but  it  was  also  necessary  that 
these  ioteimeAeathouU  not  suffer  the  minds  of  the 
•odieoosto  cool,  but,  on  the  oontmry,  should  sup- 
portand  tmtify  those  passions  which  the  previous 
"cenes  had  already  eaeited.  Nothing  nnaginable 
cooldpvodnee  tins  effect  better,  than  the  choral 
Mogs  and  dimoes,  which  filled  the  mind  with  ideas 
awTCsponAing  to-  «he  subject,  and  never  foiled  to 
«ld  new  Ihroe  to  the  sentiments  of  the  principal 
P^nonages.  In  the:  dialogue  also,  the  Chorus 
f^rnA  to  move  -the  passiyns,  by  showing  to  the 
nweteton  otfaer^pectaton  strongly  affisted  by  the 
"<^on*  A  speotMle  of  aoeh  a  kind,  as  is  ^ted  to 
c>eit8  in  ns  the  poosiona  of  terronr  and  pity,  will  not 
«f  itttlf  so  strongly  aflect  ns,  as  when  we  see  others, 
*'^»»feetad  by  it.  The  paiattvs  have  generally 
VDdentood  this  secret,  and  have  had  recourse  to  an 
opedieot,  siinilar  to  thnt  of  the  Chorus  of  the 
P<)^  Not  content  with  the  siaaple  representation 
of  au  hiitorical  event,  tliey  have  also  added  groups 
w  Mriitant  figutea,  nod  oxprast  in  their  feces  the 
different  passions,  they  would  have  their  picture 
c^te.  Ney  they  sometimes  hilist  into  their  ser- 
vice even  irrational  animals.  In  the  Slaughter  of 
^  famoeente,  le  Bron  was  not  satisfied  with  ex- 
P««>ng  all  the  herrour,  of  which  the  subject  is  na- 
wivlly  capaWe,  he  has  also  painted  two  horses  with 
^^^  hair  ataading  on  end,  and  starting  back,  as 


I  afraid  to  trample  npon  (he  bleeding  infhnts.  This 
;  is  an  artifice  which  has  often  been  employed,  and- 
which  has  always  succeeded.  A  good  poiet  should  do 
the  same ;  and  Iphigenia  should  not  be  suffered  to 
appear  on  the  theatre,  without  being  accompanied 
with  persons  capable  of  feeling  her  misfortunes.'^ 

Had  this  ingenious  abbe  seen  the  famous  Belisa- 
rius  of.  Vandyke,  I  am  apt  to  believe  he  would  have 
thought  it  a  much  more  noble  ilinstratton  of  the 
matter.  The  soldier  in  that  piece,  though  so  much 
condemned  by  our  modem  profisssors  of  virt^  for 
being,  as  they  say,  the  principal  i^nre,  is  the  veiy 
thing  which  .raises  this  picture  from  a  simple  por- 
trait (which  it  must  otherwise  have  been)  to  the 
finest  moral  painting;  and  in  Greece  would  have 
placed  the  painter  amoogst  that  class  of  artists, 
which  they  esteemed  the  noblest,  the  HeorPA^Of. 
The  groniest  tragic  poet  oonki  not  have  raised  a  more 
exquisite  distress  than  this  judicious  painter  has 
done  by  the  attitude  of  that  soldier ;  as  well  as  by 
tbesobonlinate  figures,  which,  with  great  propriety, 
are  fiomaie  01104  ^  nothing  being  so  likely  to  raise 
in  a  military  mind  that  mixture  of  pity  and  dis- 
dain, which  be  wanted  to  express,  as  to  see  such  a' 
hero  relieved  by  chanty,  and  that  too  the  charity 
of  girls  and  old  women.    « 

But,  returning  to  my  subject,  I  will  just  observe 
to  you,  that  if  it  be  proper  to  assist  an  audience  in 
relishing  the  pathetic,  by  showing  an  imitation  of 
that  pathos  in  the  Chorus,  it  is  much  mora  so  to 
instruct  them  how  to  be  affected  properly  with  tlie' 
oharacters  and  actions  which  are  represented  in 
the  coiurse  of  the  drama.  The  character  of  Pierre  in 
Venice  Preserved,  when  left  entirely  to  the  judg- 
ment of  the  audience,  is  perhaps  one  of  the  most 
improper  for  puMie  view,  that  ever  was  produced 
'  on  any  stege.  It  is  almost  impossible,  but  some 
part  of  the  spectotors  shuuld  go  from  the  repre- 
sentetlon  with  very  false  and  immoral  impressions. 
But  had  the  tragedy  been  written  on  the  ancient 
plan ;  had  Pierre's  character  been  drawn  just  as  it 
is,  and  some  fow  alterations  mode  in  Jaffier's,  I 
know  no  two  characters  more  capable  of  doing  ser- 
vice in  a  moral  view,  when  justly  animadverted 
upon  by  the  Chorus.  I  don't  say,  I  would  have 
trusted  Otway  with  the  writing  of  it. 

To  have  done,  and  to  release  you.  .  Bad  cha- 
racters become  on  this  plan  as  harmless  in  the 
hands  of  the  poet,  as  the  historian  ;  and  gpod  ones 
become  infinitely  more  useful,  by  how  much  the 
poetic  is  more  forcible  than  the  historical  mode  of 
instruction. 


LETTER  V. 

The  reason,  why  in  a  former  letter  you  advised 
me  to  alter  the  Chorus,  is  made  very  apparent  iu 
3'uur  last.  For,  by  persuading  me  to  get  the  odes 
set  to  music,  and  risk  the  play  on  the  stage,  I  un- 
derstand only  that  you  are  willing,  any  how,  to 
make  it  a  more  profitable  work  for  me,  than  it 
can  possibly  be  by  means  of  the  press  alone. 

Yet  certainly,  sir,  one  sinj^le  reflection  on  our 
British  pit  will  make  you  change  your  sentiments 
effectually.  Think  only  on  the  trial  made  by  M. 
Racine,  in  a  nation  much  before  ours,  in  a  taste  for 
probftbility  and  decorum  in  theatrical  diversions. 
In  his  two  last  tragedies,  you  know,  he  has  fully 
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sQcoeedad  in  tlie  very  tbin^  T  aimed  at;  and  hai 
adapted  a  noble  iniitatioa  of  antient  simplicity  to 
the  taste  of  bis  own  times :  particularly  in  hit 
Athalia,  a  poem  in  which  the  moet  sqpeib  and 
august  spectacle,  the  most  interesting  event,  and 
the  most  sublime  flow  of  inspired  poetry,  are  all 
nobly  and  naturally  united.  Yet  I  am  told,  that 
neither  that,  nor 'the  Esther,  retains  its  Chorus, 
when  represented  on  the  French  theatre. 

To  what  is  this  owing  ?  To  the  refinement  most 
certainly  of  our  modem  music.  This  art  is  now 
carried  to  such  a  pitch  of  perfection,  or  if  you  will  of 
corruption,  which  makes  it  utterly  incapable  of 
being  an  adjunct  to  poetry.  II  y  a  grand  appa- 
rence,  que  les  progr^s  que  touz  area  feits  dans  la 
musique,  ont  noi  enfin  a  ceuz  de  la  veritable  tra- 
gedie.  Cast  un  talent,  qui  a  h\t  tort  a  un  autre ; 
says  M.  Voltaire  with  his  usual  taste  and  judgment 
Our  different  cadences,  our  divisions,  variations, 
repetitions,  without  which  modem  music  cannot 
subsist,  are  entirely  improper  for  the  expression  of 
poetry,  and»  were  scarce  known  to  the  ancients. 
.  But  could  this  be  managed,  the  additional  ex* 
pense  necessarily  attendant  on  such  a  perfomance, 
would  make  the  matter  impracticable.  This  Mr. 
Bryden  foresaw  long  aga  .  The  passage  is  curious. 
•  "  A  new  theatre,  much  more  ample  and  much 
deeper,  must  < be  made  for  that  purpose,  besides 
the  cost  of  sometimes  forty  or  fifty  habits :  which 
18  an  expense  too  large  to  be  supplied  by  a  com-> 
pany  of  actors.  It  is  trae,  I  should  not  be  sorry 
to  see-a  Chorus  on  a  theatre,  more  than  as  large 
and  as  deep  again  as  ours,  built  and  adarned  at  a 
king's  chalices  $  and  on  that  condition,  and  another, 
which  is,  that  my  hands  were  not  bound  behind 
me,  as  now  they  are,  I  should  not  despair  uf  making 
such  a  tragedy  as  might  be  both  instructive  and 
delightful  according  to  the  manner  of  the  Grecians." 
What  he  means  by  having  his  hands  bound,  I  ima- 
gine, is,  that  he  was  either  engaged  to  his  subscri- 
bers for  a  translation  of  Virgil,  or  to  the  manager  of 
the  theatre  for  so  many  pdyn  a  season.  This  suf- 
frage of  Mr.  Dryden  is,  however,  very  apposite  to 
the  present  point.  It  serves,  also,  to  vindicaU  my 
design  of  imitating  the  Greek  drama.  For  if  he, 
who  was  so  prejudiced  to  the  modem  stage,  as  to 
think  ihtrigue  a  capital  beauty  in  it ;  if  be,  I  say, 
awm  that  the  grand  secret  *  prodesse  et  delectare' 
was  the  characteristic  of  the  Greek  drama  only, 
nothing  can  better  justify  my  present  attempt  than 
the  approbation  he  gives  to  it  in  this  passage. 

Having  now  settled  with  you  all  matters  of  gene- 
ral criticism,  I  hope  in  your  next  you  will  give  me 
your  objections  to  scenes,  •  speeches,  images,  &c. 
And  be  assured  I  shall  treat  your  judgment  in  these 
matters  with  greater  deference,  than  I  have  done  in 
what  related  to  the  stage  and  the  Chorot. 

Pembroke  Hall,  1751. 


THE   ARGVMBMT. 

EncAa,  king  of  England,  having  heard  the  beauty 
of  Elfrida,  daughter  of  Orgar,  earl  of  Devon- 
shire, highly  celebrated,  sent  his  fovourite  minister 
Athelwold  to  the  father's  castle,  to  discover  whe- 
ther she  was  really  so  beautiful,  as  fame  reported 
her  to  be;  and  if  she  was,  to  offer  her  his  crown 


in  marriaga.  Atfaeiwold,  on  awwy  ber,  fsu 
violently  in  krre  with  her  himtelf ;  and  married 
her ;  oooveying  bar  soon  after  t6  bis  nsm  OHtie 
in  Haiewood  Forest,  whom  he  visited  her  by 
s&altii  fiom  court;  and  in  hit  absesiee  left  ber 
with  a  train  of  British  virgins,  who  form  the 
Chorus.  After  three  months,  Oiigar,  dimppror. 
ing  this  confinement  of  his  daughter,  came  dis. 
gui&ed  to  Harawood  to  discover  the  cause  of  it 
His  arrival  opens  the  dramsu  The  noddents, 
which  are  produced  by  AthelwoU's  return  from 
court  (who  was  absent  when  Oigar  came  to  his 
castle)  and  afterwards  by  the  unexpected  visit  of 
the  king,  form  the  episode  of  the  tragedy ;  the 
feigned  pardon  of  Athelwold,  drawn  from  the 
kmg  by  the  earnest  interoaasioo  of  Elfrida,  briags 
on  the  peripetia,  or  change  of  fortune ;  and  the 
ffincle  combsa  between  the  king  amd  Athelwold,  io 
which  the  latteris  slain,  occasions  Elfrida  to  tsks 
the  vow,  which  comp  letes  the  catastrophe. 

PERSONS  OP  THE  DRAMA. 

Oroax,  Earl  of  Devonshire^ 

Chorus,  of  British  Virgins, 

Elfrida,  Daughter  to  Orgar. 

Athelwold,  Husband  to  Elfrida. 

Edwin,  a  Messenger, 

Edgar,  King  qf  England. 

Oil  GAR,  disguised  m  a  peasants  habit,  speaks  the 
prologue. 

Scene,  a  lawn  before  Athelwold's  castle  in  Hare- 
wood  Forest 

ELFRIDA. 


oaoAR. 
How  nobly  does  this  venerable  wood. 
Gilt  with  the  glories  of  the  orient  Son, 
Embosom  yon  fair  mansion  i  The  soft  air 
Salutes  me  with  most  cool  and  temp'rate  breath ; 
And,  as  I  trend,  the  flow^-besprinkled  lawn 
Sends  up  a  gale  of  fragrance.     X  should  guess. 
If  e'er  Content  deign'd  visit  mortal  cfime. 
This  was  her  plaoe  of  dearest  residence. 
Grant  Heav'nl  Ifinditsuch.  His  now  three  moathf. 
Since  first  eail  Athelwold  esp0tt8*d  my  daughter. 
He  then  besought  me,  for  some  little  space 
The  nuptials  might  he  secret;  many  reasons. 
He  said^  induced  to  this :  I  made  no  pause. 
But,  resting  on  his  prudence,  Co  his  will 
Gave  absolute  concurrence.   Soon  as  married. 
He  to  this  secret  seat  convey'd  EMHda ; 
Convey 'd  her  as  by  stealth,  aigoy^d,  and  left  her: 
Yet  not  without  I  know  not  wbac  eaottse 
Of  call  to  court,  of  Edgmr's  royal  fnandsbip. 
And  England's  welfare.    To  his  prince  he  wnt : 
And  since,  as  by  intelligence  I  gather. 
He  oft  returns  to  this  his  cloister'd  wife  ; 
But  ever  with  a  privacy  most  studied ; 
Borrowing  disguises  till  inventive  art 
Can  scarce  supply  him  with  variety. 
His  visits,  as  they  're  stol*n,  are  alao  short ; 
Seldom  beyond  the  circuit  of  one  sun  ; 
Then  back  to  court,  while  she  his  absence  moonn 
Full  many  a  lonely  hour.     I  brook  not  this. 
Had  Athelwold  espous'd  some  base-bortt  peasant, 
lliis  usage  bad  been  apt :  .but  when  he  task 
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Uy  (higfaler  to  hit  anus,  b«  took  a  rayio. 

Thro'  wboM  rich  veins  the  blood  of  firititb  Idngi 

Raa  ID  maoUiod  ttream.    Her  tineage  fare 

Might  pre  ber  place  and  notice  witb  tbe  noblest 

h  Edgar's  coorL    £Jfrida*s  beauty  too 

(i  «p<4k  not  from  a  (atber*!  foolish  fondness) 

Would  shine  amid  the  fairest,  and  reflect 

No  vaUgn  jrlory  on  that  beauty's  master. 

Thh  set  bispeaks  the  madman.     Who,  that  o«n*d 

Ao  emVaM,  jasper,  or  rich  chrysolite, 

WoaM  bide  iu  lustre,  or  not  bid  it  blaze 

CoBipicttOtts  on  his  brow  ?  Haply  Atbelwold 

Mty  haiveesnunsM  someolber.    'Sdeath  be  durst  not 

Mr  former  feats  in  arms  must  hsTe  info.rmM  him, 

Thst  Orgar,  while  be  liv'4»  would  nerer  prove 

A  ^putor  to  his  honour.     If  be  has — 

thjs  sged  arii^  U  not  so  much  unstrung 

By  sls[ck*n)0f  years,  but  just  revenge  will  brace  it 

And,  by  yon  awful  Heav*o — But  hold,  my  rage. 

]  csme  to  search  into  this  matter  coolly. 

Hence,  to  conceal  the  father  and  the  earl, 

This  pilgrim's  suff,  and  scrip,  and  all  these  marks 

Of  ragrant  poverty. 

caotvs*  Iffiikm. 

Hail  to  thy  living  light. 
Ambrosial  mom !  all  hail  thy  roseat  ray ! 

OSGAa. 

But  hark,  the  sound  of  sweetest  minstrelsy 
Breaks  on  mine  ear.    The  females,  I  suppose. 
Whom  Atbelwold  has  left  my  child's  attendants; 
That,  when  she  wails  tbe  abasnce  of  her  lord. 
Their  leoieot  airs,  and  sprightly-fisncied  songs, 
May  steal  away  ber  woes.    See,  they  appruach : 
This  grove  shall  shroud  me  till  they  cease  their  strain ; 
Iben  1*11  addiem  tbam  witb  some  feigned  tale. 

IHe  retiret, 

CHORUS. 

ODE. 

I.  1. 

Hail  to  thy  living  li^ht. 
Ambrosial  Mora !  all  hail  thy  roseat  ray : 
That  bids  young  Nature  all  her  charms  display 

In  varied  beauty  bright ; 
That  bids  each  dewy-spangled  flow'ret  rise, 

And.dait  anmnd  its  vermil  dies ; 
Bids  silver  lustre  grace  yon  sparkling  tide. 
That  winding  warbles  dowfi  the  mountain's  side. 

L  «. 

Away,  ye  goblins  all, 
Woot  the  bewilder'd  traveller  to  daunt  j 
Hlkose  vagrant  feet  have  trac*d  yonr  secret  haunt 

Beside  some  lonely  wall. 
Or  shattered  ruin  of  a  moss-grown  tow*r, 

Where,  at  pale  midnight's  stillest  hour. 
Thro'  each  rough  chink  the  solemn  orb  of  night 
Poors  momentary  gleams  of  trembling  liglit 

I.  0. 
Away,  ye  elves,  atway : 
Shrink  at  ambrosial  morning's  living  ray ; 

That  living  ray,  whose  pow'r  benign 
Vofolds  tbe  scene  of  gkury  to  our  eye. 

Where,  thron'd  in  artless  majesty. 

The  cherub  Beauty  sits  on  Nature's  rustic  shrine. — 

CBoaos,  oaoAs. 

caoaus. 

SilenMyi^sirtcn.  Whaiioathiaiiideneis,itaager, 


That  thus  has  prompted  thine  anbiddeo  ear 
To  listen  to  our  strains  ? 

OROAt. 

Your  pardon,  virgins : 
I  mean  not  rudeness,  tho'  I  dar'd  to  listen  ; 
For  ah  !  what  ear  so  fortified  and  barr'd 
Against  the  force  of  powerful  harmony. 
But  woqld  with  transport  to  such  bweet  i 
Surrender  its  attention  ?  Never  yet 
Have  1  pass'd  by  the  night-bird's  fav'rite  spray. 
What  tim^  she  pours  her  wild  and  artless  song. 
Without  attentive  pause  and  silent  raptuso  ; 
How  could  1  then,  with  savage  disregard, 
Hea^  voices  tun'd  by  nature  sweet  as  ber's. 
Graced  with  all  art>  addition  ? 

CaORUB. 

Thy  mean  gaib,. 
And  this  thy  courtly  phrase  but  ill  accord. 
Whence,  and  what  art  thou,  stranger  ? 


Virgins,  know 
These  limbs  haye  oft  been  wrapt  in  richer  vest : 
But  what  avails  it  now  ?  all  have  their  fate  ^ 
And  mine  has  been  most  wretched. 


CHORDS. 


What  cruel  cause  - 


May  we  ask 


No  !  let  this  hapless  breast 
Still  hide  the  melancholy  Ule. 

CHORVS. 

We  know. 
There  oft  is  found  an  avarice  in  grief; 
And  the  wan  eye  of  sorrow  loves  to  gaaa 
Upon  iu  secret  hoard  of  treasur'd  woes  . 
In  pining  solitude.    Perhaps  thy  mind 
Takes  the  same  pensive  cast :  if  not,  permit 
That  we,  in  social  sympathy,  may  drop 
The  tender  tear. 

OROAl. 

Ah!  ill  would  it  become  3re, 
To  let  the  woes  of  such  a  wretch  as  I  am, 
E'er  dim  your  bright  eyes  with  a  pitying  tear. 

CBORUS. 

The  eye,  that  will  not  weep  another's  sorrow. 
Should  boast  no  gentler  brightness  thao  the  glare. 
That  reddens  in  the  eye-ball  of  the  wolf. 
Let  us  entreat— 

ORGAR. 

Know,  virgins,  I  was  bom 
To  ample  property  of  lands  and  flocks,        [vigour 
On  this  side  Tweeda's  stream.      My  youth  and 
Achiev'd  full  many  a  feat  of  martial  prowess : 
Nor  was  my  skill  in  chivalry  unnoted 
In  the  fair  volume  of  my  sovereign's  love  ; 
Who  ever  held  me  in  his  best  esteem. 
And  closest  to  his  person.    When  he  paid. 
What  all  must  pay,  to  fate ;  and  short-liv*d  Edwy 
Mounted  tbe  vacant  throne,  which  now  his  brother 
Fills  (as  loud  fame  re[)oris)  right  royally; 
1  then,  unfit  for  pageantry  and  courts, 
Sat  down  in  peace  among  my  faithful  vassals. 
At  my  paternal  seat     But  ah !  not  long 
Had  I  enjoy'd  the  sweets  of  that  recess, 
Ere  by  the  savage  inroads  of  base  hinds. 
That  sallied  frequeut  from  the  Scottish  heights. 
My  lands  wen  all  laid  waste,  my  |MOpl«  minidcr'4  j 
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And  I,  thro*  inipotenea  of  age  unfit 

To  quell  their  brutal  rage,  wb»  forc'd  to  dr«g 

My  mUMea  thro'  the  laod,  a  friendless  waud'rer, 

ciroiios. 
'We  pity  and  condole  thy  vrr^cched  itate. 
But  we  can  do  no  more ;  which ,  on  thy  paft, 
Qaim  just  retumt  of  pity  t  Ibr  vho«e  lot 
Detrands  it  more  than  theirs,  whom  fate  forbids 
To  taste  the  joys  of  courteous  charity ; 
To  wipe  the  tricklmg  tears,  which  dew  the  cheek 
Of  palsied  ag:e  {  to  nnooth  its  furrowM  brow, 
And  pay  its  gray  hairs  each  due  re^rence  ? 
Yet  such  delight  we  are  forbid  to  taste  ! 
For  'tis  our  ford's  command^  that  not  a  stranger. 
However  high  or  lowly  bis  degree. 
Have  entraooe  at  these  gfte^* , 

oacAK. 

Who  inay  this  tyrant— 

cHoans. 
Alas,  no  tyrant  be :  the  more  our  wonder 
At  this  harsh  mandate ;  tenderness  and  pity 
Have  made  his  breast  their  home.    He  is  a  man 
More  apt  thro'  iabom  gentleneM  to  err. 
In  giving  mercy's  tide  too  free  a  course, 
Tlian  with  a  thrifty  and  illiberal  hand 
To  stiot  its  channel.     This  bis  praise  you'll  hear 
The  universal  theme  in  EdgarV  court : 
For  Edgar  ranks  him  first  in  his  high  favour ; 
Xoads  him  with  honours,  which  the  earl  receives. 
As  does  the  golden  censer  frankincense. 
Only  to  spread  a  sacred  gale  of  blessings 
Around  on  alL 

ORGAR. 

Methinks,  this  pleasing  portrait 
Bears  strong  resemblance  of  loixi  Athelwold. 

CHORUS. 

Himself:  no  Briton  but  has  beard  his  feme. 

QRGAR. 

'Tis  wondrous  strange ;  can  you  conceive  no  cause 
For  this  his  conduct } 

CHORUS. 

None,  that  we  may  trust 

OROAR. 

Your  garbs  bespeak  you  for  the  fair  attendants 
Of  some  illustrious  dame,  the  wife,  or  sister 
Of  this  dread  earl. 

'chorus. 

On  this  bead  too,  old  man. 
We  are  commanded  a  religious  silence ; 
Which  strictly  we  obey  r  for  well  we  know 
Fidelity's  a  virtue  that  ennobles 
£v'n  servitude  itself :  ferewell,  depart 
"With  our  best  wishes !  we  do  trespass  mncYi 
To  hold  this  open  converse  with  a  stranger. 

ORGAR. 

Stay,  virgins,  stay  ;  have  ye  no  friendly  shed. 
But  bordering  on  your  castle,  where  these  limbs 
Might  lay  their  load  of  mis'ry  for  an  hour  ? 
Have  ye  no  food,  however  mean  and  homely. 
Wherewith  I  might  support  declining  nature  > 
£v'n  while  1  speak,'  I  find  my  spirits  fail ; 
And  well,  full  well,  I  know,  these  trembling  feet, 
£re  I  can  pace  a  hundred  steps,  will  sink 
Beneath  their  wretched  borihen. 

CHORUS. 

Piieoot  sight ! 
What  ihall  we  do^  my  sisten  ?  To  admit 


This  man  beneath  Hht  roof,  would  be  to  soers 
I'he  earl's  strict  interdict ;  and  yet  my  heart 
Bleeds  to  behold  that  white,  old,  rev*reod  head 
Bow*d  with  such  misery. — YH,  we  must  aid  him. 
Hre  thee,  poor  pilgrim,  tu  yon  neighboring  hoa'r, 
O'er  which  an  old  oak  spreads  his  awful  arm, 
Maotlerl  in  brownest  foliage,  and  beneath 
The  ivy,  gadding  from  th'  untwisted  stem,    [mt  ;• 
0«rUins  each  verdant  side.     Iliere  tfaou  mty'st 
1'here  too,  perchance,  some  of  our  sietartiOQd 
May  briug  thee  speedy  sustenance. 

ORGAR. 

Kinl  Hesv'o 
Reward— — 

CROlUft. 

Good  pilgrim,  stay  not  here  to  thank  «» 
But  haste  to  give  thine  age  this  meet  repose, 
'n^at  done,  we  do  conjure  thee  leave  the  place 
With  caotious  secresy  ;  for  was  it  known. 
That  thus  we  trpspass'd  on  our  lord's  command, 
ThQ  consequence  were  fatal. 

ORGAR. 

Fairest  maid ! 
Think  not  I'll  basely  draw  down  pnnishmetits 
On  my  preservers.     I  retire.     May  blesnngs  [oess. 
ShowVd  from  yon  fount  of  bliss  repay  your  kind- 

[ilxi/ Cigar. 

SBMICllORUS% 

(Yes,  sisters,  ye9,  when  pale  distress 
Implores  your  aiding  hand, 
Let  nut  a  partial  faithftilncsis. 
Let  not  e  mortal's  vain  oonamand 
Urge  you  to  break  th'  unalterable  lawa 
Of  heav'n-descended  Charity. 
Ah  !  follow  still  the  soft-ey'd  deitf  | 
For  know,  e«ch  path  she  draws 
Aloog  the  plain  of  life. 
Meets  at  the  central  dome  of  heart-felt  joy* 
Follow  the  soft-ey'd  deity ; 
She  bids  ye,  as  ye  hope  for  blessings,  bless. 
Aid  then  the  gen'ral  cause  of  geo*nd  happiness. 

SBMICHOaUS. 

Humanity,  thy  awful  strain 

Shall  ever  greet  our  ear. 

Sonorous,  sweet,  and  clear. 

And  as  amid  the  sprightly •awelUng  tvAin 

Of  dulcet  notes,  that  breathe 

From  Bute  or  lyre. 

The  deep  base  rolls  its  manly  melody. 

Guiding  the  tuneful  ci>oir  ; 

So  thou,  Humanity,  shalt  lead  along 

Th'  accordant  pasiions  in  their  moral  song. 

And  give  our  mental  concert  triiest  harmony. 

esotus. 

But  see,  GIfrida  oomesu 

Should  we  again  resume  our  former  atraio. 

And  hail  the  mom  that  paints  her  waktng.faenitiis; 

Or  stay  her  gentle  biddin!;  ?  Rather  stay  ; 

For,  as  1  think,, she  seems. in  pensive  mood; 

And  there  are  times,  when  to  th<s  sorrowing  so«l 

Ev'n  harmony  is  harshness. 

BtniDA,  CttORUt. 
ILniDA. 

Oh  my  1 
iWith  what  a  leaden  and  retarding'  weight 
•Does  expectation  load  the  wing  of  time  ? 
Mm,  how  bavo  Uma  Ana  4iill  how*  ctipt  en^ 
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SiflM  firti  tilt 
Skirtad  yw  g«y  horiioo  ?  Say,  my  IHeadii 
Have  1  miscounted  ?  Did  nut  MbelvoM 
At  piitiog  fix  this  morn  for  jiis  return  ? 
This  deu-  loog-wish^d-for  mor A  ?  He  did,  be  did. 
And  ward  it  with  a  kiss ;  1  could  not  err.         . 
And  yet  he  comes  not.     ftc  was  wont  oiitstrlp 
The  Sun*s  most  early  speed,  and  make  iU  rising 
To  DM  uowish'd  and  needless.    This  delay 
Creates  Strange  doahu  and  scmples  in  my  breast. 
Courti  throng  with  beauties,  and  my  Athelwold 
Has  a  soft,  susceptible,  heart  as  prooe; 
To  yieW  io  Iotc  to  efVy  sparkling  eye. 
As  is  the  musk-rose  to  diapenae  its  fragrance 
To er'rywhiap'ring breeze;  perbapa be*^ fcli^ 
Perhaps  £llirida*a  wvctehed 

CHOaVB. 

See,  Elfrida, 
Ah  see  I  how  TMmd  yon  branching  elm  the  Ivy 
Clasps  iu  green  fold.s,  and  poisons  what  aapporU  it 
Not  less  injurious  to  the  ibooto  of  loM 
is  ticUy  jealousy. 

aLPHlllA. 

My  mind  nor  pines 
With  jealoQfy,  nor  Mita  secure  in  peace. 
Who  loves,  nniat  fMr  ;  and  sure  who  toyes  like  nle, 
Must  greatly  fear. 

CHoavs. 
Yet  whence  the  cause  ?  Your  earl 
Has  efer  yet  (this  little  breach  excepted) 
Been  punctual  to  appointment.     Did  his  eye 
Glow  with  less  ardent  pnaaions  when  he  left  you , 
Than  at  the  6rA  blfft  meeting  ?  No !  I  markM  him, 
His  parting  glance  was  that  of  fervent  love. 
And  constancy  anallerM.    Do  not  €ear  him. 

KLFaina.    • 
1  should  not  fear  him,  were  his  present  stay 
The  only  canse.    AIm,  it  is  not  so  ! 
Why  comes  my  earl  so  secret  to  these  arms  } 
Why,  but  becaoae  he  dreads  the  just  raproach 
Of  some  deluded  fair  one  ?    Why  am  I 
Here  shrouded  up,  like  the  pale  votariat. 
Who  knows  no  visitant,  save  the  lone  owl. 
That  nightly  leaves  his  ivy-shrouded  cell, 
And  sails  on  slow  wing  thro*  the  cloistcr'd  isles, 
list'ning ber  laialtly  orisons?  Why  am  I 
Denied  to  fellow  my  departed  lord 
Mliene'er  hia  d«ty  odls  him  to  the  palace  ? 

CHORUS* 

Covet  not  that ;  the  noblest  proof  of  lote 
That  Athelwold  can  give,  is  still  to  guard 
Your  beauties  from  the  blast  of  cox^rtly  gales* 
The  crimson  blush  of  virgin  modesty,- 
The  delicate  soft  tints  of  innocence 
There  airfly  off,  and  leave  no  boast  behind 
But  wen.rang*d,  fWed  features     Ah,  BlMda, 
Should  you  be  doom*d,  ivbtch  happier  Tate  fortrid  ! 
To  drag  yoor  hatM  thrDogh  aH  that  nauaeoot  scene 
Ofpageamtryand  tioe;  your  purer  breatt, 
Trae  to  it*  vfrtnoaa  relish,  soon  wotM  b«ate 
A  fervoBt  tigb  fer  inoeceoce  andlihrewoei. 

tKni04. 

You  mvkk  Inialakn  me,  virgioa;  the  throng'd  palace 
Were  unAeair  d  by  me,  did  not  that  palace 
Dataia  my  Athelwold.    if  he  were  here. 
His  prcaeuce  woold  eonvert  this  range  of  oaka 
To autely  columns;  these  ga^-4iv>iM  flow'ia 


To  troops  Of  gallsnt  ladiea  $  and  yon  mttf 

That  jut  their  antlers  forth  in  apoitive  fnj^ 

To  armed  knights  at  joost  or  touraamenl. 

If  Athelwold  dwelt  here;  if  no  ambition 

Could  lure  his  afeept  from  love,  and  this  atill  feitst  | 

If  I  might  never  moan  his  time  of  absence. 

Longer  than  that  which  aerv'd  him  for  the  chase 

Or  of  the  wolf,  or  atag;  or  when  ha  bore 

The  hood-wink'd  felcon  forth;  might  these,  aiy 

virgins. 
And  these  alone,  be  1ove*s  short  intervals,     {wood. 
1  should  not  haVe  one  thoug^it  remote  from  Eare» 

cHoaua. 
And  would  you  wish  that  Athelwold  Aould  aKgbt 
The  weal  of  £nglaod,  and  on  tbeae  light  toys 
Waste  bis  unvalued  bonrsf  No,  fond  BUKda; 
His  active  soul  is  wing'd  for  nobler  iights,  ' 

StAtOA. 

What  than,  nrast  England's  wdfeoro  hold  mj  eail 
^Df  eter  from  these  abades  f 
caoROf. 

We  aay  not  that 
The  yotitb»  who  baUios   in  plaisnra's  tenptfn^ 

stream 
At  well  judg'd  intervals,  feels  all  his  soul 
Nerv'd  with  recruited  stfeagth  ;  but  if  too  eft 
He  awiros  in  aportive  maaes  through  the  flood. 
Its  chills  his  languid  virtae.    For  this  cause 
Yoor  earl  forbids,  that  these  enchanting  grovea. 
And  their  fair  mistress  should  possess  him  wholly. 
He  knows  he  has  a  country  and  a  king. 
That  claim  his  first  attention  ;  yet  be  snre, 
'Twill  not  he  long,  ere  his  unbending  mind 
Shall  lose  in  sweet  oblivion  ev'ry  care, 
Among  the  embowering  shades  that  f  etl  SllVlda. 

BLraiDA. 
Oh  be  that  speech  prophetic  j  may  he  soon 
Seek  these  embowering  shades  !   Meanwhile,  raj; 

Ineods, 
Sooth  me  with  harmony*    I  know  full  wall 
That  ye  were  uurs'd  in  Cornwall's  wiwrd  eave»» 
And  oft  hav;  pac'd  the  feiry-peopled  vales 
Of  Devon,  where  posterity  retains 
Some  vein  of  that  old  minstrelsy,  which  breath'd 
Through  each  time-ho'.ioor*d  grove  of  British  oak. 
There,  where  the  spreading  consecrated  boughs 
Fed  the  sage  misletoe,  the  holy  Druids 
Lay  rapt  in  moral  musings ;  while  the  Bards 
Call'd  from  their  solemn  harps  such  loily  airs. 
As  drew  down  Fancy  from  the  realms  of  light 
To  paint  some  radiant  vinon  on  their  minds. 
Of  high  mystefious  import.    But  on  ihe 
Such  stratus  sublime  were  wasted  :  I  but  aft 
A  sprightly  song  to  speed  the  lazy  flight 
Of  these  dull  hours.    And  music  sufe  can  titA 
A  magic  spell  to  make  Uiei».8kim  their  round. 
Swift  as  the  swallow  oirolas.    Try  Hiipairer  i 
While  1,  from  70odorlHUoek,««hoh  bis  eoBiii^. 

CHORUS. 

O    B    B. 

L  1. 
The  turtle  tells  her  plaintive  tale, 
Sequesier'd  in  sottie  shadowy  vale ; 
The  larti  in  radiant  ether  fioSts, 
And  swalU  has  wild  oMlitk  taotai  s 
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Mesnirhile  <m  yw^  hAwtlmii  fpny 
The  Jinnet  wakes  her  temperate  lay ; 
She  bannts  no  solitary  shade, 
She  flatters  o'er  no  son^shine  mead 
Ko  love-lorn  griefii  depress  her  song , 
No  raptures  lift  it  loudly  high, 
Bat  soft  she  trills,  amid  th'  aerial  thnwg. 
Smooth  simple  stnins  of  soberest  hannoDy. 

I.  2. 
Sveet  bird  j  like  thine,  oar  lay  shall  flow. 
Nor  gaily  brisk,  nor  sadly  slow  j 
F»r  to  tliy  note  sedate,  and  clear. 
Content  still  lends  a  list'ning  ear. 
Keclin'd  this  mossy  bank  along. 
Oft  has  she  heard  thy  careless  song  t 
Why  hears  not  now  ?  What  fairer  grove 
From  Harewood  lures  her  devious  love  ? 
What  fairer  grove  than  Harewood  knows 
'  Move  woodland  walks,  more  fragrant  gdes. 

More  shadowy  bowers,  inviting  soft  reposQ,  [vales? 

More  streams  slow-wand'ring  thro>  her  winding 

I.  3. 

Fnhaps  to  some  lone  cave  the  rover  flies. 
Where  luU'd  in  pious  peace  the  hermit  lies. 
For,  from  the  hall's  tamultoons  state. 
Where  banners  wave  with  blaiEon'd  gold. 
There  will  the  meek-ey'd  matron  oft  retreat, 
And  with  the  solemn  sage  high  converse  hold. 

II.  1. 

There,  goddess,  on  the  shaggy  mound. 

Where  tnaiblifig  torrents  roar  around. 

Where  pendant  mountains  o'er  your  head 

Stretch  their  reverential  shade. 

You  listen^  while  the  holy  seer 

Slowly  chants  his  vespers  clear ; 

Xhr  of  his  sparing  mess  partake, 

The  sav'ry  poise,  the  wheaten  cake^ 

The  beverage  cod  of  limpid  rill. 

Then,  rising  light,  your  host  you  bless. 
And  o'er  his  saintly  temples  bland  distil 
Serai^io  day-dreams  of  Heav>n's  happiness. 

n.  2. 

^  .  Where'er  thou  art,  enchanting  power. 
Thou  soon  wilt  smile  in  Uarewood's  bower : 
Soon  will  thy  iairy  feet  be  seen, 
Printing  this  dew-impearled  green ; 
Soon  shall  we  mark  thy  gestures  meek, 
Thy  glitt'ring  eye,  and  dimpled  cheek. 
Among  the  welcome  guests  that  move 
Attendant  on  the  state  of  Love. 
There,  when  the  sov'reign  leads  along 
Of  imports  and  Smiles  a  jocund  train. 
Then  last,  but  loveliest  of  the  lovely  throng, 
Tbon  com'st  to  soften,  yet  secure  bjs  reign. 

II.  3. 
And,  bark,  completing  onr  prophetie  lay. 
The  fleet  hoof  rattlea  4^er  the  flinty  way ; 
'    Now  nearer,  and  now  nearer  sounds. 

Avaunt !  ye  vain,  delusive  fSears :  [bounds. 
Hark  I  Echo  tells  through  Harewood*s  amplest 
That  Love,  Content,  and  AthelwoM  appears. 

ATBILWOLO,  BLFBI9A,   CBOKUS. 
ATBUWOIO. 

Lookeverthusj  with  that  bright  glanee  of  joy 
Thus  always  meet  my  traaspoits.     Lettbesearms 


Thus  ever  Ibid  ne;  nndtlus  dbeek,  that  Uoomi 
With  all  health's  op'ning  roses,  piess  my  lips, 
Warm  as  at  this  blest  moment 

BLFRIDA. 

Athelwold, 
I  bad  prepar'd  me  many  a  stem  rebuke ; 
Had  arm'd  my  brow  with  frowns,  ao4  taught  ny  eye 
Th'  averted  glance  of  coldness,  which  might  best 
Greet  such  a  loitVing  lover :  but  I  find, 
nVas  a  vain  task  j  for  this  my  truant  heart 
Forgets  each  lesson  which  resentment  tau^t. 
And  hi  thy  sight  knows  only  to  be  happy. 

ATBSLWOLIW 

My  best  Elfiida-41eav*ns !  it  cannot  last 
The  giddy  height  of  joy,  to  which  1  ^'m  lified. 
Is  as  a  hanging  rock,  at  whose  low  foot 
•The  Mack  and  beating  surge  of  infiuny 
Rolls  ready  to  receive,  and  sink  my  souL 

BLraiDA. 

So  soon  to  fcll  mto  this  musing  mood— - 

I  thought,  my  lord,  yon  promis'd  yon  wonld  leave 

These  looks  behind  at  court.    Nay,  'twas  the  csae 

AsslgnM  for  this  my  residence  at  Harewood, 

That  you  might  never  come  to  these  food  aims, 

But  with  a  breast  devoid  of  public  care. 

And  filPd  alone  with  rapture  and  Elfrida. 

Said  you  not  so  ?  Why  then  that  pensive  postoie. 

That  down-cast  eye  ?  Surely  the  ctty*s  dm. 

And  this  calm  grove  have  lost  thefr  diflferencct 

I'll  with  you  to  the  palace. 

ATBSLWOLD. 

HeaVnlbil^id! 

BtFKIDA. 

Nay,  my  best  lord,  I  meant  ft  but  iti  sport ; 
For  should  you  bid  me  quit  these  blooming  laww, 
For  some  bare  heath,  or  drear  unpeopled  desert; 
Believe  me,  I  wouM  think  ks  wildness  Eden, 
If  Athelwold  with  frequent  visitatkm 
Endear'd  the  savage  scene :  but  yet  I  fear 
My£sther. 

ATflBLWOLn. 

Hah  !  why  him  ? 

BLParoA. 
Yon  know  his  temper; 
How  jealous  of  his  rank,  and  his  trae'd  lineage 
From  royal  ancestry.    I  fear  nse  moch. 
He  will  not  brook  you  shoukl  conceal  me  k»g 
In  this  lone  privacy :  No^  he  will  deem  it 
Far  unbecoming  her,  whose  veins  are  flllM 
With  the  rich  stream  of  his  nobility. 
Should  it  be  so,  his  hot  and  fiery  nature, 
I  doubt,  will  blase,  and  do  some  dreadful  outra^. 

ATSBLWOUK 

He  need  not  know  it,  or,  if  chanee  he  ahooM, 
It  matters  not,  if  so  this  forest  life 
Seem  of  your  own  adoptkm  and  frae^hoioe. 
And  that  it  will  so  seem ,  I  trust  that  love. 
Which  ever  yet  has  put  my  wayward  will 
With  pleaa'd  oonplianoe,  and  nnask'd  mmeaL 

BUBinA. 

And  ever  shall:  yet  blame  me  not,  my  lord. 
If  prying  womanhood  should  prompt  a  wish 
To  learn  the  canae  of  this  yonr  strange  commnHnu, 
Which  ever  wakes,  if  I  but  drop  one  thought 
Of  quitting  Harewood. 
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ATIMVir«LBw 

Go  to  ^e  clear  surfkce 
Of  yoD  uoivflM  bke,  and,  bending  o'er  it, 
Theie  retd  my  annver. 

tLFBIDA. 

These  are  riddles. 


After  you  left  the  palace,  this  his  pleasure 
Was  tent  you  by  lord  Seofrid ;  witbal 
Commanding  your  attendance.    You  being  absent, . 
fie  straightway  tam*d  his  coarse  through  this  fair 


ATHtLWOLD. 

No;  fn-  its  glassy  and  reAectmg  surfhce 

Will  toule  with  charms  too  tempting  for  a  palace. 

XLFSIDA. 

Does  AthelwoM  distrust  Elfirida's  fiuth  ? 

ATHBLWOUK 

No :  bpt  he  much  distrusts  Elfrida's  beauty. 

B&FaiOA. 

Away^  you  trifle. 

ATBtLWOLn. 

Never  more  in  earnest ; 
I  vQiild  not  for  the  throne  which  Edgar  aits  on,  . 
That  £dgar  should  behold  it  * 

BLPBinA. 

What,  my  lord ! 
Think  you  the  ibrm,  that  caught  your  single  heart. 
Will  make  all  hearts  its  captives }  Vain  surmise. 
Yet  grant  it  could ;  the  form  is  your*s  alone : 
Not  Edgar's  self  would  dare  to  seize  it  from  you. 
Edgar's  a  king,  and  not  a  tyrant. 

ATBILWOLD. 

True  5 
Edgar's  a  king,  a  just  one ;  his  firm  feet 
Walk  ever  in  the  fore-right  road  of  honour : 
Nor  do  I  know  what  lure  can  draw  his  steps 
Detious  from  that  straight  path,  save  only  one : 
That  tempting  lore  is  beauty.    Ah !  Elfrida, 
Throw  but  the  dazzling  bait  within  his  view. 
The  untam'd  wolf  does  not  with  fiercer  rage 
Burrt  the  slight  bondage  of  the  silken  net,  ' 
Than  he  the  ties  of  law.    Late,  very  late, 
Smit  casually  with  young  Matilda's  faee. 
He  straight  commanded  her  reluctant  mother 
To  yield  her  to  his  arms :  jior  had  she  'scipM 
The  violating  fervour  of  his  love. 
Had  not  the  prudent  dame  soborn'd  her  handmaid. 
To  take  the  unchaste  office,  and  be  led, 
Veil'd  in  the  mask  of  night,  to  JEdgar's  chamber, 
A  coonterieit  Matilda.    As  it  chanc'd, 
The  damaef  pleas'd  the  king,  nor  did  detectioo 
A  whit  abate  his  fondness ;  he  forgave 
Ihe  prudent  mother,  eas'd  Matilda's  fears. 
And  led  the  wanton  minstrel  to  his  courts 
WberestUl  she  shares^ 

cHoaus. 

B«hold,  earl  Athelwold, 
A  menenger  arrives ;  his  speed  and  aspect 
Speak  fome  important  errand. 

SVWIll,  ATBBIWOU),    BLPBUA,   CHOaVS. 

ATasiwoui. 

How  now,  Edwin  > 

BDWIir. 

The  kffig,  my  lord,  is  on  his  way  to  Harewood. 

ATHBIWOLD. 

The  king! 

BDWIIf. 

His  purpose  is  to  pass  through  Mereia : 
And  in  a  hasty  menage^  some  two  boon 


Meanmg  to  chase  the  stag ;  his  train  is  smali^ 
As  was  his  purpose  suddra* 


Why  thus  peiplex'd  \ 


Good  my  lord. 


Sits  on  his  brow ! 


cHoavs. 
Heav'ns!  what  a  deep  despair 


BLraioA. 

The  notice  sure  is  short; 
But  that's  a  trifle,  a  small  train  requires 
The  smaller  preparation :  let  him  come. 

ATBBLWOLO. 

Yes,  let  htm  come :  so  thou  wilt  say,  Elfrida, 
When  thou  hast  heard  my  tale.   Yes,  let  him  come  ; 
So  wilt  thou  say,  and  let  thy  husband  peilsh. 
Yet  shall  these  arms  once  more  embrace  theeclosely. 
Ere  yet  thou  fly  them  as  the  pois'nous  adder; 
'Tis  o'er :  in  that  embrace  Elfrida^s  love 
Was  biuied ;  and  in  that  embiaoei  the  peace 
Of  wNtcbed  Athelwold. 

BLPaiDA. 

What  may  thiy  be  I 

ATHBLWOLV. 

Oh  Edwin,  Edwin,  when  surviving  malice 
Shall  prey  upon  the  fame  of  thy  dead  master, 
Wilt  thou  not  some  way  strive  to  check  the  fiend's 
Insatiate  fury  ?  Wilt  thou  see  my  name 
Defil'd,  and  blacken'd  with  Detraction's  venom, 
And  bear  it  patiently  ? 


BLraiDA. 
What 


my 


ATBBLWOLD. 

Peace  /  not  a  word  of  best,  or  lov'd,  or  dear : 

Such  tender  terms  are  not  for  thee  to  use,   • 

Or  me  to  triumph  in.     Virgins,  retire ; 

We  would  a  while  be  private.    Nay,  return. 

Concealment  would  be  vain;  and  ye  and  Edwin 

Are  hound  to  me.    Albina !  as  for  you, 

I  sav'd  your  father  when  his  blood  was  forfeit 

CBoaus. 
Not  I,  great  earl,  alone,  but  all  this  train 
Are  bound  by  ev'ry  tie  of  faith  and  love 
To  gen'rous  Athelwold ;  to  that  mild  master. 
Who  never  forc'd  our  service  to  one  act. 
But  of  such  liberal  sort  as  freedom's  self 
Would  willingly  perform. 

ATHBLWOU). 

It  may  be  so ; 
But  Where's  the  tie,  Elftida,  that  may  bind 
Thy  faith  and  love  ? 

BipainA. 
The  strongest  sure^  my  lord. 
The  golden,  nuptial  tie.    Try  but  iU  strength. 

ATHZSWOLD. 

I  must  perforce  this  instant    Know  Elfrida, 
Once,  on  a  d^  of  high  festivity. 
The  youthful  king,  encircled  with  his  nobles, 
Crown'd  high  the spoiUing  bowl;  andmnehoflMe^ 
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Of  Mraty  .nnoh  ih6  ipri^ny  couvwse  rab* 
When  as  it  well  migfat  chance,  the  brisk  lord  Ardulph 
Jitafts  gallant  note  of  Oi^gar^t  peeriess  daughter, 
Jnd  in  such  phrase  as  might  ioflame  a  breast 
More  oool  than  Edgar's.    £arly  on  the  morrow 
Th'  impatwDt  monneb  gare  me  swift  ^commission 
To  view  those  charms,  of  which  lord  Ardolpfa's  tongue 
Had  giv'n  such  warm  description :  to  whose  irords 
If  my  impartial  eye  gave  fnit  assent, 
J  had  his  royal  mandate  on  the  instant 
To  ball  thee  queen  of  England. 

•     ELFRIDA. 

>Stead  of  which. 
Yon  came,  and  haiPd  me  wife  of  Athelwold. 
Was  this  the  tale  I  was'so  taught  to  fear  ? 
Was  thv  the  deed,  that  known  would  make  me  fly 
Thy  clasping  arm,  aS  'twere  the  pois'noiis  adder? 
See,  1  again  embrace  thee;  dearest  proof 
That  thy  £lfrida*s  love  can  never  die ; 
Or,  if  it,  ooM,  that  this  embrace  revives  it^ 

ATHttWdLD. 

Dostthou  then  pardon  me }  Come,  injur'd  sovereign, 
Plnnge  deep  thy  twoitl  of  justice  in  this  breast. 
And  1  will  die  contented. 

SLFBIDA. 

Heav'n  forbid ! 
What  can  be  done  ? 

CHORUS. 

Indeed  ye  constant  pair, 
^is  fit  ye  strive  to  fly  the  Coming  danger : 
For  safety  How  sits  wavering  on  yoiir  love. 
Like  the  light  down  upon  the  thistle^  beard. 
Which  ev»ry  breeee  may  part.     Say,  noble  earl. 
What  feint  was  nsM  to  lull  the  king's  impatience  ? 

ATHBLWOLDi 

Soon  as  these  shades  had  veiled  my  beau leous  bride 
I  hasted  back  to  Edgar,  laugh'd  at  Ardulph, 
And  talked  of  Elfrid,  as  of  vulgar  beauties ; 
Own'd  no  uncommon  light'ning.in  her  eye, 
Kb  breast  that  sham'^  the  suow,  or  cheek  the  rose*- 
The  sprightly  king  believ'd  me,  and  forgot  her. 

I  CBORUS* 

But  an  allianoe,  great  as  AthelwoM*s 

With  Ofgar's  daughter,  soon  would  blaze  abroad. 

The  theme  of  popular  converse. 

ATHELWOLD. 

Troe,  it  would ; 
And  for  that  leison,  when  I  last  was  here, 
The  king  was  taught  1  went  to  wed  Elfrida. 

XLPAIDA. 

How  BO,  my  lord.) 

ATNELWOtP. 

Thy  father,  my  Elfrida, 
Has  rich  possessions.  These,  And  these  alone, 
I  made  my  theme  of  love  ;  and  told  Uie  ktngy 
That  tho^  thy  face  (pardon  the  impious  falsbood) 
Boasted  not  charms  to  grace  a  monarches  throne. 
Yet  would  thy  ddW'r  w^  suit  his  minister. 
J  thcr6ft>r«  ttieanf  to  sak  thee  of  thy  father,  ^ 

And  (that  my  want  of  skill  in  choice  might  'scape 
All  censure)  hide  thee  close  in  Harewood  castle. 
Edgar  with  smiles  censented«  and,  I  think, 
Harbouts  no  thoughts  of  my  disloyalty. 

BLPatM. 

tf^Miiidfflifernow? 


ATRSLWOlK 

Ask'st  thon  what  daqger } 
Heav>ns  1  will  that  glaaoe  not  tnstantfy  ifiroclaim 
My  tenfold  pexfidy  ? 

He  shall  not  see  roe. 
Ill  hide  me  instant  in  some  sectj/st  chamber. 
And  robe  this  virgin  in  my  bridai  vestments.         , 

ATBtLWOLO. 

Thy  bve,  like  balm,  runs  trick'ling  o'er  the  wounds 
Of  my  torn  bosom  ;  yet  ^tiu  vain,  tis  vain : 
TTioo  must  thyself  appear,  for  Ardulph  ever 
Attends  the  king,  and  #ouM  detect  the  fraud. 

ELFRIDA. 

If  SO,  y^t  still  I  can  aseore  oar  safety ; 
For  as  you  fear  my  softness  of  compfexicM, 
IMI  stain  it  with  the  juice  of  dui^ky  leaves. 
Or  yellow  berres,  which  this  various  wood 
From  tree  or  shrub  will  yield  me.     These  Pll  tue, 
And  fornka  thousand  mcKhods  to  conceal  . 
The  little  gleams  of  grace,  which  Nature  lent  me. 
Fear  not  my  caution. 

ATUBJ^WOLD. 

Gentlest,  best  of  cieatam. 
Go,  do  then  as  thy  tender  care  directs. 
And  yet  how  vain  ?     What  wond'rous  ait  can  steal 
The  liquid  lightnings  from  those  radiant  eyes. 
Or  rob  the  wavy  ringlets  of  that  hair 
Of  all  their  immeless  graces  ?  Say  it  could. 
Yet  would  that  modest,  but  maiestic  mien. 
That  inborn  dignity  of  soul,  which  breathes 
Thro*  each  angelic  pestnre,  still  remain 
To  seize  the  heart  of  Edgar.     Rest,  Elfrida, 
Rest  as  thou  art,  in  all  that  blaze  of  beauty : 
I  must  submit  to  my  just  lot,  and  lose  thee. 

SLFRmA. 

Away,  my  lord,  with  these  too  aoxibns  scruples : 
Fear  not  my  carriage ;  1  will  stoop  my  head» 
Drawl  out  an  idiot  phnise,  and  do  each  act 
With  «f 'a  a  rode  and  peasant  aokwardness. 

KDWfH. 

Ere  this,  my  lord,  I  think  the  kmg  has  reachM 
The  Aill  mid-way ;  twere  fit  you  stood  prepaid 
To  give  him  meeting. 

ATHBI.WOLD. 

Give  him  meetingi  Edwin  I 
Alas !  I  have  no  mask  to  veil  my  baseness. 
When  deep  contrition  shadows  all  my  soul, 
I  cannot  dress  my  features  in  lijcht  smiles, 
And  look  the  thing  I  am  not    No,  these  eyes 
Are  not  as  yet  true  vassals  to  my  purpose ; 
As  yet  indeed  1  am  but  half  a  villain. 

ELFRIDA.  . 

You  weigh  this  matter  in  too  nice  a  balance. 
Your  crime,  my  lord,  is  but  the  crime  of  love : 
Thousands  like  yan  hava  feiFd. 


J  know,  Elfirida, 
Could  love  absolve  the  crime,  my  soul  were  pore 
As  maiden  inuocence.    Yes,  I  do  love  thee^ 
And  thou  art  fair — beyond — But  that's  my  bane: 
Thy  ev*ry  charm  adds  weight  to  my  ofience. 
And  heaps  fresh  wrongs  upon  the  best  of  masters. 
Yes,  Elfridj  lulgar  was  the  best  of  masters. 
Oh  hide  me  from  the  thought  in  that  dearhosooi— 
Heav'ns !  I  m\m  die  or  keep  her. 
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S4» 


rm  thine  alike.  '  Death  cannot  aught  sbate, 
Or  life  augmenty  my  love.    l«t  this  embrace 
BewitaeiaafmytrQlb. 


m. 


ATHELWOLD. 

It  shall,  it  shall: 
Thy  ev'iy  word  and  look  declares  thee  feithful : 
Secure  ©r  ill  thy  love,  and  all  thy  pradence, 
Itetttrning  confidcDce  has  aim'd  my  soul 
Pot  this  dread  meeting :  resting  on  thy  truth 
I  go-  [  £aA  Atheh!«i< 

BLFIOnA. 

Go,  and  thy  guardiau  saint  pwacnre  thee, 
Shov'r  bkssings  vast  as  would  my  kvish  love, 
Bad  1  his  power  to  btaaa  theei 

CHORUS. 

Yes,  my  sisters, 
The  silent  awe  that  reigns  thro'  all  your  train. 
Befits  fe  well    liSt  Admiration  firtt 
Pay  her  mute  tribute.    She  can  best  express, 
Bj  those  her  kindling  cheekr,  and  lifted  eyes 
Where  the  tear  xwinkles,  that  transcendent  praise 
Bfrida's  vtrtoe  claima. 

XLPRIDA. 

My  virtue,  virgins, 
b  only  love.    Or,  say  that  it  be  virtve. 
It  owes  its  source  to  love,  to  chastest  love. 
Than  which  what  pabsion  more  impels  the  mind 
To  ftur  and  gcn'rofus  action  >  But  the  hours 
Are  precious  now.    Ill  to  yon  neighb'ring  grove : 
There  grows  an  azurt!  flowV,  1  oft  have  mark'd  it. 
Which  jtains  the  pressmg  finger  with  a  juice 
Of  dusky,  yellow  tinct :  its  name  I  know  not, 
I'll  fetch  aud  try  it  straight    Wait  my  retam. 

'  iExit  Elfriaa. 

CHORUS. 

o  D  r; 
I. 

T^lience  does  this  sudden  lustre  rise, 
That  gilds  the  grove  ?  not  like  the  noontide  beam. 
Which  sparkling  dances  on  the  trembling  strram, 
Kor  the  bhie  lightuing^s  Ikuh  swift-shooUng  thro' 
the  skies. 
But  such  a  solcinn  stendy  light, 
As  o'er  the  cloudless  azure  steals, 
When  Cynthia,  riding  on  Hie  brow  of  night. 
Stops  m  their  mid  career  her  silver  wheels. 

II. 
Wlienoe  can  it  rise,  but  from  the  sober  power 

Of  OonsUncv  ?  she,  heav'n-born  queen, 
Descends,  and  here  in  Marewood's  hallowed  bower. 

Fixes  her  stedfast  reign : 
Stedfast,  as  when  her  high  command 

Gives  to  the  atarry  band 
Their  radiant  stations  in  Heav*n's  ample  plam. 
Stedfast,  as  when  around  this  nether  sphere, 
She  winds  the  various  year  i 
Tells  what  time  the  snow-drop  cold 
Its  maiden  whiteness  may  unfold. 
When  the  golden  harvest  bend. 
When  the  roddy  fruits  descend. 

Then  bids  paJe  Winter  wake,  to  pour 
The  pearly  haiVs  translucent  showV, 


Tt>  cast  his  silv'ry  mantle  o*er  the  woods, 
And  i^  in  crystal  chahifl  the  ttumb*rio| 


*riog  floods. 


The  soul,  which  she  inspires,  has  pow'r  to  climb 
To  all  the  beighU  sublime 
Of  virtue's  tow»rmg  hiU. 
That  hijl,  at  wh<«e  tow  foot  weak-warblmg  strays 
The  scanty  stream  of  human  praise, 
A  shallow  trickling  rijl. 
While  on  the  summits  hov'ring  angels  shed. 
From  their  best  pinions,  the  nectareous  dews 
Of  rich  iromoital  fame  :  fi-om  these  the  Muse 
Oft  steals  some  precious  drops,  and  siLilful  blends.  . 

With  those  the  lower  fountain  lends; 
Then  show'rs  it  all  on  some  high-favour'd4»ead. 
Bnt  thou,  Elfrida,  c!aim*st  the  genuine  dew  j 

Tljy  worth  demands  it  all. 
Pure,  and  unmixt,  on  thee  the  holy  drops  shall  fall. 
[Elfrida  returns  t»ith  floweru 

ir.ntroA,  or<;ar,  chorus. 
tLFRiDA.     [looking  on,  thefioxcer, 
Tis  strange,  my  virgins,  this  sweet  child  of  Summer, 
Silken  and  soft,  whose  breath  perfumes  the  air, 
Wliose  gay  vest  pahats  the  mom,  should  in  its  bo6om 
Hide  such  pollution?  Yet  tis  often  thus : 
All  are  not  as  they  seem.  \  * 

ORGAR. 

•  Yet  hear  me,  lady. 

ILFRIPA.  ^  ^ 

Be  gone,  unmanner'd  stranger,  nor  pui^Ue  me ; 
Hence,  from  the  grove.    Know  ye  this  pilgrim,  vij> 
On  my  return  1  met  him  here,  [gma? 

CHORUS. 

Alas; 
We  saw  him  here  before,  and  heard  his  tale, 
That  n»ov'd  our  pity— But  I  fear  me  now,  [heard-fc 
Twas  false;  some  spy  perchance,  and  may  hare 

ORCAR. 

I  have ;  yet  not  for  that  are  you  betrayU 
Fair  excellence,  my  heart  is  bound  unto  you, 
I  feel  a  tender  interest  in  your  welfare. 
Tender  as  fathers  feeL 

SLFRIDA. 

As  fathers  feel  t 
That  w^U  known  voice,  and  ah  !  that  look— 

ORGAR. 

Klfnda! 

BLFRIOA. 

Yes  it  is  he,  it  is  my  father.  Virginst, 
Support  me,  or  I  fa'mt.1  Oh  wherefore,  lir? 

OflGAR. 

Take  courage,  daughter;  my  paiental  foodnesi 
Prompted  this  visit.     Thus  I  came  disguis'd. 
To  learn  the  cause  of  my  dear  child's  confinement : 
And  I  have  learnt  it. 

HLFRIUA. 

Then  airs  lost  fbr  ever. 

OROAH. 

Thou.know'st,  £lfrida,  next  my  house's  honour. 
Thy  peace  has  ever  been  my  dearest  care. 
But  such  an  insult— Nsw-mihnnot  brook  it. 
So  black  a  firaud  !  By  all  my  ancestors. 
By  Belin's  shade  I  will  have  ample  vengeance. 

SL^RmA, 

Ahis,  1  know  too  well  yo\xi  dreijdful  purpose. 

I  knew  it  at  the  first.    Yes,  he  must  falU       .     , , 

Yet  pardon  ane,  if  my  poor  trembling  heart 
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Pnti  up  I  know  not  what  of  pray'n  and  vowi 
To  «T'ry  pitjfing-  saint    Oelestial  gnardiam 
Of  quptial  constancy !  Oli  bend  from  HeaT'n  [man. 
Your  fltar-crown'd  heads,  and  hear  a  wretched  wo- 
That  b^;i  ye  save,  from  a  drrad  fiither's  rage. 
Her  lord,  her  husband. 

oaoAK. 
Husband  !  sooner  call 
Th'  impeached  thief  true  master  of  the  booty 
He  stole,  or  murder'd  for.    Disdain  the  Tiilain; 
And  help  me  to  revenge  thee. 

CHORUS. 

Think,  great  earl ; 
What  lancGmonious  ties  restrain  your  daughter. 
INd  she  not  swear  before  the  hallow'd  shrine 
Eternal  fealty  to  this  her  lord  ? 
Yet  say,  that  he  deceived  her ;  shall  her  truth 
Dare  to  revenge  ?  No,  sir,  m  highest  Heav'n 
Vengean<«  in  stonn«  and  tempests  sits  ensbriuM, 
Vested  in  robes  of  lightning,  and  there  sleeps^ 
UnwakM  but  by  the  hicens'd  Almighty's  calL 
Oh  I  let  not  man  presume  to  take  unhid 
That  dread  vioegerency. 

OtOAl* 

Peace,  virgins,  peace. 
Kot  ev'n  the  saws  of  dmids  or  of  bards 
Have  weight  with  me,  when  insults  high  as  this 
House  my  juft  indignation.  Hear  me,  daughter; 
You  went  to  search  for  flow*rs,  to  blot  your  charms 
With  their  don  hue.  Yes,  thou  shalt  search  for  flowVs, 
Yet  shall  they  be  the  loveliest  of  the  spring; 
Flow'rs,  that  entangling  in  thine  auburn  hair. 
Or  blushing  *mtd  the  whiteness  of  thy  bosom. 
May,  to  the  power  of  ev*ry  native  grace, 
Oive  double  life  and  lustre.     Haste,  my  child. 
Array  thyself  in  thy  most  gorgeous  garb. 
And  see  each  jewel,  which  my  love  procured  thee. 
Dart  its  full  radiance.     More  than  all,  put  on 
The  nobler  ornament  of  winning  smiles. 
And  kind  inviting  glances. 

BLFaiSA. 

Never,  never; 
When  this  true  heart  renounces  Athdwdd, 
May  eg[uitable  Heav'n — 

oaoAK. 

Away  with  vows; 
And  with  a  duteous,  and  attentive  ear. 
Listen  to  my  persuasions.    Much  I  wish 
Persuasicms  might  prevail,  that,  not  compelled 
7\>  use  a  ftither*s  jubt  prerogative. 
My  will  may  meet  with  thy  unforc'd  obedience. 
Follow  me,  on  thy  duty. 

BLFaiDA. 

Cruel  father, 
That  duty  shall  obey  you ;  I  will  follow : 
Yet  dread  as  is  that  frown,  dreadful  as  death, 
It  shkll  not  shake  the  tenour  of  my  faith  ; 
living  or  dead  I  still  am  Athclwold's. 

[Exeunt  Orgar  and  Elfrida. 

SBMICHORUS. 

HorronrI  horrourl 

The  pen  of  Fate,  dipt  in  its  deepest  gall. 

Perhaps  on  that  ill-omen'd  wall. 

Now  writes  th'  event  of  this  tremendous  day* 

Oh  !  tfiat  our  weaker  sight 

Ooold  r^  th«  mystic  characters,  and  spy 


What  to  the  unpurg>d,  metal  eye, 
li  hid  in  endless  night. 

SCMICHOaVS. 

Suspense  f  thou  froaen  guest,  begone. 

The  wretch,  whose  rugged  bed 

Is  spread  on  thorns,  more  softly  rests  his  head. 

Than  he  that  sinks  amid  the  cygnet*s  down, 

if  thou,  tormenting  fiend,  be  nigh. 

To  prompt  his  starting  tear,  his  ceaseless  sigh, 

His  wish,  his  prayV,  his  vow  for  lingering  certainty. 

cHoaus. 
But  haik !  that  certainty  arrives.    Methought 
I  heard  the  winding  horn.     I  did  not  err ; 
The  king  is  near  at  hand.    This  quick  approach 
Will  sure  prevent  this  proud  earl's  cruel  pvrpoae. 
Yet  what  of  that?  Does  her  fair  form  require 
The  blazon  of  rich  vesture  ?   Genuine  beauty 
Nor  asks,  nor  needs  it:  negligence  alone 
Is  its  bright  diadem,  and  artless  ease 
Its  robe  of  Tynan  tincture.    Say,  ray  sisters. 
Shall  we  salute  this  monarch  with  a  hymn 
Of  festival  and  joy  ?  Alas,  such  joy 
lU  suits  our  trembling  hearts,  and  creeping  eyes. 
And  now,  'twere  vain ;  for  see>  the  king  approaches. 

EOQAk,  ATBBLWOLO,  CBOaUS. 
BIJOAE. 

No,  Afhelwold ;  not  from  a  partial  blindness, 

Or  for  the  mode  and  guise  oif  courtesy. 

Are  we  thus  large  in  praise;  in  our  true  judgment, 

Thb  castle  is  not  more  kind  Natnre*s  debtor 

For  its  delicious  site,  than  'tis  to  thee 

For  this  so  goodly  structure.     From  its  base, 

Ev'n  to  yon  turrets  trim,  and  taper  spires. 

All  is  of  choicest  masonry.    Each  part 

Doth  boast  a  separate  grace,  yet  each  combines 

1*0  form  one  graceful  whole  ;  for  ornament, 

Tho'  here  the  richest  that  the  eye  can  note. 

Is  us'd,  not  lavish'd ;  Art  seems  generous  here. 

Yet  not  a  prodigal.    But  ah  f  my  earl, 

Iteeing  the  Ckoruu 
What  living  charms  are  here  ?  Thy  castlet  be^iuty 
Must  not  itetain  me  from  this;  lovelier  prospect 
Your  pardon,  fair  ones,  that  my  wayward  eye 
Paid  not  at  first,  where  first  was  surely  due. 
Its  honuige  to  your  graces. 

ATHSLWOLD. 

Heav*ns!  they  weep. 
What  may  this  mean?    Some  dread  said  aas<*en 
Has  counter-work'd  my  safety.  [chance 

anoAR. 

Whence  this  silence  ? 
Why  are  your  lovely  heads  thus  bow'd  with  sadness ) 
Beshrew  my  heart,  my  lord,  but  this  is  strange. 
I  know  thee,  earl,  and  know  thy  gentleness. 
More  prone  t'obey,  than  brd  it  o*er  the  sex ; 
Else  should  I  guess  this  sorrow  had  ita  rise 
From  some  discourteous  treatment.  • 

CHORUS. 

No,  dread  sov'rdgn ; 
He  is  the  noblest,  gentlest,  best  of  masters ; 
And  may  your  love  reward—— 

OROAH,  ATBBLWOLn,  EDQAR,  CHORUS. 

ATBBLWOLD. 

Death  to  my  hopes ! 
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Tei,  tfllun*  ttart ;  but  let  thus  Tengetul  arm 
Arrest  thybaaeneii :  would  to  Reav'n  ita  strength, 
Thai  grupms  thee,  could  open  thy  fiilse  breast, 
And  bare  thy  heart  to  the  iham'd  eye  of  day. 

BsoAa; 
Patience,  hot  man.    What  art  thou  ? 

oaoAa. 

Carl  of  Devon. 
Psrdon  me,  prince ;  that  this  my  honest  rage 
O'erleaps  oibedient  duty.     1  am  wrong'd, 
Yettbat's  but  small;  for  know,  mucb-hijar'd  prince, 
Thy  wrongs  as  well  as  mine  both  call  for  justice. . 
Yes,  sir,  I  here,  on  a  true  subject's  oath, 
Proclaim  earl  Athelwold  a  foithless  traitor. 

SDoaa. 
Ha !  what  is  thia }  Renounce  the  word,  old  eari ; 
Thy  length  of  years  hathfotc'd  thee,  sure,  to  press 
The  veige of  dotage.     Athelwold!  what,  Athelwold 
A  Pithless  traitor !  Perish  the  suspicion. 
Never  before  did  word,  or  thought,  or  look    - 
Gife  doubt  of  hia  distinguish'd  loyalty : 
Dotage  atone  could  frame  the  accusation. 

oaoAa* 
I  do  not  dote ;  thank  Heav'n,  my  iacnltiea 
Are  yet  my  own,  unblemished  and  unhurL 
Would  so  my  daughter  were ! 

IDGAa. 

What  is  his  drift  ? 

ATRBLWOLO. '  * 

Belter,  my  royal  lord,  you  mark'd  him  not; 
The  wayward  earl  is— 


IwiU  be  heard. 


ORGAa. 

What,  audacious  villain  ? 

IDGAa.   • 

Oo  to,  thou  choleric  lord  I 


oaoAa. 
When  tbon  haat  heard  me,  Edgar,  call  me  choleric. 

BDOAa. 

Speak  then,  and  briefly. 

OlGAK. 

Once,  my  sacred  liege, 
I  had  a  daughter,  duteous  as  e*er  crown-d 
A  Other's  wish,  and  lovely  as  could  warm 
A  youth  to  am*rous  transports.    This,  my  lord,  * 
You  learnt  longnnoe  from  noble  Ardulph's  praises. 
And,  fir'd  with  his  descrijition,  sent  this  tari. 
This  ftitbful  aarl,  t'invite  her  to  your  throne. 

iDoaa. 
No,  Ofgar,  not  t'invite  her  to  our  throne ; 
Simply  to  note  her  beauty  was  his  errand. 

OROAR. 

Yes,  he  did  note  it,  stampt  it  for  his  own. 
But  why  this  parley  ?  Enter,  sir,  these  gates. 
And  let  Elfrida's  features  be  the  hook, 
Where  you  may  read  the  story  of  his  &lshood, 
Et'n  on  the  instant.  • 

tDOAR. 

Noble  lord,  lead  on : 
We'll  follow  to  the  trial.    1  will  humour 
The  eari's  hot  temper.    He  has  heard,  mv  friend. 
We  meant  t'csmlt  his  daughter,  and  for  that 


H»  partial  fondneta,  link'd  with  his  anAitioD, 
Levels  this  lage  at  thee.    Attend,  us  lords. 

lEx€unt  Edgar,  Oigar^  ^c 

CBOaUS,  ATBBIWOtD. 
CHOBUS. 

My  lord,  the  king  is  enter'd :  stand  not  thus 
In  mute  and  fixt  distress. 

ATBBLWOLU. 

Away,  away; 
What  !•  can  a  man  that  thinks  such  thoughts  as  Tdo 
Have  pow*r  of  word  or  motion  ?  Speak  to  me; 
Inform  me  all.    What  said  she,  when  I  left  her } 
How  came  her  father  hither  ?  How  did  she 
Greet  his  arrival  ?  Say,  was  she  oompell'd. 
Or  did  her  free  and  voluntary  voice 
Tell  all  the  story?  Did  she  marshal  him 
To  this  his  ^eed  of  vengeance  ? 

CHORUS. 

Dearest  master; 
Elfrida  told  him  not:  hia  own  deceit 
Was  his  informer.    Here  the  earl  arrived 
Early  at  OH>rQ,  in  mean  and  pilgrim  weeds« 
All  like  an  ancient,  toil-worn  traveller; 
And  with  a  tale,  told  in  such  piteous  strain. 
Fraught  with  such  sad  and  moving  circumstance. 
With  woes  so  well  dissembled,  that  our  softnesa    ' 
Suffered  him  enter  this  close  bowV  for  rest, 
Which  he  adapting  to  his  prying  purpose. 
Thence  learnt  the  secret    This  our  disobedience 
We  own— 

ATHELWOLD. 

Was  my  perdition.    Yet  tis  well ; 
I  blame  ye  not ;  it  was  Heav*n'8  justice,  virgins; 
This  brought  him  hither ;  this  annulPd  ynur  faith. 
I  do  not  think,  you  purposed  my  destruction ; 
But  yet  yon  have  destroy*d  ine.    Oh  Elfrida, 
And  art  thou  faithful  ?  This  my  jealous  eye  [thee; 
Thought  it  had  mark*d  some  speck  €^  change  upon 
Thought  it  had  found,  what  might  have  made  thy 
Somewhat  within  endurance.    ^Tis  not  so ;      [loss 
And  this  thy  purity  but  serves  t*augment 
The  sum  of  my  distractions.    Meet  me,  Edgar,  * 
With  thy  raised  sword:  be  merciful  and  sudden. 

[£dri/ Athelwold. 

CHORUS. 

ODE. 

I.  1. 
Say,  will  no  white-rob'd  son  of  light. 
Swift-darting  from  his  beav'niy  height, 

Here  deign  to  take  his  hallowed  stand ; 
Here  wave  his  amber  locks ;  unfold 
His  pinions  doth'd  with  downy  gold ; 
Here  smilii^  stretch  his  tutelary  wand? 

And  you,  ye  host  of  saints,  for  ye  have  known 
Each  dreary  path  in  life's  perplexing  maze, 
Tho'  now  ye  circle  yon  eternal  throne 
With  harpings  high  of  inexpressive  praise. 

Will  not  your  train  descend  in  radiant  state, 
To  break  with  mercy's  beam  this  gath*ring  clood 
of  fate? 

I.  2. 
nis  silence  all.    No  son  of  light 
Darts  swiftly  from  his  heavenly  height; 

No  train  of  radiant  saints  descend. 
"  Mortals,  in  vain  ye  hope  to  6nd, 
IP  guilt,  if  fraud  has  stain'd  your  mindly 
Or  saint  to  hear,  or  angel  to  defend.'' 
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SoTtwHtkpnMmL    IheartlMiiArtdioiiiid 
Bant  frooi  the  oeatre^f  h&r  Unvtiig  throne  ; 

Mfbere  i^ye  she  «to  with  stor-wreath'd  lustre 
crownM ; 
A  bright  suo  clas|»  her  adamantfaie  zone. 

So  Truth  proclaims;  her  awfol  voice  I  hear ; 
With  mmaj  m  aolenm  paute  it  slowly  meeti  my  ear. 

I.  3. 

'*  Attend,  ye  sops  of  men  ;  attend,  and  say» 
Does  not  enough  of  my  refulgent  ray 
Break'  thro*  the  veil  of  your  mortality ! 
Say,  does  not  reason  in  this  ibrm  descry 
1^number*d,  nameless  glories,  that  surpass 
The  angel's  floating  pomp,  the  seraph's  glowing 
grace f 

IL  I- 
"  Shan  then  your  earlh-bom  danglers  vje 
With  me  ?  Shall  she;  whose  brightest  eye 

But  emulates  the  diamond's  blaze. 
Whose  cheek  but  mocks  the  peach's  b1oom« 
Whose  breath  the  hyacinth's  perfume, 
Whose  melting  voice  the  warbling  woodlark's  lays. 

Shall  she  be  deem'd  my  rival  ?  Shall  a  ibrm 
Of  elemental  dross,  of  mould' ring  clay. 

Vie  with  these  charms  imperial }  Jte  poor  worm 
Shall  prove  her  contest  vain.     Life's  little  day 
ShaH  pass,  and  she  is  gone:  while  I  appear 
Flusb'd  with  the  bloom  of  youth  thrtr  Hcav'n's 
eternal  year. 

II.  2. 

'*  Know,  mortals,  know,  ece  first  ye  sprung, 

$re  first  these  orba  in  ether  hwg, 
I  shone  amid  the.  heav'nly  throng. 

These  eyes  beheld  creation's  ^ay, 

This  voice  began  the  choral  lay. 
And  taught  archangels  their  triui^phant  song. 

Pleas'd  I  snrvey'd  bright  Nature's  gradual  birth, 
Saw  inftmt  light  with  kindling  lustre  spread, 

2kift  vernal  fnigrance  clothe  the  flow'ring  earth. 
And  ocean  heave  on  his  extended  bed ; 

Saw  the  tall  pine  aspiring  pierce  the  sky» 
The  tawny  lion  stalk,  w  rapid  eagle  fly. 

11.  3. 
"  Last,  man  aixwe,  erect  in  youthful  grace, 
HeavVs  hallow'd  image  stampt  upon  his  face. 
And,  as  he  rose,  the  high  behest  was  giv'n. 
That  I  alone  of  all  the  hos^of  Heav'n, 
Should  reign  protectress  of  the  godlike  youth. 
Thus  the  Almighty  spake ;  he  qpake  and  call'd  me 
Truth." 

A  AtULWQU>»  BPWIN,  CBOtT  S. 

ATHELWOin. 

Banish  me !  No.    I'll  die.    For  why  should  life 
Remain  a  lonely  lodger  in  that  breast 
Which  honour  leaves  deserted  ?  Idle  breath. 
Thou  cao'st  not  fill  such  vacancy.    Begone. 
Thtf  sword  sh^l  free— > 

CHORUS. 

Oh  shame  to  Fortitude! 
Shame  to  that  aunly  passion,  which  inspires 
Its  vigoootts  warmth,  when  the  bleak  blasu  of  Fate 
Would  chili  the  sqhI.     Oh  call  the  ready  virtue 
Quick  to  thy  fid,  ^r  she  is  ever  near  thee ; 
Is  ever  prompt  to  spra^  h^  sevenfold  shield 
O'er  noble  breantji. 


ATHaiWOLS. 

And  but  o*«r  aohle  breaits ; 
Not  o'er  the  breast  which  livid  io£uny 
Indelibly  has  spotted.    Oh  shame,  shame. 
Sword»  rid  me  of  the  thought, 
caoaus. 

Forbear,'foiheBr; 
Think  what  a  sea  of  deep  perdition  whelms 
The  wretch'*  trembling  soul,  who  lanch2s  forth 
Unlicens'd  to  eternity.     Think,  think ; 
And  !et  the  thought  restrain  thy  impious  hand. 
The  race  of  wan  is  <ftie  vast  marshall'd  army, 
Summon'd  to  pass  the  spacioun  realms  of  time; 
Their  leader  the  Almighty.     In  that  march. 
Ah,  who  may  quit  his  post,  when  high  in  air 
The  cho$*n  archangel  rides,  whose  right  hand  wields 
Th'  imperial  standard  of  Heav'n^s  providence, 
Wftieh,  dreadly  sweeping  thro'  the  vaulted  sky, 
O'ersbadows  all  creation  ?     . 

ATOEIWOLn. 

I  was  once 

Yes,  I  was  once  (I  have  his  royal  word  fort) 
A  man  of  such  try'd  faith,  such  steady  honour. 
As  mock'd  nil  doubt  and  scruple. — What  a  change ! 
Now  mast  that  unstain'd,  virgin  character, 
Be  doora'd  to  gross  and  hourly  prostitutioo, 
Sating  the  last  of  slander ;  and  my  wife, 
My  chaste  Elfirida— Oh  distraetkm !  no, 
I'll  fly  to  save  her. 

BDWIN. 

Stay,  my  dearest  master  j 
You  rush  on  instant  death. 

ATIIELWOLD. 

I  mean  it,  slave. 
And  would'st  thou  hinder  me  ? 

BOW  IK. 

Yes,  sir,  I  hohl 
Tis  duty  to  my  king,  and  love  to  you. 
Thus  to  oppose  your  entrance. 

ATBBLWOLO. 

What,  thou  traitor! 
Thy  pardon,  Edwin,  I  forgot  myself;     - 
Forgot,  that  I  stood  here  a  banishM  man  ; 
And  that  this  gate  was  shut  against  its  master. 
And  yet  this  gate  leads  to  my  dear  Elfrida ! 
Can  it  be  bar'd  to  me  ?  Oh  earth,  cold  earth. 
Upon  whose  breast  1  cast  this  kied  of  mis'ry. 
Bear  it  a  while ;  and  you  ye  aged  oaks. 
Ye  venerable  fothers  of  this  wood, 
Who  oft  have  cool'd  beneath  your  arching  shades 
My  humble  ancestors,  oft  seen  them  hie 
Te  your  ^tfe^  umbrage,  from  yon  sultry  fields. 
Their  scene  of  honest  labour,  shade,  ah  i  shade 
The  last,  the  wretchedest  of  all  their  race. 
I  will  not  long  pellnte  ye;  for  I  mean 
To  pay  beneath  yonr  consecrated  gloom 
A  sacrifice  to  honour,  and  the  ghosts 
Of  those  progenitors,  who  siernly  frown 
On  me  their  base  descendant. 

KDWIM. 

See,  ye  Vilnius, 
How  horrour  shades  his  brow ;  bow  fijct  his  eye ; 
Heav'ns!  what  despair — 

CBoaus. 

£dwin,  'tis  ever  thns 
With  ooble  minds,  if  chance  they  slide  to  folly : 
Remorse  stin^  deeper>  and  relentic^  conscisocs 
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Voon  BMW  CK  ipul  iuf6  tin  biltef  cop 
Of  tbeir  wrere  icpeDtuoe* 

ATaSLWOLD. 

'Tis  retolv'd  s 
rO  enter  and  demand  a  leoond  audience. 
And  yet  bow  vain !  Ere  I  can  reach  his  ear» 
Hs  ready  train  will  stop  me,  and,  with  all 
The  croel  ponctoality  of  office. 
So  prompt  to  act  against  &ll'n  fayoarites, 
Disaisi  me  with  reproof.— Sorely  I  heard  her. 
Was^  not  Elf rida*s  voice?  Tii  she  herself . 

iintna,  idcas^  ATHSLWOLn,  ontcAn,  cbortjs. 

XIPKIDA. 

Ho,  I  will  once  more  clasp  him  to  my  boaom.  * 
I  will  not  be  withheld.    I  will  o'eitake  him, 
Wiii  go  with  him  to  exile.    Hah,  my  husband ! 
So  qoickly  found }   They  thought  to  tear  me  from 
Bat  we  will  part  no  more.  [thee  j 

BDCAft. 

Take  heed,  Elfrida* 
This  fD-tim'd  fondness  may  recall  the  &te 
I  jost  DOW  freed  him  from  i  who  loves  like  me 
GsB  in  brook  this.    Or  quit  him,  or  he  dies. 

ATHBLWOLD. 

Yes,  let  me  die !  Death  is  my  dearest  wish. 
Quit  me,  Elfrida  1  leave  me  io  my  &te. 
Tb  jost,  'tis  josL    Thus  to  my  sov'reign-s  sword 
FVeely  I  bare  my  breast.    StnLe,  i^Jur'd  prince ; 
But  do  not  banish  me. 

BLraisA. 

What,  Alhelwold, 
Is  then  the  Wb,  on  whoae  dear  preservation 
Bfnda's  peace  depends,  not  worth  the  saving  ? 
Bie  then.     Bat  ere  thy  murd'rer  strike  the  stroke^ 
Let  me  nform  hnn,  tbat  hie  act  destroys 
No  angle  life. 

EDOAt. 

By  Hesv'n,  she  loves  the  traitor 
leyond  all  hope  of  change-*- 

BLFKIDA. 

No,  Athelwold, 
TboQ  shaft  not  die :  that  panse  in  royal  Edgar 
Bespeaks  forgiveness.    He  will  soon  relent ; 
Aad  nercy,  flowing  from  his  gracious  tongue. 
Seal  thy  foil  pardon.    Let  us  kneel,  my  lordt 
Seise  the  important  moment;  kneel  together ; 
And,  as  these  streaming  eyes  and  lifted  hands 
Bmploy  each  act  of  siknt  supplication. 
Do  thou  reeoant— Ah  I  .no,  thy  modest  tongue 
CobM  never  tell  ev'n  half  the  gallant  story. 
Be  Blent  then.     Let  Edgar's  self  reflect ; 
For  well  I  know  his  mem'ry  wrftes  thy  virtues 
tpon  its  foirest  pages.    Yes,  let  him  weigh 
AH  thy  post  deeds  of  loyalty  and  faith, 
"Gainst  this  so  Ugfat  a  fault. 

BOO  AH. 

So  light  a  fault! 
Had  he  dislodg*d  my  richest  cofieedtraasuiesy  . 
Diipeo'd  sedition's  poison  'mid  my  troops. 
Or  aia'd  with  daring  and  rebellious  band 
To  match  these  regal  honours  from  my  brow, 
I  tooaer  eould  have  pardon'd* 

AnBLWOLn. 

Cease,  EHnda« 
My  doom  is  just—YH.  mral  tir,  I  c» 
VnuXVUL 


To  banishment.    I  do  deserve  to  breathe, 
Deserve  to  bear  this  load  of  life  about  me. 
For  many  years ;  to  lengthen  out  my  age, 
Listening  the  hourly  knell  of  curst  remembrance. 
Whose  leaden  strc^  shall  tell  to  my  sad  soul 
That  I  was  foitbfol  once. 

ELVKIDA. 

Oh  flinty  Edgar, 
Whdft!  will  this  penitence  nk  move  thee  ?   Know 
There  is  a  rose-ltp'd  seraph  sits  en  high. 
Who  ever  bends  his  holy  ear  to  Earth 
To  mark  the  voice  of  penitence,  to  catch 
Her  solemn  sighs,  to.  tune  them^  his  harp, 
And  echo  them  in  hi^rmonitfa  divine 
Up  to  the  throne  of  grace.    Ev^a  ileav'n  is  won 
By  penitence,  and  shall  Heav*n*s  substitute. 
Shall  Edgar  scorn 

BBGAR. 

Cease,  cease,  thou  beauteous  pleader  1 
Ah  far  too  beauteous  I  Would*st  thou  gain  thy  suit. 
Why  glows  that  vermeil  lip  ?  Why  rolls  that  eye 
Bright  as  the  ray  of  mom  ?  Why  in  each  gesture  < 
Such  inexpressive  graces,  but  because 
They're  native  all,  and  will  not  be  cenceal'd  ? 
Else  sure  esch  charm  betnys  him,  and  beoomes 
An  advocate,  whose  sllent'eloqnence 
Pleads  'gainst  thy  voice,  and  foils  its  tuneful  power. 
Traitor!  was  this  the  fiice  which  thy  false  tongue 
Proian'd  as  vulgar?  This  such  common  beauty 
As  the  fair  eye  of  day  beheld  each  hour  » 
In  ev*ry  clime  he  lighted  ?  Base  dissembler^ 
This  instant  quit  our  realm. 

BLPRmA. 

Ob  stay  thee,  Edgar, 
And  once  more  hear  roe.    At  thy  feet  I  fall 
As  earnest,  and  distrest  a  supplicant, 
As  «'er  embrac'd  the  knees  of  majesty.   . 
Oh  !  spare  thy  country's  guardian.  Edgar,  spare 
Thy  closest,  surest  friend. '    Let  not  one  fault 
Cancel  his  Uiousand,  thousand  acts  of  foith. 
Alasl  I  fall  to  vainest  repetition. 
Grief,  whelming  grief  drowns  all  my  foculties. 
And  leaves  me  nought  but  tears. 


Rise,  rise,  Elfrida. 


Shall  he  then  live? 


EDOAB. 

H^  shall,  he  shall,  myfoir. 
If  so  he  quit  the  realm  within  the  space 
Our  sentence  limited. 

BLFlimA. 

Oh  stop  not  there  ; 
That  sentence  will  be  death  to  Athelwold^ 
Think,  for  thou  know'st  full  well  his  gentle  nature. 
Can  he  support  the  rigour  of  this  doom  ? 
Cad  he,  who  liv'd  but  in  thy  gracious  smiles, 
Who*d  pine,  if  chance  those  smiles  a  single  hour 
Were  dealt  him  thriftily ;  think,  can  he  bear 
,  The  iofomy  of  exile  ? 

EDGAR. 

Hear  me,  Athelwold. 
Did  I  not  riiow*r  on  thy  mnch-favour'd  head 
My  thickest  honours,  and  with  gift  so  ready 
As  out-run' all  request  ?  Did  I  not  hold  thee 
Still  in  such  open  confidence  of  friendship. 
Such  love  as— * 
An 


I 
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Sooner  itab  me  than  rep— t  it 

IDSAE. 

Yet  five  me  heariog.    I  repeat  aot  this 

To  taunt  or  gall  thee :  On  my  Mml  thy  woith 

Did  o'ertop  all  those  honoart,  and  thy  seat 

Kept  pace  with  my  best  love.  Nor  'till  this  deed^ 

Bnt  such  a  deed !  look  there,  look  on  that  face. 

Thou  know'st  me,  Athelwold,  hast  seen  me  ga» 

On  a  soft  yielding  £ur  one,  'till  mine  eye 

Shot  flames.    Perdition  seize  me,  if  tfais  heart 

Knew  love  'till  now* 

ATRILWOtS. 

I  see  it  plain,  my  liege, 
Nor  say  I  aught  to  lessen  my  offence. 
No,  here  I  kneel :  Oh  !  cast  bat  on  my  mi8*ry 
One  kind  forgiving  glance :  this  ready  sword 
Shall  expiate  all. 

SLFRinA. 

Ah  !  will  you  ?  must  be  die? 

fiSGAl. 

No,  stay  thee,  Atfaelwold,  and  sheath  thy  swoid  ; 

I  never  yet  (save  but  this  hour  of  rage) 

Been'd  thee  my  sutgeot :  thou  wert  still  my  ftiend  j 

And,  injur'd  as  I  am,  thou  still  art  such. 

I  do  forego  the  word ;  to  banish  thee. 

Or  teal  thy  doatli,  transcends  a  friend's  jnst  right 

fiLPRIDA. 

Ah  generous  deed  !  ah  godlike  goodness  !  Virgins, 
The  king  will  paidon  him.     'Wake  each  high  note 
Of  praise,  and  gratitude,  teach  Edgar's  name 
To  Harewood's  farthest  echo.    Oh  my  sovereign  ! 
What  words  can  qwak  my  thanks-— 

'  xi)GAR. 

Nay,  check  these  transports, 
I^st,  if  I  see  thee  thus,  my  sonl  forget 
Its  milder  purpose.     I  will  leave  thee,  lady ; 
Yet  first  ray  l|ps  most  press  this  gentle  hand, 
And  breathe  one  stift  sigh  of  no  common  fervoor. 
Now  on,  my  lords— Pair  wonder  of  thy  sex, 
Adieu.    We'll  straight  unlo  our  realm  of  Mereia. 
Yet  first,  as  was  our  purpose,  thro*  this  forest 
We'll  chase  the  nimble  raabock;  may  the  sport 
More  please  us,  than  we  hope.    Earl  Athelwold, 
Thou  too  must  join  our  train  i  follow  us  straight 
lEteuni  £d^,  arc. 

ATHBtWOtn. 

I  will,  my  lioge.    Bfrida,  I  have  much 
For  thy  iov'd  ear,  and  have  bat  one  &rowd 
To  tell  it  aU-«nd  ] 


SLVRIDA. 

Ah  loiter  not  j 
It  may  enrage.    TVireweL    Be  sure  take  heed 
I  come  not  in  your  talk ;  avoid  ev'n  thinking ; 
Check  ev*n  the  sighs  of  absence.  Haste,  my  earl, 
Ob  haste  thee,  as  thou  lov'st  thy  constant  wife. 

lExU  Athelwold. 

OaOAK,  tLFlinA,  CBOIIUB. 

oacAa. 
Thy  constant  wife!  ah,  stain  of  all  thy  raci^ 
D^^'rate  girl !  Henceforth  be  Orgar  deem'd 
Of  soft  and  dove-like  temper,  who  could  tee 
A  child  of  his  stoop  to  such  vile  abasementp 
And  yet  fotbore  just  wrath ;  forbore  to  draw 
That  Mood  she  had  defil'd  fvom  her  mean  wwm. 


\  But  sure  thou  art  not  miIm  I  iomtelfor&iy 
Did  spirit  away  my  babe,  and  by  carst  charnis 
Thee  in  her  cradle  plac'd.    Nay  hang  not  oo  me. 
Dry,  dry  tl^  tears,  they've  done  their  office  smplj: 
Edgar  has  pardon'd  hlqi*    No,  by  my  earldom, 
I  cannot  think  of  majesty  thus  meanly. 
He'll  yet  avenge  it — ^What  if  chance  he  should  not) 
That  stops  not  me:  I  have  a  heart,  an  arm, 
A  sword  can  do  me  justice, 

■LpitniA. 

Ah !  my  ford. 
Are  you  still  merciless  ?  Alas,  1  hop'd*-« 

oaoAa. 
What  oQuM'st  thon  hope,  Blfrida?  C0Qld*9t  tbos 
1  e*er  would  pardon*  his  vHe  perfidy,  [think 

Or  thy  ignoble  softness } 

BLPaiOA. 

Dearest  father, 
Frown  not  thus  sternly  oo  me.     1  would  iaio~ 
Touch  your  relenting  soul,  fain  wis  your  heart 
To  fatherly  forgiveness.    For  thro*  life 
I've  oft  had  pleasing  proof  how  that  fiirgiveDeas 
Stoop'd  to  my  fond  persuasion.     But  1  fear 
Persuasion  now  lias  left  me.    My  sad  thoughts 
Are  all  on  wing,  all  following  Athelwold, 
Like  unseen  ministring  spirits :— ^Pardon,  sir. 
That  frown  shall  check  me,  I'll  not  raentioo  him : 
I  will  but  plead  for  my  own  weaknem,  plead 
For  that  soft  sympathy  of  soul,  which  yon 
Deem  base  and  servile.     Base  perhaps  it  might  be, 

Werelafboklerseac    But  I,  alas! 

Ah  pardon  me,  if  nature  slaoipt. me  woman; 
Gave  me  a  heart  soft,  geatie,  prone  to  pity. 
And  vary  foarM  »^  foaTful,fure  with  oanse 
At  this  dread  hour,  when  if  oaa.  hapless  word^ 
One  sigh  break  forth  unbid,  it  may  rekindle 
The  mooarch>  rage— What  has  my  phrenzy  aid } 
I've  wander'd  from  my  meaning.    Dearest  virgii»» 
My  rash  tongue  more  inflames  Inm,  Oh  assist  ae^ 
Ye  are  not  thus  opprest  with  inward  horroor : 
,  Kneel,  plead,  panuade,  convince 

cnoRUS. 

Alas,  my  mistress, 
What  may  a  Servant's  noeents  do  fappease 
This  furious  earl? 

one At. 
•  Ye  wen  may  spare  them :  maideDs, 

Know  iny  firm  soul's  resolvM,  and  be  my  heart 
As  base  as  Athelwold's,  if  it  foregoes 
The  honest  resolution.    Think  what  1, 
What  Britain  suffers  from  ibis  traitor's  firand : 
Had  Edgar  reis'd  my  daughter  to  his  throne. 
Our  British  line,  which  now  is  doom'd  Id  sink 
In  vile  subjection,  had  again  assum'd 
The  pall  of  rtiyalty,  with  half  its  power. 
In  time  perchance  the  whole.    But  this  folsa  Ssxoo 
Shall  with  his  life  repay  me.    Here  Pll  wait 
His  first  reCure,  and  in  hb  own  domaiil 
Give  him  feiroooibat    I  have  known  the  time 
When  this  good  arm  had  hafdihood  encwgh 
For  thrioe  his  prowess.    Whsit  is  lost  thro' age, 
My  iust  cause  shall  supply ;  and  he  shall  hA 
As  did  the  traitor  Oswald,  i^hasa  bold  tongue 
DefomMmatokiigAthelstan:  tothegratnnd 
My  shup  IttotottM  tiw  «titiC 
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BCraiftA. 

Think,  my  lord. 
Will  kUk&KfM,  vlll  be  enter  tliose  lists, 
Wbere  oooquetl  wonM  b«  pinicide  }  AIm, 
He  hears  me  not.    Oo»  thou  obdnrtle  fkther ! 
A  danghUir's  tears  will  but  the  more  pratoke  tliea. 
I  will  not  folbir  bim.    No,  poor  Elfrida  ! 
All  thoo  aao'ik  da  is  hare  to  stand,  and  weep, 
Aad  Ibel  that  thou  «rt  wretcbML 

ctfoaoa. 

Dearest  mtstresB, 
Rahiui  this  flood  of  tears,  perhaps  — «-«> 

■tmDMU 

^  Perhaps! 

Ah !  mock  me  vU  withhopes. 


We  do  not  mean  it: 
For  hope,  ttiOBgfa  tSs  pale  aomsr*s  mrfy  oofdial^ 
His  yet  a  dull  and  opiate  qaality , 
EnfccMiDrwhatitlnlkL    H  Mila  not  yon  ; 
for,uw«lmr— ^ 

Bftmnuu 

Doywatoofimr!  sik«1 
I  flstterM  my  poor  aonl  that  ^  its  fean 
Were  pieTs  d«stemper'd  coinafe,  that  my  lova 
Haii'd  causeless  appiehensions,  and  at  length 
£dgir  would  quite  forgive.    I  do  bethink  me. 
My  joy  broke  forth  too  rashly.    When  tbey  left  us. 
His  ssftty  was  not  half  secured ;  my  pleading 
W8taotha]fheai4>  i  shQuid  have  foUow'd  Edgar, 
Claimed  mo^  full  pnrdon,  lbrc*d  him  to  onhmoe 
My  sonowi^g  lord. 

faows. 

Wh  fear  thatforrpv  more 
Than  Edgar's  rage.    We  fisar  bis  fallen  virtue. 
Self-oondemnatioQ  works  moat  strongly  on  him, 
Er'n  to  deqiondency.    Ev'n  at  his  pardon, 
No  joy  flttsh'd  on  his  cheek  i  we  marked  him  wcfl^ 
He  ihow*d  no  sign  of  welcome.^  Ko,  he  took  it 
As  who  should  aay,  "  to  give  me  ought  but  death 
Is  a  poor  boon  unWishM  and  unaccepted." 
Too  much  we  fenr  htTH  do  some  fanpious 


What,  on  his  life?  1  thought  I  had  explored 
Eich  various  £Boe  oir  daoger :  this  escaped  me. 
How  miss'd  I  this  ?  it  snita  his  courage  highly ; 
Suits  too  his  fiz'd  remorse— But  yet  he  wiU  not : 
K(^  ^Ubdwold,  thou  wilt  not  kill  Elftida. 


OhmayhiskwnpreaervnhNii;  may  these  shndea 
Bataiae  him  aooaisi  peace.    To  this  blest  end 
Too  sure  should  strive  to  calm  your  father's  rage; 
At  least  not  suflfer  him,  as  now,  retir'd 
To  brood  o*er  his  revenge.    For  know,  Elfirida, 
Beoeath  the  silent  gloom  of  solitude 
Tho*  peace  can  nt  and  smile:  tho*  meek  content 
Cu  keep  the  cheerfM  lenonr  of  her  soul, 
Ev'ointheloneUaBl^adea;  yetlctnotwmlfc 
Approach,  let  Made  rofenfekacythralod;  ^ 

Or  soon  they  team  to  madnam. 
BLvima. 

YVne,  myidfgins; 
FN  tnr  eaeh  whming  ait : 
me,ywtninimife— 
M 


CHOBOl. 

OhHew^B^I  *lii  Edwin.    \ 

SLrama,  idwir,  caoaus. 
itramA.  • 

Edwin,  ah  I  that  loflfc 
Bespeaks  too  well  the  horrour  of  tby  errand. 
Tell  it  me  alL 

JUaal 

iivama. 

Nay,  do  not  pause/ 
Tall  it  me  all    I  think  it  will  not  kiH  me. 
Repeat  each  drcnmstaneeb,    Tm  mndy,  BAwtn, 
Ev*:a  for  the  wont    * 

lownti 
iiien  hear,  aod  HearHi  support  nMai 
Soon  as  the  stag  had  left  yon  westward  thicket. 
The  kSag  dismiafd  his  lords,  each  several  ways^ 
To  thehr  best  sport,  bidding  aarl  Athelwold, 
Lord  Ardulph,  and  myself,  i^ttend  his  person. 
Thus  parted  from  the  rest,  the  monarch  piero^ 
A  darkling  dell,  which  open'd  m  a  lawn 
Thick  set  with  elm  around.    Suddenly  here' 
He  turuM  his  steed,  and  ery'd^  *'  This  place  beflip  . 
Our  purpose  wall." 


Purpose !  what  parpoaa,  Bdwia  f 
*Twas  pradefenaiin*d  then,  dirsambling  tymot  1 
How  could  I  trust  or  hope— — 


Yet  give  me  hearing ; 
Tbns  with  a  grava  eampeaura,  and  calm  eye. 
King  Bdgar  spake.    '<  Mow  hear  me,  Athelwold  j 
Thy  king  baa  pardon'd  this  thy  trait*rooB  act : 
From  all  distoyal  basenem  to  t^y  prince       [mains 
Thou  8tand*Bt  absoHr'di  yet,  know,  there  stiU  re- 
Somewhat  to  cancel  more.    Am  man  to  man. 
As  fncnd  to  friend,  ww,  Athelwold,  I  call  then 
Straight  to  defend  thy  life  with  thy  good  award. 
Nay,  answer  not  i  defend  it  gaUantly. 
If  thy  arm  prosper,  this  my  dying  tongue 
Shall  pardon  thee,  and  blew  thee.    Ifthonfidrst. 
Thy  parting  breath  must  to  my  right  resign 
Elfrida's  beauties."    At  the  word,  both  drew. 
Both  fought ;  but  Atbelwold's  was  ill-  playM  passion. 
He  aimM  his  falchion  at  the  monarch's  head. 
Only  to  leave  his  own  brave  breast  defenceless. 
And  on  the  instant  Edgar's  rapid  sword 
Pierc'd  my  dear  mastei's  heart.     Re  fell  to  earth. 
And,  foiling,  cryM,  '*  This  wound  atones  for  alL 
Edgar,  thus  fhll  aveng'd,  will  pardon  me. 
And  my  troe  wife,  with  chaste,  connubiid  tears, 
my  memory."    He  smil'd,  and  died. 


iLvainA. 
Nay,  oom#  not  round  me,  virgins,  nor  support  me* 
I  do  not  swoon,  nor  viaep.    1  caU  not  Heas*n 
Tavenge  my  wretcbednem.    I  do  not  wish 
This  tyrant's  hand  may  wither  with  cold  palsies. 
No,  I  am  very  patieaL    Heav'n  is  just ! 
And,  when  the  measure  of  his  crimes  is  full, 
WiU  bare  its  red  right  arm,  and  laocb  its  lightningi. 
'Till  then*  ye  elements  reit :  and  thou,  firm  Eaitfa^ 
Ope  not  thy  yawning  jaws,  but  let  this  monster 
Stalk  his  due  time  on  tbine  affrighted  aurfooe. 
Yes ;  let  him  still  go  on :  still  execute 
His  aavage  ynrpaasi,  and  daily  make 
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More  widovf  w«ep»  as  I  da    Foolish  eyes  ! 
Why  flow  ye  thus  unbidden  ?  What  haTe  tears 
To  do  with  grief  like  mine  ? 

CQORUS. 

Help,  help,  my  sisten. 
To  bear  her  to  the  castle. 

ORCAR,  BLFRIDA,  BDWIV,  CHORUS. 
ORGAR. 

As  I  past, 
Methought  I  heard  a  sound  of  loud  lament; 
Elfrida,  ah ! 

BLFRIDA. 

Is  net  my 'father  there  ? 
Withhold  me  not ;  PI!  fall  at  his  dear  feet 
Oh  sir !  behold  your  child  thus  lowly  prostrate  ; 
Avei^  her  wrongs,  avenge  your  poor  Elfrida, 
Your  helpless,  widow'd  daughter, 

ORGAR. 

Widow'd  daughter! 
What;  is  he  slain? 

SLFHIDA. 

InhospHably  butcher'd  ; 
The  tyrant's  savage  self— -Stand  you  thus  cool  ? 
Wliere  is  the  British  spirit,  where  the  fire 
Of  Belin's  race  ? — Oh  foolishness  of  grief, 
Alas,  I  had  forgot;  had  Edgar  spar'd  htm,    [ance. 
That  sword,  to  which  ray  madness  cali'd  for  venge- 
Sre  long  was  meant  to  do  the  Moody  deed, 
And  make  the  murder  patricide.    Hare  I 
Ko  friend  to  do  me  right  ? 

ORGAa. 

Thou  hast,  my  child  ; 
I  am  thy  friend,  thy  father.    Trust  my  care. 
Edwin,  a  word.    Retire,  my  dearest  daughter  s 
Virgins,  conduct  her  in. 

BLVRTDA. 

My  father,  no. 
What  do  yon  do }  I  must  not  be  withheld, 
ril  to  yon  bloody  grove,  and  clasp  my  husband. 
My  mUnler'd  husband.     Why  restrain  me,  sir  ? 
Can  my  sad  eye  dart  fire  thro*  h'ls  cold  bi^u*. 
And  light  up  life  anew  i 

ORGAR. 

Go  in,  my  child. 
And  seek  tranquillity. 

ILFRIDA. 

Tranquillity  I 
I  know  her  well ;  she  is  Death's  pale-ey'd  sister.; 
She's  now  in  yonder  grove  closing  the  lids 
Of  my  poor  Athelwold.    That  office  done. 
She'll  bear  bis  soul  upon  her  gentle  plumes 
Up  to  the  realms  of  joy.    I'll  follow  them : 
I  know  he'd  have  it  so ;  he'll  not  be  blest, 
£v'n  ob  his  throne  of  bliss,  till  I  am  with  him. 

CHORJUS. 

This  way,  jny  deamt  mistress. 

BLPIIDA. 

Hold, nay  hold; 
Crowd  not  around  me.    Let  me  pause  a  while. 
Albina,  thou  alone  shalt  join  my  mts'ry ; 
I've  much  to  utter  to  thy  friendly  ear. 
liSad  on,  thou  gentle  maid  :  thy  single  arm 
Shall  prop  my  trembling  frame  ;  thy  single  voice 
Sipeak  peace  to  my  afflictions. 

lExit  mth  the  princ^l  virgiju 


OKoaa, 

oaoaa. 

Od  your  lives, 
Virgins,  let  no  distuiblng  step  approaeh  her. 
Say,  Edwin,  (ibr  I  guess  'twas  yoo  that  broogbt 
These  tidings  hither)  where  was  royal  Edgar, 
When  late  you  left  him  ? 

xowiir. 

Atmymaster^ade 
Repentant  of  the  stroke. 

oaoAR. 

Gomes  be  not  back 
ToHarewood? 

SBiticHoaqs. 

Heav'n  fbriiid  I  Elfrida's  braiB 
Would  madden  at  the  sight 


Mistake  not,  viigim; 
I  did  not  mean  at  this  distressful  hoar 
The  king  should  see  my  daughter. 


•BittOHoavs. 


No,  for  pity. 
Do  notjmifaQe  this  sabbath  of  her  griet 
Oh!  be  her  soirow sacred ! 

ORGAR. 

Fear  not,  virgins  i 
Her  peace  is  my  best  care,  and,  to  ensure  it, 
I'll  haste  this  instant,  by  young  Edwin's  guidance, 
To  find  the  monarch.   Some  fbur  miles  from  Hai«- 


Stands  old  earl  Egbert's  castle,  my  fast  fKenl 
With  him  will  I  persuade  the  king  to  sqjoum, 
'Till  my  child's  grief  abate  ;  that  too  to  speed 
Be  it  your  business,  virgins :  Watching  ever 
Kach  happy  interval,  when  your  soft  tongues 
May  hint  his  praises,  till  by  practice  won 
She  bear  their  fuller  blazon.    Elfrid's  welfare 
Requires  this  friendly  office  at  year  hands ; 
And  Edgar's  virtues  bear  such  genume  lustte, 
That  truth  itself  directs 

[Exit  Oigsr. 

SZMICBOaUS. 

As  troth  directs, 
So  only  shall  we  act    This  day  is  shown 
What  dire  effects  await  its  violation. 
Straight  is  the  road  of  truth,  and  plain  ; 
And,'tho'  across  the  sacred  way 
Ten  thousand  erring  footsteps  stray» 
*Tis  ours  to  walk  direct. 
And,  with  sage  caution  .circumspect, 
Pace  slowly  through  the  solemn  scene, 

[The  principal  vtrfni  rthtnu 

SSItlCRORUS. 

Has  Orgar  left  the  grove } 

SZMICHORUS. 

He  hatf  my  sister. 

SRMICHOaUS. 

Then  hear,  and  aid  Elfrida's  last  resolve, 
Who  takes  the  only  way  stem  fate  has  left 
To  save  her  plighted. faith  for  ever  pure 
To  her  dead  Athelwold. 

SBMICHORUS. 

Foriiid  it»  patJMiot; 
Forind  it,  that  submissive  calm  of  80ol« 
Which  teaches  meek-ey'd  piety  to  tmOe 
Beneath  the  soonife  of  Heav'n* 
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Ye  need  not  fbar  it, 
SbemeaMDOtMlMartractioD.   Thanks  to  Heav*n, 
Hoge  ud  o*cfbearing  ai  her  m»>ry  >>> 
It  cunoi  to  oblii^te  from  her  breast 
Tb«  dsqi-ffmv'd  rale  of  daty.    Her  pure  soul 
Mesoi,  on  the  intUnt,  to  deTOte^itself 
To  Hctf'n  and  holiness.    Assist  her  straight, 
Lest  Edgar's  piesenoe,  and  her  father's  rage 
Prevsot  the  blest  mtention.    See,  she  comes. 
Kneel  on  each  side,  defoutly  kneel  around  her ; 
And  breathe  some  prayV  in  high  and  solemn  strains, 
Tbst  ai^ieb  from  their  thrones  of  light  may  hear. 
And  ratify  her  YOir. 

UfimA,  CBOivs.      [Elfrida  knetht  and  the 
virgins  dioids  into  tvoo  troops, 

StMICBOaUi. 

Hear,  angels,  bear. 
Bear  from  these  nether  thrones  of  light ; 
And  0 !  in  golden  characters  record 
Eicbfirm,  iminiitabie,  immortal  woid. 
Then  wing  your  solemn  flight 
Up  to  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns^  and  there 
Hiiag  the  conSpkuoos  tablet  high, 
'.Mid  the  dread  lecovds  of  eternity. 

ZLniDA. 

Hear  flist,  that  AtheIwold*s  sad  widovr  swears 

To  rear  a  balloir'd  convent  o'er  the  place, 

Wbei%  streamed  his  blood:  there  will  she  weep  thro' 

life 
Immar'd  with  this  chaste  throng  of  virgins;  there 
£ach  day  shall  six  times  hear  her  fiill-Toic'd  choir 
Chant  the  slow  requiem  o'er  her  nuutyr'd  lord ; 
There  too,  when  midnight  lowers  with  awful  gloom, 
She'U  rise  observant  of  the  stated  call 
Of  waking  grief,  bear  the  dim  livid  taper 
Along  the  winding  isles,  and  at  the  altar 
KJsi  evVy  pale  shrine  with  her  trembling  lips, 
Pieis  the  cold  stone  with  her  bent  knee,  and  call 
OnnuntedAthelwold. 

sniicBoauf. 

Hear,  angels,  hear, 
Hear  from  these  nether  thrones  of  light ; 
And  O  !  in  golden  characters  record 
Each  firm,  immutable,  immortal  word. 
Then  wing  yonr  solemn  flight 
Up  10  the  Heav'n  of  Heav'ns,  and  there 
Hang  the  oonspicooos  tablet  high, 
'Mid  the  dread  records  of  eternity. 

iLnroiA. 
Bear  next,  that  Athelwold's  sad  widow  sweats 
Never  to  violate  the  holy  vow 
She  to  his  truth  first  plighted ;  swears  to  bear 
Tbit  lober  singleocas  of  widowhood 
To  ber  cold  grave.     If  from  this  chaste  resolve 
She  ev*n  in  thought  should  swerve ;  if  gaudy  pomp. 
Or  flatt'ring  greatness  e*er  should  tempt  one  wish 
To  stray  beyond  this  purpose ;  may  that  Heav'n, 
Which  hears  this  vow,  punish  its  violation, 
Ai  beav*nly  justice  ought. 

caoaos. 

Hear,  angels,  hear. 
Hear  from  tbaie  nether  thrones  of  light ; 
AndO!  in  gokken  characters  record 
Each  flm,  iounutaMe,  immortal  word. 
Thniiif  yov  aolepti  flight 


Up  to  the  Heav'o  of  Heavens,  and  there 
Hai^  the  conspicuous  tablet  high, 
'Mid  the  dread  records  of  eternity. 


CARACTACUS: 

.  WBITFEN  ON  THE  MODEL 

I     or  THB 
ANCIENT  GREEK  TRAGEDY. 
First  published  in  the  Year  1759. 

Kos-munera  Pheebo 
Misimns;  et  lectas  Druidum  de  gente  Choreas. 

Milton, 


AROVMBMT. 

Canctacus,  king  of  the  Silures,  having  been  de* 
feated  by  Ostorius,  the  toman  prefect,  his  qaeen 
taken  prisoner,  and  his  son  (as  it  is  supposed) 
either  slain  or  fled,  retired  with  his  only  daugh- 
ter, and  took  sanctuary  amongst  the  Druids  in 
Mona.  Ostorius,  after  the  battle,  leaving  gar* 
risoos  in  the  conquered  country,  marched  to  sub- 
due the  northern  part  of  Britain,  and  led  his 
troops  to  the  frontiers  of  the  Brigantes,  then  go- 
verned by  Gartismandua.  This  queen,  dreading 
the  victorious  enemy,  made  a  truce  with  him ; 
one  of  the  conditions  of  which  was,  that  she 
should  assist  the  Ramans  in  securing  the  British 
king,  that  he  might  be  carried  to  Borne  to  grace 
the  triumph  of  Claudius.  She  accordingly  gave 
up  her  two  sons  as  hostages,  to  be  sei^  them- 
selves  to  Rome,  in  case  they  did  not  seduce  Ca* 
ractacus  from  his  sanctuary,  to  which  place  they 
were  to  be  accompanied  by  Aulus  Didius,  and  a 
,sufiicient  force,  to  efTect  that  design. 

The  drama  opens  on  their  arrival  in  the  consecrated 
grove,  a  little  before  midnight,  and  about  the 
time  when  the  Druids,  who  form  the  Chorus,  were 
preparing  the  ceremonial  of  Caractacus's  admis- 
sion into  their  order.  The  two  princes  are  seized  as 
spies ;  and  the  incidents,  consequent  upon  thts» 
form  what  is  called  the  episode  of  the  piece. 
The  exode,  or  catastrophe,  is  prepared  by  the 
coming  of  Arviragus  the  king's  son,  who,  having 
escap^  with  life  in  the  late  battle,  had  employed 
the  intermediate  time  in  privately  collecting  his 
Other's  scattered  forces,  to  put  him  again  into  a 
condition  of  facing  the  enemy.  His  bravery,  in 
defending  his  father  and  the  Druids,  occasion^ 
the  peripetia,  or  change  of  fortune;  and  his 
death,  with  the  final  captivity  of  Caractacus, 
concludes  the  tragedy. 


The  notes  are  quotations  ftom  ancient  authors, 
to  support  and  e)cplain  some  passages  in  the  drama 
of  Caractacus,  that  respect  the  manners  of  the 
Druids;  and  which  the  general  account  of  their 
customs,  to  be  found  in  our  histories  of  Britain,  does 
notindude. 
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PERSONS.  OP  TH£  DRAMA. 
AuLVf  Dtpiui,  th€  Monuim  G^nsrui, 

bIi^TvI]      I  ^"^  ""S  Cartinntiidii.. 
Chorus,  cj/*  Druids  and  Bafds. 

CARACTACUf. 

£vELf  SA,  Daughter  to  Cwractaci^ 
•Akviiagui,  Son  to  Canctacus.. 

Seen®,  Mods* 
.   The  dramatic  part  of  tbe  cbarai  ii  ^ 
to  be  chiefly  spokeu  by  the  prioeipai  Druid 
lynoal  part  wong  by  tba  Barda.  < 


CARACTJCVS, 


ikotvff  DiDiut  with  Romans. 
This  is  the  secret  centre  of  the  isle : 
^  Here,  Romans,  paase»  and  let  the  ey«  of  wonder 
Oaae  on  the  solemn  scene ;  behold  yon  oak, 
flow  stem  he  frowns,  and  with  his  broad  brown  arms 
Chilis  the  pale  plain  beneath  him  :  mark  yon  altar, 
Hie  dark  stream  brawimg  roond  lU  rugged  base. 
These  clifis,  these  yawning  caverns,  this  wide  dreos^ 
Skirted  with  nnhewn  stone :  they  awia  my  sool, 
As  if  the  very  genius  of  the  plaoe 
Himself  appear'd,  and  with  terrific  tredl 
Sulk*d  thro*  his  drear  domain.  And  yet,  my  friends^ 
(If  shapes  like  his  be  but  the  frncy's  coinaga) 
Sorely  there  is  a  hidden  power,  that  reigns 
'Mid  the  lone  majesty  of  untam'd  natui«» 
Controuling  sober  reason;  tell  me  else, 
Why  do  these  havnts  of  barbarous  superstition 
O'eroome  me  thus  ?  i  soom  them,  yet  they  awe  n». 
Call  forth  the  British  princes :  in  this  gloom 
I  mean  to  school  them  to  our  enterprise. 

[EnUr  Vellinns  and  Elidoras. 
Avius  ninros,  TstUNtTS,  sLiDvans. 
Te  pledges  dear  of  Cartlsmandua's  faith. 
Approach  f  and  tp  mine  uoinstructed  ear 
Explain  this  scene  of  horrour. 

tunoBtJs* 

Daring  Roman, 
'  Know  that  thoo  stand'st  on  conseerated  ground : 
These  mighty  piles  of  magic-planted  rode. 
Thus  rang*d  in  mystic  order,  osark  the  place 
Where  but  at  times  of  holiest  festiTal 
The  Dnud  leads  his  trai& 

Au&vs  mm  VS. 

Where  dwells  the  seer? 

▼ELLINUS. 

f  n  yonder  shaggy  cave ;  On  which  the  Moon 
Now  sheds  a  side-long' gleam.    His  brotherhood 
Possess  the  neighboring  difis. 

,         AOLUs  nimus. 

Yet  up  the  hill 
Mine  eye  descries  a  distant  range  of  caves, 
Delv'd  in  the  ridges  of  the  craggy  steep; 
And  this  way  still  another* 

sirovROs. 

Ontbele^ 
Reside  the  sages  '  skilled  in  nature  lore: 

>  f.  e.  The  Ruvates  j  one  of  the  three  classes  of 
Iha  Droids,  according  to  Am.  MaroeUinus. 


The  changeful  mutana^  ilamimbers,  poweis, 
Mvdieus  thay  measure,  save  when  meditation 
Gives  flaee  to  hoty  rites :  than  ki  tha  gaofe 
Each  hath  his  rank  and  ftmctioik     Yonder  grots 
Are  tenanted  by  Bavds,  who  nightly  tbeMa, 
Rob'd  in  their  Sowing  vests  of  innocent  whiti^ 
Descend,  with  harps  that  glitter  to  tba  Moon, 
Hymnmg  immurtaf  strains.    The  spirits  of  air. 
Of  earth,  of  water,  nay  of  Heav'n  iteelf. 
Do  listen  to  their  lay ;  and  oft,  'tis  said» , 
In  visible  shapes  dance  they  a  magic  nmni 
To  the  high  BthMtrelsy.    Now,  if  thine  eya 
Be  sated  with  t  .e  view,  haste  to  thy  shipss 
And  ply  thine  oars ;  for,  if  the  Draida  leam 
This  bold  intrusion,  thou  wilt  find  it  hard 
To  foil  their  Airy. 

act0s  ntAius. 

Prince,  I  did  not  nxnr 
My  liglt-aim'd  shallops  on  this  dangerous  strand 
To  sooth  a  fimitless  cnriostty ; 
I  come  in  quest  of  prond  Caraelaeos; 
Who,  when  otar  veterans  put  bis  troopa  to  ti^ 
Pound  refuge  here. 

umoaoa. 
If  hare  the  nmwKli  tests, 
Presumptnons  chief!  tboa  m3giit*st  aa  weH  sssiy 
To  pluck  him  ftnm  yon  stars:  Esith'a  ample  iai«e 
Contains  po  surer  refuge:  underneath 
The  sdl  we  tread,  a  hundred  secret  paths, 
SooopM  thro»  the  living  rock  in  winding  maze^ 
I^ad  to  as  many  caverns,  dark,  and  deep  : 
In  which  the  hoary  sages  act  their  rites 
Mysterious)  rites  of  such  strange  potency. 
As,  done  in  open  day,  would  dim  Uie  Sun, 
Tho*  thron*d  in  noontide  brightness.     In  soch  deaf 
He  may  for  life  lie  hid. 

ADLVs  nmics. 

We  know  the  tssb 
Most  difficult ,  yet  has  thy  royal  motlMr 
Pumish'dthe  i 


BLtOORVSk 

My  mother,  say'st  thou,  Romsn  > 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

In  proof  of  that  firm  fii!th  she  lends  to  Rome, 
She  gave  you  up  her  honour^  hostagea. 


She  did: 


BIiIDCJaVS. 

and  we  submit. 


AVLUS  DIDTOS. 

To  Rome  we  bear  yoQ ; 
From  your  dear  country  bear  you  ?  from  your  joy^ 
Your  loves,  your  friendships,  all  your  souls  hsM 
precious. 

aLrDvavSb 
And  dost  thou  tauat  ns,  Roman,  with  our  fiita  t 

attwjs  nroius. 
No,  youth,  by  Hoiv'n,  I  would  avert  that  &t& 
Wish  ye  for  liberty } 

liberaliom  ^octrinamm  inchoata  per  Bardos,  Enn« 
tes,  &  Draidaa.  This  class,  Strabo  tells  us,  bad 
the  <^re  of  the  sacrifices^  and  studied  natural  phi- 
loBophy^which  here,  by  "  the  changeful  univetsc,"  if 
^owntobeonPythagoteanpiteeiplaik  Wbensfsr 
tbepnests  arementionad  iathe  anhfteqaent  psitt 
of  the  drama,  this  order  of  men  is  iatsnded  to  bs 
*»'**-^  -n  distJuguishcdfiMtt^ IknidB  aad  Bwdt 
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CARACTACUSL 


More  than  for  life. 


AVLVS  DIBIVS. 

And  mold  do  m«ch  to  gain  it  ? 


VBLLIMVI. 


Name  the  task. 


959 

utmvKVU 
Yes  j  when  frach  its  guilty  price, 


AULVS  DlDtUf. 

The  task  is  easy.    Haste  ye  to  these  DniWs : 
Tdi  them  ye  come,  commissionM  by  yo*r  queen, 
To  seek  the  great  Caractacus ;  and  call 
Hi»  vtknr  to  her  aid,  against  the  legions, 
Wbieb,  led  by  our  Ostorius,  ndw  assail 
Herfrootieis.    Tlie  late  treaty  she  has  seal'd 
h  yet  imkaovn :  and  this  her  royal  signet. 
Which  more  to  mask  our  purpose  was  obUmM, 
Shall  be  your  pledge  of  faith.    The  eager  king 
Will  gbully  take  the  charge ;  and,  he  consenting, 
Wbst  else  nmains,  but  to  the  MenaTs  shore 
Ye  kad  his  credulous  step  ?  there  will  we  seize  him ; 
Bear  hin  to  Rome,  the  substitute  for  you, 
Aadgife  you  back  to  freedom. 

TBLLXNOS. , 

If  the  Druids— 

AULUS  mOTOS. 

If  they,  or  he,  prevent  this  artifice, 

Tbeo  force  mdstUke  its  way:  then  flaming  brands. 

And  biting  axes,  wielded  by  our  soldiere» 

Most  lerel  these  thick  shades,  and  so  unlodge 

The  lurking  savage. 

tUVDRVS.  . . 

Gods,  shall  Mona  perish  ? 
AOLOs  Dinros. 
Wnoes,  her  er^ry  trunk  shall  on  the  ground 
Stretch  its  gigantic  length ;  unless,  ere  dawn. 
Ye  hire  this  untamed  lion  to  our  toils, 


Getheo,  and  prosper ;  I  shall  to  the  ships, 
Aal  there  expect  his  oommg.    Youths,  remember, 
at  to  Rome  to  grace  great  Caesar's  triumph : 
aal  fole  demand  him  at  your  hand. 

lExemt  Aulos  Didhis  and  Romans. 


He 


XUBOaVt,  TlLLIinfS. 


Brother,  I  ^m  it. 

VBttXWS. 

Go  then,  foolish  boy ! 
Vll  do  the  deed  myself. 

SliWlVS. 

It  shall  not  be: 
I  will  proclaim  tha  fraud. 

▼BLLIKUS. 

Wilt  thou?  'tiswelL 
Hie  to  yon  caw;  call  loudly  on  the  Druid; 
And  bid  bioi  drag  to  ignominious  death 
The  partner  of  thy  blood.    Yet  hope  not  than 
To  'scape ;  for  thou  didst  join  myimpious  steps : 
Therefore  bis  wrath  shall  cui^se  thee :  thou  sbalt  live; 
Yet  Shalt  thou  live  an  interdicted  wretch. 
All  righu  of  nature  dsncelVd  <. 

BLIAVBUS. 

Oh  Vellinus ! 
Rend  not  my  soul :  by  Heav*n  thou  know'st  I  lof« 
As  ftervently  as  brother  e'er  lovM  brother :      [thee. 
And,  loving  thee,  I  thought  I  Jov'd  mine  honour. 
Ah  !  do  not  wakc^  dear  youth,  m  this  true  breast 
So  fierce  a  conflict 

mKLLIMUS. 

Honour's  voice  commands 
Thou  shoulds't  obey  thy  mother,  and  thy  queen. 
Honour  and  holiness  alike  conspire 
To  bid  thee  save  these  consecrated  groves 
Firom  Roman  devattatioQ.  / 

BUMmos* 

HoRid  ttioagfat ! 
Hence  let  us  haste,  «v>n  tn  the  fiurtfaest  noek 
Of  this  wide  isle;  nor  view  the  aaorilqie. 

▼BLt'lKOS. 

No,  let  US  Stay,  and  by  our  prosperous  art 
Prevent  the  sacrilege.    Mark  me,  my  brathcnr ; 
Moro  yean  and  more  expenenee  have  matnr'd 
My  sober  thought;  I  ii[iU  oomriace  thy  youth» 
That  this  our  deed  has  ev'ry  honest  sandioo 
Cool  reason  may  demand. 


BLIWHSPS. 

Aad  wiUHeavhievfier  it  ?  WHl  the  just  gods. 
That  trettd  yoo  spangled  pavement  o'er  our  heads, 
bMk  from  their  sky  and  yield  him?  Will  tiiese 
Dnnda,  .      .     * 

Their  sage  vieegerantt,  not  call  down  the  thunder? 
Ani  wttlaot  instaiBt  its  hot  bolts  be  darted 
la  saeh  a  fighteoos  cause  ?  Yes,  good  old  kin^. 
Tea,  l^of  Bhtoos,  thouart  Heat* n^i  own  pled^  J 
Aad  riiaH  he  enoh  tm  death. 


my  brother? 


DoattkmroliiM 


VBLLIVUS. 

What 
the  charge  ? 

BUBCBUfc 


Dosttboaaceeptiti 


VBLLINOS. 

It  gives  VB  Kbeiiy* 

BLXIWBOS. 

It  makes  us  traitors. 
Gods,  woM  Vellinus  do  a  deed  of  basenesa  ? 

VBLL^VS. 

Wm  Elidanw  soon  th«  pnlfor'd  b«m 
Offttedom? 


BLiniiairs. 
To  Rome  with  reason; 
Try  if  'twiH  bring  her  delngmg  ambitkNi 
Into  the  level  course  of  right  and  justice: 
Try  if  twill  tame  these  insoleBt  invaders ; 

Who  thus,  in  savagsness  of  oonqneat,  daim 

Whom  chance  of  war  has  qMur'd.  Dothisaanprospef, 
But,  pny  thee,  do  not  reason  from  my  soiu 
Its  inbred  honesty :  that  holy  flame, 
Howe'er  eclips'd  by  Rome's  black  iofliienoe 
In  vulgar  minds,  ought  still  to  brightM  onis. 

VZLLXIIUS. 

Vain  talker,  lesve  me. 

XLiovatis. 

No»  I  will  not  leave  thee  t 

•  AlludfaigtothaDfiiidiealpowerof  exeonmn- 
nkatkm  mentiooed  by  Casaar.  Si  qnis  aut  privatus, 
ant  pnUicus,  eorum  decieto  non  stettt.  sacrificiis  in- 
tesdicunt.  Hsec  pcena  apud  eos  est  gravissima. 
Qnibus  ito  est  intcrdictum,  ii  onmefo  impiorum  -ac 
soeleratorum  habentmw-oeque  iis  petentibus  jus 
redditur,  neque  hoaot  uUos  oommmucatur.  G^s. 
,  Com.  lib.  vi. 
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MASON'S  POEBIS^ 


I  must  not,  dare  not,  in  theM  periloas  shades. 
Think,  if  thy  fraud  shoald  fail,  these  holy  men, 
How  will  their  justice  rend  thy  trait'roos  limba  ? 
If  thou  succeed'st,  the  fiercer  pangs  of  conscieooe. 
How  will  they  ever  goad  thy  guilty  soul  ? 
Mercy,  defend  us !  see,  the  awful  Druids 
Are  issuing  from  their  caves :  hear'st  thow  yon  signal? 
Lo,  on  the  instant  all  the  mountain  whitens 
With  slow.de806ndlDg>  Bards.    Retire,  retiw  ^ 
This  is  the  hour  of  sacrifice :  to  stay^ 
b  death.. 

TELLIHUS. 

ril  wait  the  closing  of  thehr  rites 
in  yonder  vale :  do  thou,  as  likes  thee  best. 
Betray,  or  aid  me. 

BLinVRUS. 

To  betray  Xhee,  youtfa, 
That  love  forbidi ;  honour,  alas  I  to  aid  thee. 

[ExaaU^ 

Enter  cborus» 

SElflCMORUS. 

Sr<«p  andsifence  reign  around ;. 

Not  a  night-breeze  wakes  to  blow^; 

Grcle,  sons,  this  holy  ground  ; 

Circle  close,  in  triple  row. 

And,  if  masked  in  vapours  drtar;. 

Any  earth-born  spirit  dare 

To  hover  round  this  sacred  space. 

Haste  with  light  spells  the  murky  foe  to  chacc 

lift  your  boughs  of  vervain  blue. 

Dipt  in  cold  September  dew  ; 

And  dash  the  moisture  chaste,  and  clear^ 

0*er  the  ground,  and^thro^  tbt  air. 

Now  tht  pUtce  is  pnrg'd  and  pure. 

Brethren  I  say,  for  this  high 'hour 

Are  the  milk-white  steers  prepar>d -> 

Whose  necks  the  rude  yoke  never  scar^d^ 

To  the  furrow  yet  unbroke  ^  , 

Fop  such  must  bleed  beneath  yon  oak» 

SSMICBORUS. 

Draidv  these,  in  order  meet. 
Are  all  prepai^d^ 

9  In  the  minute  description' which  Pliny  gives  us 
of  the  ceremony  of  gathering  the  misletoe,  he  tells 
US,  they  sacrificed  two  white  bulls.  See  Pliny^s 
Natural  History,  1.  xvi.  c.  44,  which  Drayton,  in 
his  Polyolbion,  thus  versifies. 

Sometimes  within  my  shades,  in  many  an  ancient 
wood,  [withstood; 

Whose  often*-twined  tops  great  Phoebus'  fires 
The  fearless  British  priest,  under  an  aged  oak, 
'  Takidgamilk- white  bull,  unstrained  with  the  yoke, 
And  with  an  axe  of  gold,  ftY>m  that  Jove-sacied  tree 
The  misletoe  cut  down;  then  with  a  bended  knee 
On  th'  unhewM  altar  laid,put-to  the  hallow'd  fires; 
And  whilst  in  the  sharp  flame  the  trembling  flesh 

expires, 
Astheir  strong  fury  mov*d(when  all  the  rest  adore) 
Pronouncing  their  desires  the  sacrifice  before. 
Up  to  th*  eternal  Heav'n  their  bloodied  hands  did 
i>ear :  [as  with  fear. 

And  whilst  the  murm'ring  woods  ev'u  shudder'd 
Preach*d  to  the  beardless  youth  the  souPsim-^ 

mortal  state; 
To  other  bodies  still  bow  it  should  tiansmigrate, 
That  to  contempt  of  death  them  strongly  did 
excite.  Ninth  Song. 


But  tell  me  yet, 
Cadwall !  did  thy  step  profound 
Dive  into  the  cavern  deep. 
Twice  twelve  fothom  under  ground. 
Where  our  sage  fore-fathers  sleep  ? 
Thence  with  revesence  hast  thou  bom. 
From  the  consecrated  chest. 
The  golden  sickle,  scrip,  and  vest. 
Whilom  by  old  Belinus  worn  ? 

SBMICHORUS. 

Druid,  these,  in  order  meet, 
Ar^  aU  prepared. 

SEMIGBOftOS. 

But  tell  me  yet. 
From  the  grot  of  charms  and  spells. 
Where  our  matron  sister  dwells  S 
Brennus  I  has  thy  holy  hand 
Safely  brought  the  Druid  wand  ? 
And  the  potent  adder-stone  ^ 
Gender'd  'fore  tV  autumnal  mooa  ? 
When,  in  undulating  twine. 
The  foaming  snakes  prolific  jom; 
When  they  hiss,  and  whenr  they  bear 
Their  wond'iroQB  egg  aloof  in  air ; 
Thence,  before  to  earth  it  fall. 
The  Druid,  in  his  hallow'd  pall. 
Receives  the  prize  ; 
And  instant  flies. 
Followed  by  th'  envenom'd  brood, 
'Till  he  cross  the  chrystal  Aood. 

^The  existence  of  female  Droids  seems  ascer* 
tained  by  Tacitus,  in  his  description  of  the  final  de- 
struction of  Mona  by  Paulinus  Suetonius.  SUbat 
pro  litore  diversa  acies  densa  armis  virisque,  inter- 
cursantibuB  foeminis,  &c  Also  by  the  known  story 
of  Dioclesian,  on  which  Fletcher  formed  a  play, 
called  the  Prophetess. 

^  The  ovum  anguinam,  or  serpent's  eigg;  a  &- 
mous  Druidical  amulet,  thus  circumstantially  d»> 
scribed  by  Pliny.— Prasterea  est  ovorum  genos  in 
magna  Galliarum  fama,  omissum  Grssds.  Un- 
gues innumeri  abtateooiivolnti,saKvisiaucinm  cor- 
porumque  spomis  arttfici  oomplexu  glomerantur; 
Anguinam  appellatur.  Druids  sibilis  id  dicunt  ia 
sublime  jaciari,  jagoque  oportere  intcreipi,  ne  tel- 
lurem  attingat.  Pvofugere  raptorem  equo,  serpeo- 
tes  enim  insequi,  donee  arceantur,  amnis  ahcujos 
icterventu,  &c.  Nat.  Hist  I.  xxiz.  c.  3. 

lliere  are  remains  of  this  supcxelition  stilt,  both 
in  the  northern  and  western  pasts  of  our  isluid. 
For  Lhwyd,  the  authpr  of  the  ArchsBologia,  writes 
thus  to  Rowland ;  see  Mona  Antiqua,  p.  338..  "  Tbt 
Druid  doctrine  about  the  Glajn  Nddr,  obtains  very 
mhch  through  all  Sbotlaud,  as  well  lowlands  as 
highlands ;  but  there  is  not  a  word  of  it  in  this  king- 
dom (Ireland) ;  where,  as  there  are  no  snakes,  they 
could  not  piupagate  it  BesMtes  suakei-ataiies,  tbe 
higbtandera  bav»  their  snail-stones,  paddock-stono, 
&c.  to  all  which  they  atfeributa-their  several  virtues, 
and  wear  them  as  amulets."  And  in  another  let- 
ter he  writes, «  Tbe  Cornish  retain  variety  of  cfaanns^ 
and  have  still,  towards  tbe  land's  end,  the  amulet 
of  Maen  Magal,  and  Gkiin  Neidr,  whkih  latter  tbey 
call  a  Milpreu,  or  Melpreu,  and  have  a  cbann  far 
the  snake  to  make  it,  when  they  have  found  ooe 
asleep,  and  struck  a  JiaaeL  wand  in  thi^  centre  of 
her  spires*" 
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•Bincvoftot* 
tAmid,  theK,  in  order  meet, 
ireall]pf«ptr*d. 

•BMICHORUS. 

Then  all's  oompleteb 
And  DOir  let  nine  of  the  wlected  band, 
f^boie  greener  years'  befit  such  station  best. 
With  waiy  circuit  pace  around  the  grove : 
ind  guard  each  inlet ;  watchful,  lest  the  eya 
Of  bosjr  curiosity  profime 
Piy  OD  oorrites :  which  now  must  be  as  close 
As  done  i'th'  very  central  womb  of  Earth. 
Oocasioo  claims  it ;  ibr  Caractacus 
This  night  demands  admission  to  our  train. 
He,  once  oar-khig,  whilfe  ought  his  pow'r  avaiPd 
To  sste  his  country  from  the  rod  of  tyrants. 
That  daty  past,  does  wisely  now  retire 
To  end  his  days  in  secrecy  and  peace ; 
Dniid  with  Dnikls,  in  this  chief  of  groves, 
Er'n  in  the  heart  of  Mooa.    See,  he  comes  f 
How  awfiil  is  bia  port !  mark  him,  my  friends  f 
He  looks,  as  doth  the  tower,  whose  nodding  walls, 
After  the  conflict  of  Heaven's  angry  bolts, 
Fhnrn  with  a  dig:nity  unmark'd  before, 
Er'n  in  its  prime  of  strength.    Health  to  the  king  1 

CAAACTACVS,  BVILIVA,  CBOBUf. 
CABACTACOS. 

This  holy  place,  methinks,  doth  this  night  wear 
More  than  its  wonted  gloom :  Druid,  these  groves 
Hare  caught  the  dismal  colonring  of  my  soul, 
Changing  their  dark  dun  garbs  to  very  sable, 
Id  pity  to  their  guests    Haii,  hallow'd  oaks  I 
Hail,  British  bom !  who,  last  of  British  race, 
Hold  your  pirimeval  rights  by  Nature*s  charter  ; 
Not  at  the  nod  of  Caesar.    Happy  foresters. 
Ye  wave  your  .bold  beads  in  the  liberal  air; 
Nor  ask,  for  privilege,  a  pretor's  edict. 
Ye,  with  your  tough  and  intertwisted  toots. 
Grasp  the  firm  rocks  ye  sprang  from  ;  and,  erect 
lo  knotty  hardihood,  still  proudly  spread 
Your  leafy  banneis  'gainst  the  tyrumous  north, 
"Who,  Uoman  like^  anails  you.    Tell  me,  Dniid, 
Is  it  not  better  to  be  such  as  these. 
Than  be  the  thing  1  am  ? 

CHOBUS. 

To  be  the  thing, 
Iteittd  wisdom  wills,  is  ever  best. 

CABACTACOS. 

But  I  am  k)flt  to  thatpredestin'd  use 
Ebemal  wisdom  wUl'd,  and  £tly  therefore 
May  wish  a  change  (^  being.    1  was  bom 
A  king ;  and  Heav'n,  who  bade  these  warriour  oaks 
lift  their  green  shields  against  the  fiery  Sun, 
To  fence  their  subject  plain,  did  mean  that  I 
Sbonld,  with  as  firm  an  arm,  protect  my  people 
Against  the  pestilent  glare  of  Rome's  ambition. 
I  £ul'd;  and  how  I  fail'd,  thou  knoyr'st  too  weU  : 
So  does  the  babbling  worM:  and  therefore,  Druid, 
I  woqU  be  any  thing  save  what  I  am. 

CBOBUS. 

See,  to  thy  wish,  the  1x>ly  rites  prepared. 
Which,  if  Heav'o  irowns  not,  consecn^te  thee  Druid ; 
See  to  the  altar's  base  the  victims  led, 
FramSrhose  free  gushing  blood  ourself  shall  read 
Its  high  bebestt ;  which  if  asseuting  found, 
Tbett  hands  aronad  thy  chosen  limbs  shall  wrap 
Tbevastoraanctityj  whila  at  the  act, 


Yon  white-ffob'd  Bards,  sweeping  their  solemn  barps^ 
ShaU  lift  their  choral  warblings  to  the  skies, 
And  call  the  gods  to  witness.    Mean  while,  pcinoa. 
Bethink  thee  well,  if  ought  on  this  vain  Earth 
Still  holds  too  firm  an  union  with  thy  soul. 
Estranging  it  from  peace. 

CABACTACUS. 

I  had  a  queen : 
Bear  with  my  weakness,  Druid !  this  toogh  breast 
Must  heave  a  sigh,  ibr  she  is  unreveng'd. 
And  can  I  taste  true  peace,  she  nureveng'd  } 
So  cbaste,  ao  lov'd  a  queen  }  Ah,  Evelina ! 
Hang  not  thus  weeping  on  the  feeble  arm 
That  could  not  ^ve  thy  mother* 

BVBLINA. 

To  hang  thus 
Softens  the  pang  of  grief  ^  and  the  sweet  thought. 
That  a  food  fother  still  supports  his  child. 
Sheds,  on  my  pensive  mind,  such  soothing  balm. 
As  doth  the  blessing  of  these  pious  seers. 
When  most  they  wish  our  welfore.  Would  toHeav'a 
A  daughter's  presence  could  as  much  avail. 
To  ease  her  fother's  woes,  as  his  doth  muie. 

cabXctacus. 
Ever  most  gentle !  come  unto  my  bosom :  , 

Dear  pattern  of  the  precious  prize  I  lost. 
Lost,  so  inglorious  lost; — ^my  friends,  these  eyes 
Did  see  her  torn  from  my  defenceless  camp ; 
Whilst  I,  hemm'd  round  by  squadrdtaa,  eoold  noi 

save  her : 
My  boT,  still  nearer  to  the  darling  pledge, 
Bdiela  her  shri^ng  In  the  nifflan's  arm  j 
Behek),  and  fled. 

bvelina. 

Ah  !  sir,  forbear  to  wound 
My  brother's  fame ;  he  fled,  but  to  recaU 
His  scattered  forces  to  pursue  and  save  her. 

CABACTACUS. 

Daughter,  he  fled.    Now,  by  yon  graciaus  Moon, 
That  rising  saw  the  deed,  and  instant  hid 
Her  blushing  face  in  twilights  dusky  veil. 
The  flight  was  parricide. 

CV2I.XKA. 

Indeed,  indeed, 
I  know  him  valiant ;  and  not  doubt  he  fell 
'Mid  slaugbter'd  thousands  of  the  haughty  foe. 
Victim  to  filial  love.    Arviragus ! 
Thou  hadst  no  sister  near  the  bloody  field. 
Whose  sorrowing  search,  led  by  yon  orb  of  nighty 
Might  find  thy  body,  wash  with  tears  thy  wounds. 
And  wipe  them  with  her  hair. 
cBoaus. 

Peace,  virgin,  peace  » 
Nor  thou,  sad  prince,  feply;  whatever  he  is^ 
Be  he  a  c^itive,  fugitive,  or  cone, 
He  is  what  Heav'n  ordainM :  these  holy  groves 
Permit  no  exclamation  'gainst  Heav'n's  will 
To  violate  their  echoes :  Patience  here. 
Her  meek  hands  folded  on  her  modest  breast. 
In  mute  submission  lifts  th'  adoring  eye, 
Ev'n  to  the  storm  that  wrecks  her. 

EVELINA. 

Holy  Druid, 
If  ought  my  erring  tongue  has  said  pollutes 
This  sacred  place,  I  from  my  soul  a^ure  it 
And  will  these  lips  bar  with  eternal  silence. 
Rather  than  speak  a  word,  or  act  a  dead 
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IhnMet  for  tby  8tg«  d»a|bteri ;  UesMog  firA 
This  hallowed  hour,  that  takes  me  from  tbe  «Drid» 
4jm1  joins  me  to  their  sober  sisterhood. 

CHOSUS. 

1^  wisely  said.     See',  priuce,  this  prodent  maid. 
Now,  while  the  ruddy  flame  of  S})arklios  youth 
Glows  OQ  her  beauteous  cheek,  can  quit  the  world 
Without  a  sigh,  whilst  thou— 

CAIUCTACUS. 

Would  save  my 
^rom  a  base  ravisher ;  would  wish  to  plungo 
This  falchion  in  his  breast,  apd  so  airenge 
Insulted  royalty.    Ob  holy  men  I 
Ye  are  the  sons  of  piety  and  peace ; 
Ye  never  felt  the  sharp  vindictive  spur, 
That  goads  the  injur'd  warrior ;  the  hot' tide. 
That  flushes  crimson  on  the  conscious  cheek 
Of  him,  who  bums  for  glory ;  else  indeed 
Ye  much  would  pity  me :'  would  curse  the  fate 
That  coops  me  here  inactive  in  your  groves, 
Robs  me  of  hope,  tells  me  this  trusty  steel 
Must  never  cleave  one  Roman  helin  again;         ' 
Never  avenge  my  queen,  nor  free  my  country. 

CHoaus. 
Tif  Heav'n'r  high  will 

CABACTACVS. 

I  know  it,  revermd  iathen ! 
Tis  Heav'n^s  high  will,  that  these  poor  aged  eyes 
Shall  never  more  behold  that  virtoous  woman* 
To  whom  my  youth  was  constant;  'twas  HeavVs 

will 
To  take  her  from  me  at  that  very  hour*        [ho«r. 
When  best  her  love  might  sooth  me ;   that  blftck 
(May  memory  ever  rase  it  from  her  records) 
When  all  my  squadrons  fled,  and  left  their  king 
Old  and  defencelett  :  him,  who  nine  whole  years 
•  Had  taught  them  how  to  conquer :  yes,  my  friends. 
For  nine  whole  years  against  the  sons  of  rapine 
I  led  my  veterans,  oft  to  victory. 
Never  'till  then  to  shame.    Bear  with  rae,  Dmkl ; 
I've  done :  begin  the  rite^ 

cBoaus.* 

Oh  would  to  Heav'n 
A  frame  of  mind  more  fitted  to  these  rites 
Possest  thee,  prince !  that  Resignation  meek. 
That  doveey'd  Peace,  handmaid  of  Sanctity, 
Approach'd  this  altar  with  thee :  'stead  of  these. 
See  I  not  gaunt  Revenge,  ensanguined  Slaoghter* 
And  mad  Ambition,  clinging  to  thy  sonl, 
Eager  to  snatch  thee  back  to  their  domam. 
Back  to  a  vain  and  miserable  worid ; 
Wboee  misery,  and  vanity,  tho»  try'd. 
Thou  still  hotd'st  dearer  than.these  solemn  shadei. 
Where  Quiet  reigns  with  Virtue  ?  try  we  yet 
What  lioUness  can  do !  for  much  it  can : 
Much  is  the  potency  of  pious  prayer : 
And  much  the  sacred  inioeiice  convey'd 
By  sag^  mysterious  offlee :  whett  the  sool^ 
Snatch'd  by  the  power  of  music  fi^gm  her  cell 
Of  fleshly  thraldom,  feels  henelf  upborn 
On  plumes  of  ecstasy,  and  boldly  springs* 
'Mid  swelling  harmonies  and  pealing  hymnt* 
Up  to  tbe  porch  of  Hetv'n.    Strike,  then,  ye  Rards  f 
Strike  all  your  strings  i:3rmphonioos;  wake  a  strain 
May  penetrate,  may  purge,  may  porify. 
His  yet  \mhallow*d  bosom;  call  ye  hither 
The  airy  tribe,  tbn^  on  yon  mounuin  dwell* 
Ev'nonm^ieiiifilSiiosidov:  tbegr*  who  new 


Deign  visit  martal  loea*  ww  «i  some  oaose 
Of  highest  import,  but,  sublimely  shrin'd 
On  its  hoar  top  in  domes  of  chrystalUae  ioc^ 
Hold  converse  with  those  spirits,  that  posses 
Hie  skies'  pore  sapphire,  nearest  Heav'n  itKit 

ODE. 

I.  I. 

Mooa  on  Snowdon  caUs : 
Hear,  thou  king  of  mountahis,  hear ; 

Hark*  she  speaks  from  all  her  strings* 

Hark,  her  loudest  echo  rings  ; 
King  of  mountains,  bend  thine  ear : 

Send  thy  spirits,  send  them  soon 

Now,  when  midnight  and  the  Mooq* 
Meet  upon  thy  front  of  snow  : 

See,  their  gold  and  ebon  rod* 

Where  the  sober  sisters  nod. 
And  greet  in  whispers  sage  and  slow. 
Snowdon  mark !  tis  magic's  hour; 
Now  (he  mutter'd  spell  hath  power ; 
Power  to  rend  thy  ribs  of  rock* 

base  with  thunder's 


shocks 


And  burst  thy  I 

But  to  thee  no  ruder  spell, 
Shall  Mona  use,  than  those  that  dwell. 
In  music*8  secret  cells,  and  lie 
Steep*d  in  the  stream  of  harmoaj* 

Snowdon  has  heaid  the  strain  s 
Hark,  amid  the  wond'ring  grove 

Other  harpinga  answer  cUw* 

Other  voices  meet  our  eai^ 
Pinions  flutter,  shadows  move^ 

Busy  murmw9  horn  amundy 

Rustling  vestments  brash  tbe  gnmnd  ; 
Round  and  round,  and  roond  tli^  go* 

Tbrei*  the  twilight  thro'  tbe  slmde* 

Mount  the  oak's  majestic  h'eMl. 
And  gild  the  tufted  misletoe. 
Cease,  ye  glitt'rittg  raoe  of  light*       ^ 
Close  your  wings,  and  check  yonr  flight  t 
Here,  arranged  in  order  due,' 
Spread  your  robes  of  saliinoa  bn*  ; 
For  lo,  with  more  than  mortal  itn^ 
Mighty  Mador  smites  the  lyra: 
Hark,  he  sweeps  the  m«ster-«trings  ; 

Listenall 

cHoaus. 
Break  oif;  a  snilen  smoke  involves  tbe  altar  ^ 
The  central  oak  doth  shake ;  I  hear  the  sound 
Of  steps  profane ;  Ganictacna*  retire ; 
Bear  hence  the  victims;  Mona  is  polhHed. 

SBMICM0RU8. 

Father,  as  we  did  watch  tbe  eastern  side* 

We  spied  and  mstant  seiz  d  two  stranger  yoQtl^, 

TIHio,  in  the  bottom  of  a  shi|dowy  dell. 

Held  earnest  converse :  Britons  do  they  seem* 

Aqd  of  Brigantian  race. 

CBoaus. 
Haste,  drsgtfamhitkr. 

TBiLnms,  BLmmins,  cvoius. 

BLIDURUS. 

Oh  spare,  ye  mge  and  venerable  Droids  I 
Your  countrymen  and  sons. 

'CHOIIDS.^ 

And  are  ye  Britons! 
Unheard  of  profiination  I  Borne  heneU; 
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EvHi  impkwt  tMUt^  whom  ocnqoMt  OMkn  nore 

impiout, 
Woold not  bftve dar'd  to niBhty .    Oh!  forvoidfl, 
Bff  with  the  fl«reest  force  of  execration^ 
To  Mast  the  deed,  anddoen. 

Itl0O»Vt. 

Spare  the  eiiiMy 
Oh  ipara our  youth? 

CRORin. 

li  it  not  now  the  hoar. 
The  holy  hour,  vheo  to  the  cloudlen  height 
Of  yoa  ■tarr'd  ooneaTe  climba  the  fbll-orb'd  Mood, 
AOd  to  thit  nether  world  in  solemn  atillnesa 
Oires  »gn»  that  to  the  liat'ning  ear  of  Heav'n 
fiehgtoQ't  voice  abonid  plead  >  the  veiy  babe 
Knowt  thii^  andp  'chance  awaked,  hit  Kttle  hands 
Lifts  to  the  godo,  and  on  his  inuooent  couch 
Calls  down  a  blessing.    Shall  year  manly  yean 
Plead  ignorance,  and  impiouiily  prewma 
To  tread,  with  ▼tie  miconsecrated  feet, 
Od  Mona's  hallowed  plain  }  Know,  wretehes,  know. 
At  any  honr  snch  boldness  is  n  crime, 
At  this  'tis  sacrilegei 

VILLIKUS. 

Were  Mona's  plain 
MorehallowM  stni,  hallow'd  as  is  HeavVs  self. 
The  caose  might  plead  our  pardon. 

iLinuiot. 

Mighty  Dniid! 
Thw,  we  have  rashly  dar*d,  yet  fore'd  by  dnty. 
Our  ior'ieign's  mapdatfr—** 

VBtLlVVS. 

Elder  by  my  birth. 
Brother,  I  claim,  ni  right  of  eldership^ 
To  open  onr  high  embassy. 

CBOROS. 

Speak  then ; 
But  we  thy  words  answer  in  honest  wc^ht 
To  this  prond  prelude.    Youth!   they  must  be 
^       weighty, 
T  atone  for  snch  a  crime. 

▼tuntvs.  '    « 

If  then  to  give 
New  nerves  to  vaoqoish'd  valonr;  iftod<H 
What,  with  the  blessmg  of  the  gods,  may  savn 
A  bleeding  oonntry  from  oppression's  sword. 
Be  weighty  bnsineas,  know,  on  our  oommisBion» 
And  on  its  bop^  success,  that  weight  depends. 

CHOftOS. 

Declare  it  then  at  once,  briefly  and  boldly. 

▼tLinms. 
Gtnctacos  is  here. 

CBOHOS. 

Say*st  tbott,  proud  boy } 
'tis  boldly  mid,  and  grant  'twere  truly  said, 
Thihk'st  thoo  he  were  not  here  from  fraud  or  force 
Ai  safe,  as  in  a  camp  of  conqnerors  ? 
Bern,  youth,  be  would  be  guarded  by  the  gods  ; 
Their  own  high  hostage;  and  each  sacred  hair 
Of  his  selected  head,  would  in  these  caverns 
Sleep  with  the  nnannnM  silver  of  the  mine, 
Aspreeioosandassafe.    Record  the  time. 
When  Mona  e'erhetray'd  the  hnplem  wr0leh» 
Ihat  msdn  hat  fTQNs  hii  ninmi 


muxiyvs. 

Boly  Druid!  .    ^ 
Think  not  so  harshly  of  our  enterprise. 
Can  foroe,  alas !  dwell  in  our  unarm'd  hands  ? 
Can  fraud  in  our  young  bosoms }  No,  dread  seer ! 
Our  business  told,  I  trust  theuHt  soon  disclaim 
The  vain  suspicion ;  and  thy  holy  ear 
(Be  brave  Caractacus  or  here  or  abseut) 
Shall  instant  learn  it     From  the  north  we  come  || 
The  sons  of  her,  whose  heav'n-entrusted  sway 
Blesses  the  bold  Brigantes ;  men  who  firmly 
Have  three  long  moons  withstood  tliose  Roman 

powers. 
Which,  led  by  fell  Ostorias,  still  assail 
Our  frontiers :  yel  so  oft  have  our  stout  sword^ 
RepeU'd  their  hot  asmult,  that  now,  like  feloons^ 
They  hang  suspended,  loath  to  quit  their  prey. 
Nor  daring  yet  to  seize  it.    Such  the  state 
Of  08  and  Rome ;  in  which  our  prudent  mother. 
Revolving  what  might  best  secure  her  country 
From  this  impending  ruin,  gave  us  chaige 
To  seek  the  great  Caractacus,  and  call 
His  vfl!lour  to  her  aid,  to  lead  her  bands. 
To  6ght  the  cause  of  liberty  and  Britain, 
And  quell  these  ravagers. 

[Caractacus  star  U  from  b^kmd  th^  allarm 

CAIACTACVS,  VILLINUS,  SLIDUftUS,  CHOftOS. 

CAtACTACUS. 

And  ye  have  found  me; 
Friends,  ye  have  found  me :  lead  me  to  your  qoeen^ 
And  the  last  furple  drop  in  these  old  veins 
Shall  fell  for  her  and  Britain. 

CHOftUS. 

Bash,  rash  princef 

TILIIHOS. 

Ye  blest  nnmorta]  powera !  is  thia  the  man. 
The  mora  tiian  man,  who  for  nine  bloody  yenn 
Withstood  all  Rome  }  Beis ;  that  wariike  lifont^ 
SeamM  o*er  with  honest  scar%  proclaims  he  is: 
Kneel,  brother,  kneel,  while  in  his  royal  hand 
We  lodge  the  signet ;  this,  in  pledge  of  feith. 
Great  Cailismandna  sends,  and  with  it  tells  Ume 
She  has  a  nobler  pledge  than  this  behind  j 
Thy  queen— 

CAEACTACVS. 

Guiderial 

TBtLIIfVS. 

Safely  iHth  oar  mother. 

CAaACTACVS. 

How,  wben,wheraresco'd }  Mi^ty  gods,  I  thank  yej 
For  it  is  true ;  this  ngnet  speaks  it  trnsb 
Oh  teU  mo  briefly. 

▼ILLlKOfl. 

In  a  sally,  prince, 
Whieh,  wanting  abler  chieA,  my  graekms  mother 
CommHted  to  my  charge,  onr  troops  assall'd 
Oneoutwofkof  theeamp;  the  mask  of  nigbl 
Fkvottr'd  onr  an»,  and  thera  my  happy  hand 
Was  doomPd  with  otiier  prisonen  to  raleasn 
The  ci^rtive  mntrao. 

CAKACTACUB. 

Let  me  clasp  thee,  yoath. 
And  thoo  shaK  be  my  son ;  I  bad  one,  stranger, 
Jnst  of  thy  yenrs :  he  look'd  like  thee  right  honest ; 
Hskd  jnst  that  fieebora  bokluen  on  his  brow,  - 
Andyatbeisa'dBM.    Wera  it  not  for  him^ 
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Who  9M  Omni  tent,  erHi  at  this  hour  of  joy, 
Draws  tears  down  mine  old  cheek,  I  were  as  hlest 
As  the  greai  gods.    Oh,  he  has  all  disgrac'd 
His  high-bora  ancestry !  But  1*11  forget  him. 
Haste,  ETeltna,  barb  my  knotty  spear, 
Bind  fast  this  trusty  fiilchioa  to  my  thigh  ; 
My  bow,  my  target—^ 

CHORUS. 

Rash  Caractacus ! 
What  hast  thou  done }  What  doet  thou  mean  to  dol 

CAIACTACQS. 

To  save  my  country. 

CHOIOS. 

To  betray  thyself. 
That  thou  hast  done ;  the  rest  thou  can*st  not  do. 
If  Heaven  forbids ;  and  of  its  awfiil  will 
Thy  fury  recks  not.    Has  the  bleeding  victim 
PourM  a  propitious  stream  ?  The  milk-white  steeds 
Unrnn^d  and  neighing  pranc*d  with  fav'ring  steps  •  ? 
Say,  when  these  youths  approach'd,  did  nq(t  a  gust 
Of  livid  smoke  involve  the  bickering  flame  ? 
Did  not  the  forest  tremble  ?  Every  omen 
Led  thee  to  doubt  their  honesty  of  purpose ; 
And  yet,  before  their  tongues  oould  tell  that  purpose, 
Ere  I  had  tendered,  as  our  laws  oidain, 
Their  test  of  faith,  thy  rudeness  rushM  before  me. 
Infringing  my  just  rights. 

CABACTACUS. 

Druid,' methinks. 
At  such  a  time,  in  soch  a  cause,  reproof 
Might  'bate  its  sternness.    Now,  by  Heav'n,  I  fecl^ 
Beyond  all  omens,  that  within  my  breast. 
Which  marshals  me  to  conqoest;  something  here 
That  snatches  me  beyond  all  mortal  fears, 
Lifts  me  to  where  upon  her  jasper  throne 
Sits  flame-rob'd  Victory,  who  calls  me  son. 
And  crowns  me  with  a  palm,  whose  deathless  green 
Shall  bloom  when  Cssar's  HdeL 


Vain  confidence ! 


CAKACTACUS. 

Yet  I  fubmil  in  all— 

CBoaus. 
Tis  meet  thou  should'sL 
Thott  art  a  king,  a  sovereign  o'er  frail  man ; 
1  am  a  Druid,  servant  of  the  gods ; 
Such  service  is  above  such  sov'^ignty  '',  [Itpe 

As  well  thou  know'st :  if  they  should  prompt  these 

<  The  few  and  imperfect  accounts  antiquity  gives 
US  of  ceremonies,  &c.  which  are  unquestionably 
Druidical,  make  it  necessary  in  this  and  in  other 
places  of  the  drama,  to  have  recourse  to  Tscitus's 
acoount  of  the  Germans ;  amongst  whom*  if  there 
were  really  no  established  Druids,  there  was  cer- 
tainly a  great  correspondency,  in  religious  opidioBS, 
with  the  Gauls  and  Britons.  The  passage  here 
alluded  to  is.  taken  from  his  10th  chapter.  Pro- 
prium  gentis,  equorumque  quoque  preaagia  ac 
monituB  eaperiri.  Public^  aluntur  iisdem  oOmoribus 
ae  lucis,  candidi  &  nuilo  mortak  opere. contact!, 
quos  pressos  sacro  curru,  sacerdos  ac  rex,  vet  prin- 
ceps  ciyitatis  oomitantur,  hinnitos  &  fremitus  ob- 
aervant,  nee  ulli  auspicio  major  fides  non  solum 
apud  plebem,  sed  apud  proceres,  apud  sacerdotes. 

'^  The  supreme  authority  of  the  Druids  over  their 
kjpgs^  U  thus  aicertained  by  Dion.  Cbfysosiom. — 


To  fnterJiet  the  thing  thou  dai^  to  do, 
What  would  avail  thy  daring } 

CAaACTACUS. 

Holy  man ! 
But  thou  wilt  bless  it ;  Heav'n  will  bid  thee  Mess  it ; 
Thou  know'st  that,  when  wefightto  save  our  ooantry, 
We  fight  the  cause  of  Heaven.    The  man  that  bib, 
Falls  hallow'd ;  &lls  a  victim  for  the  gods ; 
For  them  and  for  their  altars, 
caoaus. 

Valiaot  prince ! 
Thiak  not  we  lightly  rate  our  country's  weal. 
Or  thee,  our  country's  champioo.    Well  we  kaoir 
The  gforioQs  meed  of  those  exalted  souls, 
Who  flame  like  thee  for  fireedom.  Markme,priDoe! 
The  time  will  come,  when  Destiny  and  Death, 
Tbron'd  in  a  burning  car  ^  the  thund'riog  wb^ 
Arm'd  with  gigantic  scythes  of  adamant. 
Shall  scour  this  field  of  life :  and  in  the  rear 
The  fiend  Oblivion :  kingdoms,  empires,  worlds 
Melt  in  the  general  blaze :  when,  lo,  from  high 
Andraste  darting,  catches  from  the  wreck 
The  roll  of  fame,  claps  her  ascending  plumes. 
And  stamps  on  orient  stars  each  patriot  name. 
Round  her  eternal  dome. 

CAXACTACUS. 

Speak  ever  thus. 
And  I  will  hear  ihee,  'tUI  attention  faint 
In  heedless  ecstacy. 

CHOIUS. 

This  tho^  we  know. 
Let  man  beware  with  headlong  zeal  to  rush 
Where  slaughter  calls :  it  is  not  courage,  prince, 
No  nor  the  pride  and  practis'd  skill  in  arms, 
That  gains  this  meed :  the  warrior  is  no  patriot, 
Save  when,  obsequious  to  the  will  of  Heav'o, 
He  draws  the  sword  of  vengeance. 

CABACTACOS. 

Surely,  Druid, 
Such  fair  occasion  speaks  the  will  of  Heav'o— 

cuoaus. 
Monarch,  perchance  thou, hast  a  foir  occasion: 
But,  if  thou  hast,  the  gods  will  soon  decbre  it : 
Their  sov'reign  will  thoq  know'st  not :   this  to  lean 
Denumds  our  search.    Ye  mortals  all  retire ! 
Leave  ye  the  grove  to  us  and  Inspiration; 
Nor  let  a  step,  or  ev'n  one  glance  profime. 
Steal  from  yoar  caverns :   stay,  my  holy  brethro, 
Ye  time-ennobled  seers,  whose  rev'rend  brows 
Full  eighty  winters  whiten ;  you,  ye  Bards, 
Leoiine,  Cadwall,  Hoel,  Cantaber, 
Attend  upon  our  slumbers :  wond'rous  men, 
Ye,  whose  skiird  fingers  know  how  best  to  lead, 
Thro'  all  the  maze  of  sonnd,  the  wayward  step 

9*ia$^  itai  viif  iUxw  #if  ini,  St  Mtw  rtSt  fimetXiSen  sBr 


•imimf  fMylXat  itM»}tt4,  s«ti  wtkiltfuff  wmx^flkm*  Hel- 
modus  also,  de  Slavis,  I.  ii.  c.  12.  asserts.  Rex  apud 
eos  modic®  est  asstimationis  in  comparatiooe  flaJni* 
nis. 

B  Strabo,  and  other  writers,  tell  us,  the  Druids 
taught,  that  the  world  was  finally  to  be  desboyed 
by  fire;  upon  which  this  allegoiy  it  feundod. 
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Of  Htfinoiijr*  ncwiQi|p  oBLp  ainI  ok 
PenmtiM$  ber  unbridled  oourw  to  rash 
Thro*  dinonance  to  concordy  iweefcest  then 
Ev'n  when  expected  hanheit    Mador,  thou 
Alone  shelt  lift  thy  voice ;  no  choral  peal 
Shall  drawn  thy  solemn  warhlings;  thou  best  know'ft 
That  opiate  cbarqi  which  lulls  corporeal  sense: 
Tboo  hast  the  key,  great  Bard  !  that  best  can  ope 
The  portal  of  the  soul ;  unlock  it  straight. 
And  lead  the  pensive  pilgrim  on  her  way. 
Through  the  vast  regions  of  futurity. 

lExeunt  CaractacuSi  Vellinus,  dTc. 


ODE. 

L  1. 
Hail^  thOQ  harp  of  Phrygian  fnme  I 

In  years  of  yore  that  Camber  bore 
FhMii  Tkoy*s  sepulchral  flame ; 

With  ancient  Brate,  to  Britahi's  shore 
The  mighty  minstrel  came : 

SQUime  upon  the  bumishM  prow. 

He  bad  thy  manly  modes  to  flow,  j 
Britain  heard  the  descant  bold, 

She  flung  her  white  arms  o'er  the  sea  ; 
Prood  m  her  leafy  bosom  to  enfold 

The  freight  of  harmony. 

L  2. 
Mute  *till  then  was  er^ry  plain, 

Save  where  the  flood  o*er  mountains  rude 
Tumbled  bis  tide  amain : 

And  Echo  from  th'  impending  wood 
Resoooded  the  hoarse  strain ; 

While  from  the  north  the  sullen  gale 

With  hollow  whistlings  shook  the  vale  ; 
Dismal  notes,  and  aoswer'd  soon 

By  aavage  howl  the  heaths  among. 
What  time  the  wolf  doth  bay  the  trembling  Moon, 

And  thin  the  bleating  throng. 

I.  3. 
ThoQ  spak'st,  imperial  lyre, 

llie  rough  roar  ceaVd,  and  airs  from  high 
Lapt  the  land  in  ecstasy : 

Fancy,  the  fairy,  with  thee  eame ; 

And  Inspiration,  bright-ey'd  dame. 
Oft  at  thy  call  would  leave  her  sapphire  sky  ; 

And,  if  not  vain  the  verse  presumes, 
Ev'n  now  some  chaste  divinity  is  near : 

For  lo !  the  sound. of  distant  plumes 
Pants  thro*  the  pathless  desert  of  the  air. 

*Tm  not  the  flight  of  her ; 

Tie  Sleep,  her  dewy  harbinger ; 
Change,  my  harp,  Oh  change  thy  measures^ 
Cull,  from  thy  mellifluous  treasures  ; 

Notes  that  steal  on  even  feet. 
Ever  slow,  yet  never  pausing, 

Mixt  with  many  a  warble  sweet. 
In  a  ling'nng  cadence  closing. 
While  the  pleas'd  power  sinks  gently  down  the  skies, 
And  seals  with  hand  of  down  the  Druid's  slumbering 
-  eyes. 

II.  1. 
Tliriee  I  pause,  and  thrioe  I  sound 

The  central  string,  and  now  I  ring 
(By  measar*d  lore  profound) 
A  aeveiilbld  chime*  and  sweep,  and  Bwinf 


To  mix  thy  rnm^c  with  the  apher6f, 

That  warble  to  immortal  eark 
Inspiration  hears  the  call ; 

She  rises  from  her  throne  above, 
And,  sudden  as  the  glancing  meteors  fall. 

She  comes,  she  fills  the  grove. 

11.  S. 
High  her  port ;  her  waving  hand 

A  pencil  bears ;  the  days,  the  yean. 
Arise  at  her  Command, 

And  each  obedient  colouring  wears. 
Lo,  where  Time's  pictured  band 

In  hoes  ethereal  glide  along ; 

Ob  mark  the  transitory  throng ; 
Now  they  dazzle,  now  they  die. 

Instant  they  flit  from  light  to  shade, 
Mark  the  blue  forms  of  faint  futurity, 

Ob  mark  them  ere  (hey  fade. 
II.  3. 

Whence  was  that  inward  groan  ? 
Why  bursts  thro'  closed  lids  the  tear  ? 
Why  uplifts  the  bristling  hair 

Its  white  and  venerable  shade  ? 

Why  down  the  consecrated  head 
Courses  in  chilly  drops  the  dew  of  fear  ? 

All  is  not  welly  the  pale^y'd  Moon 
Curtains  her  head  in  clouds,  the  stary  retire. 

Save  from  the  sultry  south  alone 
The  swart  star  flings  his  pestilential  fire  ; 

Ev'n  Sleep  herself  will  fly. 

If  not  recalPd  by  harmony. 
Wake,  my  lyre!  thy  softest  numbers. 
Such  as  nurse  ecstatic  slumbers. 
Sweet  as  tranquil  virtue  feels 

When  the  toil  of  life  is  ending, 
While  from  the  Earth  the  spirit  steals. 

And,  on  new-bom  plumes  ascending. 
Hastens  ti>  lave  in  the  bright  fount  of  day, 
'Till  Destiny  prepare  a  shrine  of  purer  day. 

[The  Druid  waHng,  tpedU. 

CHOKirs. 

It  may  not  be.     Avaunt  terrific  axe  ;  ^ 

Why  hangs  thy  bright  edge  glaring  o'er  the  grove? 

Oh  for  a  giant's  nen-e  to  ward  the  stroke ! 

It  bows,  it  falls. 

Where  am  I  ?  hush,  my  soul  I 

'Twat  all  a  dream.    Resume  no  more  the  strain ; 

llie  hour  is  past :  my  brethren  !  what  ye  saw, 

(If  what  ye  saw,  as  by  your  looks  I  read. 

Bore  like  ill-omen'd  shape)  hold  it  in  silence. 

The  midnight  air  foils  chilly  on  my  breast  $ 

And  now  I  shiver,  now  a  feverish  glow 

Scorches  my  vitals.    Hark,  some  step  approaches; 

BVE(iNA,  CHOtUS. 
•  EVELINA. 

Thus,  with  my  wayward  fears,  to  burst  unbidden 
On  yon  dread  synod,  rousing,  as  ye  seem. 
From  h(^y  trance,  appears  a  desperate  deed, 
Ev'n  to  the  wretoh  who  dares  it. 


Pronounce  the  cause. 


Virgin!  quickly 


irBLIHA. 

Bear  with  a  simple  maid 
Too  prone  to  fear;  perchance  my  foars  are  vain. 


But  yet  declate  tliem. 


C90RVS. 
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I  mtptct  OM 
The  faith  of  these  Brigantei. 

CHOIkVS. 

Says't  tboa,  Tilrgin  ? 
Heed  what  thoa  8ay*st ;  suspicion  is  a  guest 
That  in  the  breast  of  man,  of  wrathful  man, 
/     Toooft  his  welcome  finds;  yet  aeldoin  snre 
In  that  submiisrro  oahn  that  smooths  the  mind 
Of  maiden  innocenoe. 

I  know  it  well. 
Yet  must  I  still  distrust  the  elder  stranger : 
For  while  he  talks,  (and  mnch  the  flatterer  talks) 
His  brother's  silent  carriage  gives  disproof 
Of  all  his  boast;  indeed  1  marked  it  well ; 
And,  as  my  father  with  the  elder  held 
Bold  speech  and  warlike,  as  n  stiU  his  wont 
When  fir'd  with  hope  of  coM|ueBt,  oft  I  saw 
A  sigh  unbidden  heave  the  yoaoger's  breaet, 
Half  check'd  as  it  was  rais'd;  jometiraes,  metlioo|(lrt, 
His  gentle  eye  would  cast  a  glanoe  on  me, 
'  As  if  he  pitied  me  $  and  then  agam 
Would  lB:sten  on  my  ftither,  gasing  there 
To  veneration ;  then  he'd  sigh  again. 
Look  on  the  ground,  and  hang  hie  modeil  head 
Most  peorively. 

CHORUS. 

.    This  may  demand,  my  brethren, 
'  More  aerious  search.    Virgin  !  proceed. 

BVaUKA. 

'71s  true, 
My  lather,  rapt  in  high  heroic  zeal, 
His  ev'ry  thought  big  with  his  country's  freedooi, 
Heeds  not  the  different  carriage  of  these  brethren. 
The  elder  takes  him  wholly ;  yet,  methinka. 
The  younger's  manners  have  I  know  not  what, 
That  speaks  him  hr  more  artless.    This  beside^ 
Is  it  Bot  ttiw^,  if,  as  the  tale  reports. 
My  mother  sojourns  with  this  distant  queen. 
She  should  not  send  or  to  my  sire,  or  me. 
Some  fond  remembrance  of  her  love  ?  ah  !  none. 
With  tears  I  speak  it,  none,  not  her  dear  blessii^ 
Has  reachM  my  longing  ears. 

CHoaos. 

The  gods,  my  bvsthiea, 
Have  vak^  these  doubts  in  the  untainted  bieatt 
Of  this  mild  maiden  9:  Oft  to  female  softMM^ 
Oft  to  the  purity  of  viigtn  aools 
Both  Heav'n  its  veluntwy  light  di^Mnse^ 
When  victims  bleed  in  vain.     They  miHt  be  i|iiei. 
Hiethae,  good  Gantaher,  aiid  to  our  preaeue 
Summon  the  young  Brigantian* 

BVBLINA. 

Do  not  that. 
Or,  if  ye  do,  yet  treat  hun  nothing  sternly : 
The  softest  tetms  from  such  a  tender  breast 
Will  dmw  confession,  and,  tf  ye  shall  find 
The  treason  ye  suspert,  forbear  to  cane  him. 
(Not  that  my  weakness  means  to  guide  your  wisdom) 
Yet,  aa  I  think  he  would  not  wittingly 


^  Inesse  enim  sanctum  quid  4c  providum  fmminis 
putmt  Vet  aut  ceaiilia  ipsorum  aspemantur, 
ant  respeusu  negant  Tac  de  merib.  Oerm.  And 
»rabo  to  the  like  purpose,  1.  vii.    ^AmOv  yit  ^ 


Wer  doa  deed  oflMaeiM,  wm  Wpttm 
That  I  might  questim  him,  my  heart  fcrebodce 
It  more  oouM  gain  by  gentlee 
Than  wlU  the  fiercest  threats, 
caoaos. 

Perchance  it  may; 
And  quickly  Shalt  thou  try.    But  see  the  king! 
And  with  him  both  the  youths. 

xvauMA, 
^  Alaa  !  myfears 

Forewent  my  errand,  elae  had  1  inform'dthee 
That  therefore  did  I  come,  and  from  my  &tbei^ 
To  gain  admission.    Afarfc  the  younger,  Draid  ( 
How  sad  he  seems;  oft  did  he  iu  the  care 
So  fold  his  arms— — 

oioaas. 
_  Wemafthimaaeb,Mdm«k 

The  elder's  free  and  draadlcss  cosfideooe, 
Virgm,  retire  awhile  in  yoocfer  vaie^ 
Nor, 'UU  thy  royal  jbther  quite  the  gfore, 
Resume  thy  station  here. 

iEaek  Erdiaa. 

CARACTACVS,  eVORVS,  VStLIMITV,  aU9«7RVi. 

CAaAPTACUS. 

FoqgfiTe  me,  Dmid ! 
My  eager  soul  no  longer  could  susUin 
The  pangs  of  eqiectation;  hence!  sent 
The  virgin  innocenoe  of  Evelina, 
Safest  to  break  upon  your  privacy. 
She  not  ivtnm'd.  Oh  pardoo,  that  wcalM 
I  follow :  the  great  cause,  I  ftnnt,  ahaetfea  me: 
nris  yours,  >tis  freedom's,  'tis  the  eaaae«f  fleai^; 
And  sore  Heav'n  owns  it  such, 
chOrvs. 
'  Caraetacnsf 

All  that  by  sage  and  sanctimomous  rites 
Might  of  the  gods  be  ask'd,  we  have  essay'd ; 
And  yet,  nor  to  our  wish,  nor  to  their  wont. 
Gave  they  benign  assent. 

CASACTAeus. 

Oeath  to  our  hopes! 

CROROV. 

While  yet  we  lay  in  sacred  slumber  tnmc'd. 
Sullen  and  sad  to  fancy's  frighted  eye 
Did  shapes  of  dun  and  murky  hue  advance 
In  tram  tumultoout,  all  of  gesture  strange. 
And  passing  horrible :  starting  we  wak'd. 
Yet  felt  no  wakhig calm;  still  all  was  dark, 
Still  rang  our  tinkling  ears  with  screuim  of  woe : 
'^     "  still 

▼uunvs. 

_    .,  Of»h»tso«>icioos2 

Druid,  our 


R«itnuBthyw«y««dtHiM^ 

Insolent  youth !  in  soeh  tSw^HJimf  ■wad^ 
To  iniermpt  our  speech  ill  twis  thy  yem^ 


CAIACTACVS. 

n^ie  his  distress 
Ifakes  him  Ibiget,  what  else  his  reverent  seal 
WouMpayvehoily.    Think  what  he  feds, 
Poor  youth  r  who  Hbws  yon  Mooi^  heibveshe  UMO^ 
May  see  his  country  conquerM ;  seeh^mslhsr 
The  victor'e  alwe,  her  foyml  blood  ddbai^  ntem^ 
Br«ggu«  IMT  dydiii  thra^  the  thraofV  iteetoef 
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aer. 


T»  gnoe  opprankm's  tiiampk    Horrid  tfaougbt  I 
Stf ,  en  it  be  that  be»  whoK  itnmKMis  yovth 
Adds  vifQur  to  hb  ^viitiM^  e'er  can  bew 
lliis  patiently  ^  He  eomoa  to  aik  my  aid, 
And,  that  wHhheUI*  (as  now  he  needs  must  ftar) 
What  means,  alas  !  are  left  ?  Seaicb  Britain  iwind. 
What  ohicf  daies  oope  with  Rome  ?   what  Idog  bat 
.Hislgaaof  jMarerataprooonsarswiilf  [holds 

At  tMt  a  socvteed  alaTe  ? 

VBLLTHVS. 

YeSy  monarchy  T^ 
If  Hcarcn  rettrain  thy  formidable  swordy 
Or  to  its  stroke  deny  that  just  saccess 
Which  HcaT*n  alone  eaa  givey  I  fear  me  much 
Oarqoesn,  imiseifes,  nay  Britain's  self  must  perish. 

,    CASACTACVS. 

Bnt  is  act  this  a  fear  makes  riitae  vafai  f 
Tears  Irom  yon  mimstfring  regents  of  the  sky 
Their  right  ?  Pleeks  fnm  firm-handed  PiofideBoe 
The  geklBB  rsini  of  soblonary  sway. 
And  gims  tham  to  UhMi  chanoe  ?  If  this  be  so^ 
If  tyiamsy  most  kwd  ityer  the  Earth, 
Tbeie^anarehy  ioHeaY'n.  Nay,  frown  not,  Draid, 
I  do  not  think 'tis  thus. 

C80B78. 

We  trost  thou  do'st  not 

CAIACTACOS. 

Masters  of  wisdom !  No :  my  sdol  confides 
In  that  nlUhealiog  and  all-fi«nning  power. 
Who,  OQ  y>e  radiant  day  when  Time  was  bom 
Cast  his  broad  eye  upon  the  wild  of  ocean. 
And  calm'd  it  with  a  glance :  then,  plaoging  deep 
His  mighty  arm,  pluck*d  firom  iu  <Ufk  domain 
This  thione  of  freedom,  lified  it  to  light. 
Gilt  it  with  silver  cliffs,  and  called  it  Britain : 
He  dad,  and  will  ptescnre  it. 

ciioaos. 

PioQS  prince! 
Ib  that  elUheafing  and  alt-fonning  p6wer 
St  11  let  thy  sonl  confide ;  hot  not  in  men. 
No,  not  in  these,  rogeniions  as  they  seem. 
Till  they  are  try'd  by  that  high  test  of  &ith 
Oor  ancient  laws  oidain. 

fUUMVS, 

Illnstrions  seer  I 
Methinks  onr  sovereign's  signet  well  might  plead 
Her  envoy's  bith*.  Thy  pardon,  mighty  Dmid  1 
Not  for  OQiestves,  bnt  for  our  qnesn  we  plead; 
IGstmsHqg  us^  ye  wonnd  bar  hononr, 
CBottrs. 

Peace; 
Onr  will  admits  no  pariey.    Thitiier,  youths, 
Tttm  jaor  astooish'd  eves ;  behold  yon  huge 
And  unhewn  q>here  of  uTing  adamant  i^, 


io  describe  the  rockmg-stone,  of 
'  in'Wales, 


WThisIs 
wMcii  there  are  several  still  to  be  seen  in 
Cm  nwsll,  and  Derbyshire*  They  are  uuivtfsally 
wypmid^byantiqnarianBytobeDniidmonumente; 
and  Mr.  Toland  tUnks,  ••  that  the  Druids  made 
thepeqilebelievethattheyonlyconld  move  them, 
mndthatbynmiraele,  by  wliich  they  condemned. 
m  neqfBMid  tiie  auemied,  and  often  brought  erhni- 
■all  to  eonftiM  wtat  oouM  in  wo  other  way  be  ea- 
tostedftom  ttMrn.**  It  was  this  ooigeetare  which 
gswn  dM  hfait  for  Hdi  piece  of  maehhiery.  The 
BMte  aqr  fiad  »  teo^^llHi  of  «•  €f  these 


Which,  pois'd  by  magic,  rests  ita'centrtl  weight 
On  yonder  poinesd  rock :  firm  as  it  seeoss. 
Such  ts  its  strange  and  virtoeus  property, 
It  moves  obsequious  to  the  gentlest  touch 
Of  him,  whose  breast  is  pore ;  but  to  a  traitor» 
Though  ev*n  a  giant's  prowcM  nenr'd  his  arm. 
It  stands  as  <izt  as  Soowdon.    No  reply  ; 
The  gods  command  that  one  of  yon  most  now 
Approach  and  try  it :  in  your  snowy  vesti. 
Ye  priests,  involve  the  loto,  and  to  the  younger^ 
As  is  our  wont,  tender  the  choice  of  fote. 


BLIDCBVS. 

Heav'ns !  is  it  fidl'n  on  me  ? 


Ptepare  thee  for  thy  trial. 


Toang  prince,  it  is  ; 


Orarionsgods! 
Who  may  look  op  to  your  tremendous  thrones, . 
And  say  his  breast  is  pure  ?  All  searching  powen^  . 
Ye  know  already  how  and  what  1  am  ,* 
And  what  ye  mean  to  publish  me  in  Mona, 
To  that  I  yield  and  tremble. 

eaiAeTACvs. 

Rouse  thee,  youth! 
And,  with  that  courage  honest  truth  supplies, 
(For  sure  ye  both  are  true)  hasto  to  the  trial : 
BeiM»klIleadtheeon. 

CBOIVS. 

Prince,  we  mrvesfc' 
Thy  hasty  step:  to  witness  this  high  test 
Pertains  to  us  alone.    A  while  retire. 
And  in  yon  cave  his  brother  be  thy  chaige  | 
The  trial  past,  again  we  will  coofor. 
Touching  that  part  which  Heav'n's  daoidiog  choice 
Wills  thee  to  act 

[Exeunt  Caractactts  and  Yellinus. 

CHoavs,  aLiouaus. 


Now  he  the  rites  prepar*d : 
And  now,  ye  Baids,  chant  ye  that  eustom'd  hymn,  • 
The  prelade  of  this  fam'd  solemnity. 

ODE. 
I.  1. 

Thou  spirit  pure,  that  sptend'st  unseen 
Thy  pinions  o^er  this  pond'rons  sphere. 

And,  breathing  thro*  each  rigid  vein, 
Till'st  with  stapemlotts  life  tho  maihle  nBam» 
And  bid'st  it  bow  upon  iU  base, 

When  sov'reign  Tmtk  is  near) 
Spirit  invisible !  to  thee 
We  swell  the  solemn  hamMByi 

Hear  us,  and  aid : 
Thou,  that  in  rirtue's  cause 
O'er-rulest  nature's  laws. 
Oh  hear,  and  aid  with  influence  hi|^ 
The  sons  of  peace  and  piety. 

I.  2. 
Pfnt-boro  of  that  etherial  tribe 
CalI'd  into  birth  ere  time  or  plaoe^ 
Whom  wave  ner  wind  can  circnmserihej 

ing  stones  in  Cambd»o*B  Britannia,  in  his  aoeomit 
of  Pembcekesl^ ;  and  alee  several  uk  Boriaae't 
history  of  Cornwall. 
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Hein  of  the  liquid  liberty  of  light. 
That  float  on  rainbow  pennons  bright 

Thro^  all  the  wilds  of  space ; 
Yet  thou  alone  of  all  thy  kind 
Can'st  range  the  regions  of  the  mind. 

Thou  only  know'st 
That  dark  meand*ring  maze, 
"Where  wayward  Falsehood  strays, 
And,  seizing  swift  the  luridng  sprite. 
Forces  her  forth  to  shame  ani  light 
I.  3. 

Thou  can'st  enter  the  dark  cell 
Where  the  vulture  Conscience  slumbers^ 

And,  unarmed  by  charming  spell^ 

Or  magic  numbers, 
Can'st  rouse  her  frcm  her  formidable  sleep. 
And  bid  her  dart  her  raging  talons  deep : 

Yet  ah  I .  too  seldom  doth  the  furious  fiend 
Hiy  bidding  wait  ;  vindictive,  self  prepared, 

She  knows  her  torturing  time ;  too  sore  to  i%tad 
The  trembling  heart,  when  Virtue  quits  her  guard. 
Pause  then,  celestial  guest  \ 

And,  brooding  on  thinse  adamantine  sphere, 

Iffraud  approach,  spirit !  that  fraud  declare  ; 
To  Conscience  and  to  Mona  leaie  the  rest. 

CHORUS. 

Heard'st  thou  the  awful  invocation,  youth. 
Wrapt  in  those  holy  harpings  ? 
SLinuaus. 

Sage,  I  did; 
And  it  came  of  er  my  soul  as  doth  the  thunder. 
While  distant  yet,  with  an  expected  burst. 
It  threats  the  trembling  ear.    Now  to  the  trial 

cBoaus. 
Ere-  that,  bethink  thee  well  what  rigVous  doom 
Attends  tbine  act;  if  ftiiling,  certain  death : 
So  certain,  that  in  our  absolving  tongues 
Rests  not  that  power  may  save  thee :  thou  must 
die. 

IVSLINA,  EU0VBU8,  CHORUS. 
ZVELTMAt 

1)ie,  fiay'st  thou  ?  Druid  ! 


^  Lead  to  the  rock. 


ELIPURUS. 

Evelina  here ! 


cHoaus. 
No,  youth,  a  while  we  spare  tliee ; 
And,  in  our  stead,  permit  this  royal  nuuden 
To  urge  thee  first  with  virgin  gentleness; 
Respect  our  clemency,  and  meet  her  questions 
With  answers  proapt  and  true;   so  may*st  thou 
A  sterner  trial.  ftcape 

iLiDuaus. 
Rather  to  the  roek.— -- 

EVBLIKA. 

Dost  thou  disdam  me,  prince  ?  Lost  as  i  am, 
Methinks  the  daughter  of  Caractacus 
Might  merit  milder  treatment :  I  was  bom 
To  royal  hopes  and  promise,  uurs'd  i*  th'  lap 
Of  soft  prosperity ;  alas  the  change ! 
I  meant  but  to  address  a  few  brief  words 
To  this  young, prince,  and  he  doth  torn  his  eye. 
And  scorns  to  answer  me.  \ 


Ko,  'tis  the  fear- 


BLinuaus.  "^ 
Scorn  thee,  sweet  maid  ? 


tVBtlWA. 

And  can'st  thou  fear  me,  youth  ? 
Sv*n  while  I  led  a  life  of  royalty, 
I  bore  myself  to  all  with  meek  deportment. 
In  nothing  harsh,  or  cruel :  and  hove'er 
Misfortune  works  upon  the  minds  of  men 
(For  some  they  say  it  turns  to  very  stone) 
Mine  I  am  sure  it  softens.    Wert  thou  guilty, 
Yet  I  should  pity  thee ;  nay,  wert  thou  Isagoed 
To  load  this  suffering  heart  with  more  misfortuMi, 
Still  should  I  pity  thee;  nor  e'er  believe 
nrhou  wouId*st,  on  free  and  voluntary  choice. 
Betray  the  innocent. 

eLIDUBOS. 

Indeed  I  would  not 

BVSUMA. 

No,  gractoni  youth*  I  do  believe  thou  would'at  not : 
Fbr  on  thy  brow  the  liberal  hand  of  Heav*n 
Has  pourtray'd  Truth  as  visible  and  bold. 
As  were  the  pictured  suns  that  deckt  the  brows 
Of  one  brave  ancestors.    Say  then,  young  prince, 
(For  therefore  have  I  wished  to  questiop  thee) 
Bring  ye  no  token  pf  «  mother's  fondness 
To  her  expecting  child  ?  Gentle  thou  soem'st, ,. 
And  sure  that  gentleness  woolfl  prompt  thine  besit 
To  visit  and  to  sooth  with  courteous. office, 
Distress  like  her's.    A  captive  and  a  queen 
Has  more  than  copimon  claim  ftir  pity,  prince, 
And  ev'n  the  ills  of  venerable  age 
Were  cause  enough  to  move  thy  tender  natnie. 
The  tears  o'ercharge  thme  eye.     Alas,  my  feart  I 
Sickness  or  sore  infirmity  had  seized  her 
Before  thou  left'st  the  palac?,  ehe  her  lips 
Had  to  thy  care  entrusted  some  kfhd  message. 
And  blest  her  hapless  daughter  by  thy  tonguci 
Would  the  were  here  f 

ELIDURUS. 

Would  Heav^  she  weie  t 

EVELINA, 

Ahwhy? 

BLtOVKpS. 


Beeaose-youwishit, 


EVBLIKA. 


Thanks,  ingennous  youth. 
For  this  thy  courtesy.    Yet  if  the  queen 
Thy  meiher  shine  with  ^ieh  rare  qualities, 
As  Ute  thy  brother  boMta^  she  will  cdm 
Her  woes»  avd  I  shall  clasp  her  aged  knees 
Again  in  paioe<aiid'liberl9i.«^AlB8l  .  ■  •  ■  » 
He  speaks  not ;  all  my  fean  are  jueL 

What  fears  ; 
The  queen  Guideria  is  not  dead. 

EVBLIWA. 

Notdead! 
But  is  she  in  that  happy  state  of  freedom,  [yontb  > 
Which  we  were  taught  to  hope?  Why  sigh'st  thou, 
Thy  years  have  yet  been  prMp'rouSk  Dkitby&ther 
E'er  lose  a  kingdom  ?  Did  captivitjr 
£  er  seize  thy  shrieking  mother  ?  Thou  can'st  go 
To  yonder  cave,  and  find  thy  brother  safe : 
He  is  not  lost,  as  mine  is.    Youth,  thou  sigb'st 
Again;  tliou  bast  not  sure  such  cause  for  soitov; 
But  if  thpu  bast,  give  me  thy  griefe,  I  pray  thee; 
I  have  ^  heart  can  softly  sympatbiEe» 
And  sympathy  '»»  MOthiEf. 
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Sbe  tean  my  soul. 


ttlBOlVt.- 

Oh  gods  I  gods  I 
Whatthalllsmy? 


fiTELINA. 

Perchance, 
For  all  io  this  bad  world  must  have  their  woes, 
Tboa  too  hast  thine;   and  naay'st,   like  me,  he 
Haply  amid  the  ruioous  waste  of  war,     [wretched. 
'Mid  that  wild  havock,  which  those  sods  of  blood  . 
Bring  on  our  groaning  country,  some  chaste  maid, 
Whose  tender  soul  was  KnkM  by  Iotc  to  thine, 
Might  fell  the  trembling  prey  to  Roman  rage^ 
£v'n  at  the  golden  hohr,  when  huly  rites 
Had  ward  your  virtuous  vows.    If  it  were  so. 
Indeed  I  pity  her  ! 

tLiDaitui. 

Not  that:  not  that. 
Never  'till  now  did  beauty's  matchless  beam— — 
But  1  am  dumb. 

BTELTNA. 

Why  that  dejected  eye  ? 
And  why  this  silence !  that  some  weighty  grief 
O'erhangs  thy  soul,  thy  ey'ry  look  proclaims. 
Why  then  refuse  it  words }  The  heart,  that  bleeds 
From  any  stroke  of  late  or  human  wrongs. 
Loves  to  dhctose  itself,  that  listening  pity 
May  drop  a  healing  tear  upon  the  wound. 
*Tu  ODly,  when  with  inbred  horrour  smote 
At  some  base  act,  or  done,  or  to  be  done, 
That  the  recoiling  loul,  with  conscious  dread, 
SbcinlM  back  into  itself.    But  tfaou,  good  youth—- 

■Livoaus. 
GetM,  voyal  maid  !  permit  me  to  depart 

BTEtlNA. 

Yet  hear  me,  stranger.   Truth  and  «ecresy, 
Tho*  friends,  are  seldom  necessary  friends — 

Ktmunvs. 
I  go  to  Uy  my  troth-- 

.  ftrBi.r!iA. 

Oh  I  go  not  hence 
In  wrath ;  think  not,  that' I  suspect  thy  virtne: 
Yet  ignoranoe  may  oft  make  vtrtne  slide. 
And  if 

BLinVBUS. 

In  pity  spare  me. 

BTBtllTA. 

If  thy  brother 

Nay,  start  not,  do  not  turn  thine  eye  from  mine; 
Speak,  I  conjure  thee,  is  his  purpose  honest? 
I  know  the  guilty  pride,  that  barbarous  Rome 
Sets  on  ny  Ihther's  head  ;  and  gold,  vile  gold. 
Halt  BOW  a  charm  for  Britons.    Bribed  by  this. 
Shook!  he  betny  him — ^Yes,  I  see  thou  shudder'st 
AX  tba  dire  thought ;  yet  not,  as  if  'twere  Strang  ,- 
Bat  as  our  fears  were  mutual.  Ah,  young  stransrer ; 
That  Q|M0  fisoe  scarce  needs  a  tongue  to  utter 
What  works  within.    Come  then,  iogenuous  prince, 
And  instant  make  discovery  to  the  Druid, 
While  yet  *tis  not  too  late. 

ffr.inuRtTB. 

Ah!  what  discover  ? 
Say>  whom  must  I  betray  ? 

EVELINA. 

Tliy  brother. 
Vot.  XVIIL 


BtlDOBtfS. 


Ha! 


BVBLIKA. 

Who  is  no  brother,  if  his  guilty  soul  ♦ 

Teem  with  such  perfidy.     Oh  all  ye  stars  ! 

Can  he  be  brother  to  a  youth  like  thed. 

Who  would  betray  an  old  and  honoured  king. 

That  king  his  countryman,  and  one  whose  prowess 

Once  guarded  Britain  'gainst  th'  assailing  world  ? 

Can  he  be  brother  to  a  youth  like  thee. 

Who  from  a  young,  defenceless,  innocent  maid, 

Would  take  that  king  her  father  >  .make  her  suffer 

All  that  an  orphan  suffers  ?  more  perchance  : 

The  nifflan  foe. — ^O^  tears,  ye  choke  my  utterance  ! 

Can  he  be  brother  to  a  youth  like  thee. 

Who  would  defile  his  soul  by  such  black  deeds  ? 

It  cannot  be<> And  yet,  thou  still  art  silent. 

Turn,  youth,  and  see  ni&  weep.  Ab,  see  me  kneel-: 

I  am  of  royal  blood,  not  wont  to  \irwc\ : 

Yet  will  I  kneel  to  thee.     Oh  save  my  father ! 

Save  a  distressful  maiden  from  the  force 

Of  barbarous  men !  Be  thou  a  brother  to  me. 

For  mine  alas !  ah  I  {Sees  Arviragus  entering. 

ABTXBAOVS,  BVBLINA,  BtlPORVS,  CKOBBS. 
AHVtRAGOS. 

Evelina,  rise ! 
Know,  maid,  I  ne'er  will  tamely  see  theakneeJl, 
Ev*n  at  the  foot  of  Csssar. 

BVELIMA. 

Tis  himself: 
And  be  will  prove  my  father's  fears  were  false, 
False,  as  his  son  is  brave.    Thou  best  of  brothefB, 
Come  to  my  arms.    Where  hast  thou  been,  thon 

wanderer  ? 
How  wer't  thou  savM  ?  Indeed,  Arviragus, 
I  never  shed  such  tears,  since  thou  wer't  lost. 
For  these  are  tears  of  rapture. 

ARVIBAGUS. 

Evelina ! 
Fain  would  I  greet  thee,  as  a  brother  ought : 
But  wherefore  dklst  thou  kneel  1 

BVBLIKA. 

Oh  f  ask  not  now. 

ABVIBACVS. 

By  Heaven  I  must,  and  he  must  answer  me, 
Whoever  he  be.    What  art  thou,  sullen  stranger  ? 


A  Briton. 


AS  via  AGO  B.' 

Brief  and  bold. 


EVBLIKA. 

Ab,  spare  the  taunt : 
He  merits  not  thy  wrath.     Behold  the  Druids  j 
Lo,  they  advance :  with  holy  reverence  first 
Thou  must  address  their  sanctity.  ' 

AHVIRAGUS. 

I  will. 
But  see,  proud  boy,  thou  do'st  not  quit  the  grove,' 
'Till  time  allows  us  parley. 

ELIDURUS. 

Prince,  I  mean  not. 

AHVIUACUS. 

Sages,  and  sons  of  floav^n  !  Illustrious  Druids ! 
Abruptly  I  approach  your  sacred  presence ; 

Yet  such  dire  tidings 

Bb 
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Oo  thy  peril,  peace! 
Tliott  sUndi^st  accu$*d,  and  by  a  father>  Yoice, 
Of  crimes  abborr'd,  of  cowardice  and  flight ; 
And  tberefoM  may'st  not  in  these  sacred  prot es 
Utter  polluted  accents.    Quickly  say, 
'Wber«foiethoufted*st>  For  that  base  fiMtuodear'd 
IVe  hold  M  fiurther  converse. 

ARTnuoos. 

Oh  ye  goda  t 

Am  I  the  son  of  yonr  Caractacas  ? 
And  could  I  fly  i 

*    CHoaos. 

Waste  not  or  tine  or  vordst 
Bnt  tell  ui  why  thon  fled*st  ? 

At?«RAOUS. 

I  fled  not,  Druid  1 
By  the  great  gods  I  fled  not !  save  to  stop 
Our  dastard  troops,  that  basely  tam'd  their  backi. 
I  stopt,  1  rallied  them,  when  lo !  a  shaft 
Of  random  cast  did  level  me  with  earth. 
Where  pale  and  senseless,  as  the  slain  around  me, 
I  lay  till  midnight :  then,  aa  fiY>m  long  trance 
Aw<^e»  X  cnwl'd  upon  my  feeble  linfaa 
To  a  lone  cottage,  where  a  pitying  bind       {pair'd, 
Lodg'd  me,  and  noitrish'd  me.    My  ^rength  re- 
it  boou  not  tliat  I  tell,  what  bumble  arts 
Compell'd  I  U8*4  to  screen  me  from  tlie  foe. 
How  now  a  peasant  from  a  beggarly  scrip 
I  sold  cheap  food  to  staves,  that  nam'd  the  price, 
Nor  after  gave  it     Now  a  minstrel  poor 
With  ilUun'd  harp,  and  uncouth  descant  shrill 
J  ply'd  a  thriftless  trade,  and  by  such  shifts 
Did  win  obscurity  to  shroud  my  name. 
At  length  to  other  conquests  in  the  north 
Ostoritts  led  his  legions.   SAfer  now. 
Yet  not  tecure,  I  to  some  watiant  chiefr, 
Whom  war  had  spar'd,  disco\'er*d  what  I  was; 
And  with  them  plana'd,  how  sorest  we  might  draw 
Our  scatter'.d  fecoes  to  some  rocky  liistness 
In  rough  G»enw<von,  there  to  bnathe  in  flreedom. 
If  not  with  brave  incunioB  to  oppress 
The  thinly-ctation'd  foe.    And  soon  our  ait 
So  well  avail'd,  that  now  at  Snowdon's  fbot 
Full  twenty  troops  of  hardy  veterans  wait 
To  call  jn^  aim  their  leader^ 

<H0MJS. 

Valiant  youth— -^ 

nVBLIMA. 

He  is-«— T  said  1m  wa«  a  valiaat  youth. 
Nor  has  he  shamed  bis  race. 
Afloaus. 

We  do  believe 
Thy  modest  tale :  and  miy  the  righteous  gMs 
Thus  ever  shed  upon  thy  noble  breast 
Discretion's  cooling  dew.    When  nurtor'd  so^ 
Then,  only  then,  doth  valour  bloom  mature. 

AariiAeui. 
Yet  vain  is  valour,  howsoe'er  it  bloom : 
X>niid,  the  gods  frown  on  u:k    All  my  hopes 
Are  blasied ;  I  shall  ne'er  rejoin  my  friends, 
Ne*er  bless  them  with  my  father.     Holy  men, 
1  have  a  tale  to  tell,  will  shake  your  souls. 
Your  Mona  is  invaded;  Rome  approaches, 
Wn  to  these  groves  approaches. 

«£MICBOBUB. 

Horroar!  bonoiirl 


AAfltACUi. 

Late  9M  I  landed  on  yon  highest  beach, 
Where  nodding  from  the  rocks  the  poplars  flinf 
Their  8catter*d  arms,  and  dash  them  in  the  wave, 
There  were  their  Tessels  osoorM,  as  if  they  sought 
Concealment  m  the  shade,  and  as  1  past 
Up  yon  thick-planted  ridge,  I  sy^d  their  hehni 
'Mid  brakes  and  boughs  trenchM  in  the  heath  beknr, 
Where  like  a  nest  of  night-worms  did  they  glitteri 
Sprinkling  the  plain  with  brightness.  On  I  sped 
With  silent  step,  yet  oft  did  pass  so  near, 
Twaa  next  to  prodigy  I  *scap^d  unseen. 

CHOtOS. 

Their  nomber,  prince } 

ABVIRAGVS. 

Few,  if  mnie  baity  eye, 
Did  find,  and  count  them  all. 

cBoans. 
Oh  brethren,  bcvthrsn. 
Treason  and  wcrilege,  worse  foes  than  Rome, 
Have  led  Rome  hither.     Instant  seine  t|^  wreteb, 
And  bring  him  to  our  pretence. 

CHoaus,  BLDonos,  Aavnuovs. 

CBORUS. 

Say,  thou  fhlse  one ! 
What  doom  befits  the  slave  who  sells  his  oaoatry  ? 

BLin«t00« 

Death,  sudden  death ! 

caoans. 
No,  lingering  piece-meal  desth; 
And  to  such  death  thy  brother  and  thyself 
We  now  d.evote.    Villain,  jthy  deeds  ar^  knsva ; 
'Tis  known,  ye  led  the  impious  Romans  hither 
To  slaughter  us  ev*n  on  our  holy  altars* ., 

SLIDUaOS. 

That  on  my  soul  doth  lie  some  secret  grief 
lliese  looks  perforee  will  tell :  it  is  M»t  fsar, 
Druids,  it  is  not  fear  that  shakes  me  thus ; 
'l*he  great  gods  know,  it  is  not :  ye  can  never: 
For,  what  tho*  wisdom  lifts  ye  nert  those  gods. 
Ye  cannot,  like  to  them,  unlock  men's  breasu, 
And  read  their  inmost  thoughta.    Ah !  that  ye  oooU. 

aavuuQus. 
What  hast  thou  done? 

BLnioavs. 
What,  prince,  f  will  nst  tell. 

CHOIUS. 

Wretch,  there  are  means 

BLIDOaUS. 

I  know,  and  terrible  means ; 
And  'tis  both  fit,  that  you  should  try  those  meaa^ 
And  I  endure  them.    Yet  I  think,  my  patienee 
Will  for  some  space  baffle  your  torturing  fory. 

cHoavs. 
Be  that  best  known,  when  our  inflicted  goadf 
Harrow  thy  fleihl 

AB^ftAGVt. 

Stranger,  ere  this  is  ti^d 
Confess  the  whole  of  thy  black  pei^y ; 
So  black,  that  when  I  look  upon  thy  youth. 
Read  thy  mild  eye,  and  mark  thy  modtit  bm^i 
1  think  indeed,  thou  durst  not. 
gtinuBus. 
Sochn 
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liaontBOt;  ana  wmU  miller  be 
The  very  wretch  thou  leest    I'll  speak  no  mora. 

CROBOS. 

Bndnen,  tie  eo.    The  Tifgin't  ffaougfati  were  just ; 
Tha  youth  ha*  been  deoeiv'd. 

Yet,  one  word  more. 
Ton  my,  the  Romans  have  invaded  Mona : 
Ghre  me  m  sword  and  twenty  honest  Britons, 
And  I  will  quell  those  admani.    Vain  demand  ? 
Alas!  yoa  cannot:  ye  are  OMO  of  peace  s 
Beligion*k8etffi)riNdB.    lad  then  lo  torture. 

AavimAcut.    - 
Kow  OD  my  mnl  this  youth  dolh  mov<e  me  much. 

CHORVt. 

Think  not  rdigion  and  our  holy  office 
Doth  teach  us  tamely,  like  the  bleating  lamb. 
To  crouch  before  oppression,  and  with  neck 
Oatstr«tch'd  await  the  stroke.    Mistaken  boy  ! 
Did  not  strict  justice  daim  thee  for  her  victim, 
We  might  full  safely  send  thee  to  these  Romans, 
Invitins  their  hot  charge.    Know,  when  I  blow 
That  sacred  trumpet  bound  with  sable  fillets 
To  yonder  branching  oak,  the  awfol  sound 
Calls  forth  a  tbousai^  Britons  train'd  alike 
In  holy  and  in  martial  exercise. 
Not  by  such  mode  and  role,  as  Romans  use. 
Bat  of  that  fierce,  portentous,  horrible  sort. 
As  shall  appall  ev'n  Romans. 

uinuios. 

Gracioui  gods ! 
Than  there  are  hopes  Indeed.   Oh  call  them  instant. 
This  prince  will  lead  them  on :  PU  follow  him, 
Tho*  in  my  chains,  and  some  way  dash  them  round 
To  harm  the  haughty  foe. 

AaVIKAOUS. 

A  thousand  Bntons^ 
And  arm'd !  Oh  faMfcant  blow  the  sacred  trump, 
And  let  me  head  them.    Yet  methmks  this  youth-— 

caoavs. 
I  know  what  thoa  wouldst  say,  might  join  thee, 

prince. 
TVoe,  were  he  free  firom  crime,  or  had  confost. 

BLIMRUS. 

Confoat.    Ah,  think  not,  1  will  e*er 

AETiaAcns. 

Reflect.  , 

Either  tfayaeif  or  brother  must  have  wroog!d  us : 
Then  why  conceal— 

XLI0URU8. 

Hast  thou  a  brother  ?  no  ! 
Else  badst  Qiou  spared  the  word ;  and  yet  a  sister 
Lovdy  as  thine  might  more  than  teach  thee,  prince. 
What  'tii  to  havift  a  brother.    Hear  me,  Druids, 
Tim'  I  would  pri2e  an  honr  of  freedom  now 
Before  an  age  of  any  after  date : 
Tbo*  I  would  80120  it  as  the  gift  of  Heav'n, 
And  use  it  as  HearVs  gift :  yet  do  not  thinkj^ 
I  on  vrill  pnrchate  it    Oire  it  me  freely, 
1  yet  will  spurn  the  boen,  and  hug  my  chains. 
Till  yen  do  ewear  by  your  own  hoary  heads. 
My  brother  shall  be  saJis. 

CBOBVS. 

Eioellent  youth ! 
Thy  vroidB  do  iptak  thy  iool,  and  such  a  sou!. 


As 'wakes  our  wonder.  Thou  art  free^  thy  brother 
Shall  be  thine  honour's  pledge !  so  will  we  use  hum, 
As  thou  art  folse  or  true. 

BI|nOROS# 

I  ask  no  other. 

ABTiaAOUS. 

Thus  then,  my  fellow-soldier,  to  thy  clasp 
I  give  the  hand  of  friendship.    Noble  youth. 
We'll  speed,  or  die  together. . 

CHOKUf. 

Hear,  as  prince ! 
Mona  permits  not,  that  he  fight  her  batUet, 
Till  dnly  purified :  for  tho'  his  soul 
Took  up  unwittrogly  this  deed  of  baseness. 
Yet  is  lustration  meet     Learn,  that  in  vice  , 
There  is  a  noisome  rankness  unperceiv'd 
By  gross  corporeal  sense^  which  so  offends 
Heav'n's  pure  divinities,  as  us  the  stench 
Of  vapour  wafted  from  sulphureous  pool. 
Or  pcNS'nous  weed  obscene.     Hence  doth  the  man. 
Who  ev'n  converses  with  a  villain,  need 
As  much  purgation,  as  the  pallid  wretch 
'Scap'd  from  the  walls,  where  frowning  pestilence 
Spr^s  wide  her  livid  banners.    For  this  cause, 
Ye  priests,  conduct  the  youth  to  yonder  grove. 
And  do  the  needful  rites.    Mean  while  ouneJf 
Will  lead  thee,  prince,  unto  thy  fether's  presence.— 
But  bold,  the  king  comes  forth. 

lExeunt  Priesit  with  Elidorus. 

CASicCTACIJS,  ABVIRAGUS,  CHOBOS,  BVBIIVA. 
CAIACTACOS. 

My  son,  my  son ! 
What  joy,  what  transport,  doth  thine  aged  sire 
Feel  in  these  filial  foldings  I  Speak  not,  boy. 
Nor  interrupt  that  heart-felt  ecstacy  [say. 

Should  strike  us  mute.  I  know  what  thou  woulda 
Yet  prithee,  peacow    Thy  sister's  voice  hath  dear'd 

thee; 
And  could  excuse  find  words  at  this  btmt  moment. 
Trust  me,  I'd  give  it  vent    But,  'tis  enough. 
Thy  fetber  welcomes  thee  to  him  and  honour : 
Honour,  that  now  with  rapt'rous  certainty 
Calls  thee  his  own  true  offipriog.    Dost  thou  weep  } 
Ah,  if  thy  teaxt  swell  not  from  joy's  free  spring, 
I  beg  thee,  spare  them :  I  have  done  thee  wrong. 
Can  make  thee  no  atonement :  none,  alas ! 
Thy  fetber  scarce  can  bless  thee,  as  he  ought : 
Unblest  himself,  beset  with  ibes  around. 
Bereft  of  queen,  of  kingdom,  and  of  soldiers, 
He  can  but  give  thee  portk>n  of  his  dangen, 
Perchanee  and  of  his  chains :  Vet  droop  not  bor 
riftue  is  still  thnie  own.  i-  «^  «V» 

ABVIBAOVS. 

It  is,  my  fetber; 
Pure  as  from  thine  illustrious  fount  it  came; 
And  that  unsullied,  let  the  world  oppress  us  ; 
Let  fraud  and  falsehood  rivet  fetters  on  us ; 
Still  shall  our  souls  be  free :  yet  hope  is  ours, 
A^  well  as  virtue. 

CAtBACTACVS. 

Spoken  like  a  Briton. 
True,  hope  is  ours,  and  therefore  let's  prepare : 
The  moments  now  are  preoious.    Tell  us,  Druid. 
Is  it  not  meet,  we  see  the  bands  dmwn  ont; 
And  mark  their  due  array  ? 
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CH0AV8. 

Mooarch,  er'n  now 
They  skirt  the  grove. 

CARACTACUS. 

Theo  let  ut  to  their  firout— 

CHOEUS. 

Bat  if  the  traitor-youth  in  safety  lodg'd  ? 

CAKACTACUS. 

Druid,  be  fled—— 

CBOHUS* 

Oh  Mai  flight  to  Mona  ! 

CA&ACTACUg, 

But  what  of  that  ?  Arviragus  is  here, 
My  son  is  here,  let  then  the  traitor  go,         [them ; 
By  this  he  has  join'd  the  Romans  :'  let  him  join 
A  single  arm,  and  that  a  villain's  arm. 
Can  lend  but  little  aid  to  any  powers 
Opposed  to  truth  and  virtue.    Come,  my  son. 
Let's  to  the  troops,  and  marshal  them  with  speed. 
That  done,  we  from  these  venerable  men 
Will  claim  their  ready  blessing :  then  to  battle  ; 
And  the  swift  Sim  ev'n  at  his  purple  dawn 
Shall  spy  U3  crown'd  with  conquest,  or  wilh  death. 
[^Exeunt  Caractacus  ajid  Arvhragus* 

CBORU8,  SVBLIKA. 

cikoftus. 
What  may  his  flight  portend  !  Say,  Evelina, 
How  came  this  youth  to  'scape  ? 

EVEI.IKA. 

And  that  to  tell 
Will  fix  much  blame  on  my  impatient  folly : 
For,  ere  your  haUowM  lips  bad  given  permission, 
I  flew  with  eager  haste  to  bear  my  father 
News  of  his  son*s  return.     Inflam'd  with  that. 
Think  how  a  sister's  zealous  breast  must  glow  I 
Your  looks  give  mild  assent.     I  gIow*d  indeed 
With  the  dear  tale,  and  sped  me  In  his  ear 
To  pour  the  precious  tidings :  but  my  tongue 
Scarce  nam'd  Arviragus,  ere  the  false  stranger 
(As  I  bethink  me  since)  with  stealthy  pace  ' 
Fl6d  to  the  cavern's  mouth. 

CH0KU8. 

The  king  pursu'd  ? 

SVELIHA. 

Alas  !  he  mark'd  him  not,  for  'twas  the  moment. 

When  he  had  all  to  ask  and  all  to  fear, 

Touching  my  broiher'a  valour.    Hitherto 

His  safety  only,  which  but  little  mov'd  him. 

Had  reached  his  ears:  but  when  my  tongue  unfolded 

The  story  of  his  bravery  and  his  perrl,- 

Oh  how  the  tears  ooors'd  plenteous  down'his  cheeks ! 

How  did  he  lift  unto  the  Heav'ns  his  hands 

In  speechless  transport !  Yet  he  soon  bethought  him 

Of  Rom(!*s  invasion,  and  with  fiery  glance 

Surveyed  the  cavern  round ;  then  snatch'd  hisspear. 

And  meoBo'd  to  pursue  the  flying  traitor : 

But  1  with  prayers  (Ob  pardon,  if  they  crr'd) 

Withheld  bis  step,  for  to  the  left  the  youth 

Had  wing'd  his  way,  where  the  thick  underwood 

Afforded  sure  retreat     Besides,  if  found. 

Was  age  a  match  for  youth  ? 

•CBOHOS. 

>laiden,  enough ;    « 
Better  perchance  for  us,  if  be  were  captive : 
But  in  the  justice  of  their  cause,  and  Heav'n, 
DO'Mona's  sons  confide. 


BABB,  CBOBUS,  BUBDBDS,  BVBL11IA. 
BAUD. 

Druid,  the  rites 
Are  finish'd,  all  save  that  which  crowns  the  reit. 
And  which  pertains  to  thy  blest  band  alone : 
For  that  he  kneels  before  thee. 

CHORUS. 

Take  him  henoc. 
We  may  not  trust  him  forth  to  fight  car  cause. 

BLIDOaUS. 

Now  by  Andiaste's  throne- 

CHORtJS. 

Nay,  swear  not,  yobth, 
The  tie  is  broke,  that  held  thy  fealty : 
Thy  brother 's  fled. 

BLIDUBUS. 

Hed! 

CBOBVS. 

To  the  Romans  fled ; 
Yes,  thou  hast  cause  to  tremble. 

BUDOBUS. 

Ah,  Vellinm ! 
Does  thus  our  love,  does  thus  our  friendship  end ! 
Was  I  thy  brother,  youth,  and  bast  thou  left  me ! 
Yes  ,*  and  how  left  me,  cruel  as  thou  art. 
The  victim  of  thy  crimes  I 

CBOBUS. 

True,  thoa  must  die* 

BLIDURUS. 

I  pray  ye  then  on  your  best  mercy,  fiatbcrs. 
It  may  be  speedy.     I  would  fain  be  dead. 
If  this  be  life.    Yet  I  must  doubt  ev'n  that : 
For  falsehood  of  this  strange  stupendous  sort 
Setafirm-ey'd  reason  on  a  gaze,  mistrusting, 
That  what  she  sees  in  palpable  plain  form,  [rerm. 
The  stars  in  yon  blue  arch,  these  woods,  these  ca- 
Are  all  mere  tricks  of  cozenage,  nothing  real, 
The  vision  of  a  vision.     If  he's  fled, 
I  ought  to  hate  this  brother. 

CBOBUS. 

Yet  tlwtt  dostvot 

BLIDORDS. 

But  when  astoni^ment  will  give  me  leave, 
Perchance  I  shall. — And  yet  he  is  my  brother, 
And  he  was  .virtuous  once.     Yes,  ye  vile  Rnmaos, 
Yes,  I  must  die,  before  my  thirsty  sword 
Drinks  one  rich  drop  of  vengeance.  Yet.  ye  robbers, 
Yet  will  I  curse  you  with  my  dying  lips  : 
'Twas  you,  that  stole  away  my  brother's  virtue. 

CHOBDS. 

Now  then  prepare  to  die. 

BLIOUBUS. 

I  am  prepared. 
Yet,  since  I  cannot  now  (what  most  I  wish'd) 
By  manly  prowess  guard  this  lovely  maid : 
Permit  that  on  your  holiest  earth  I  kneel, 
And  pour  one  fervent  prayer  for  her  protactJOD. 
Allow  me  this,  for  tho^  you  think  ma  folse» 
The  g^s  will  hear  me. 

BVBLIBa. 

IcanboldiiokMfer! 
Oh  Druid,  Druid,  at  thy  feet  I  fall : 
Yes,  J  nsust  plead,  (away  with  virgin-bloshes) 
tor  such  a  youth  must  plead.    I'll  die  to  sate  hiHi 
Oh  Uke  my  life,  and  let  him  fight  for  Mona. 
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CBOKVS. 

Vtrgin,  arise.  *"  His  virtue  bath  redeemed  him. 
And  he  shall  fight  for  thee,  and  for  his  couoti^* 
Youth,  thank  as  with  thy  deeds.   The  time  is  short. 
And  DOW  with  reTcrence  take  oar  high  lustratioo ; 
Thrice  do  we  tpriokle  thee  with  day-break  dew 
Shook  from  the  may-thorn  blossom  i  twice  aod  i 

thrice 
Toocfa  we  thy  forehead  with  oar  holy  wand : 
Kow  thoa  art  fully  purg'd.    Now  rise  restored 
To  virtue  and  to  us.     Ueoce  then,  my  son. 
Hie  thee,  to  yonder  altar,  where  oar  Bards 
Shall  arm  thee  duly  both  with  helm  and  sword 
For  warlike  ent^rise. 

lExit  Elidurus. 

CAlACTACVa,  CROROS,  ARVfRAGUS,  BTEtlNA. 
,  CARACTACU8.  ' 

Tis  true,  my  son. 
Bold  are  Qieir  bearings,  and  1  fear  me  not 
But  they  have  hearts  will  not  belie  their  looks. 
I  like  them  welL    Yet  would  to  righteous  Heav'n 
Those  valiant  veterans,  that  on  Soowdon  guard 
Their  scanty  pittance  of  bleak  liberty, 
Were  here  to  join  them ;  we  would  teach  these  wolves, 
Tho'  we  pennit  their  rage  to  prowl  our  coasts, 
That  vengeance  'waits  them  ere  they  rob  our  altars. 
Uaii,  Druid,  hail  I  we  find  tby  valiant  guards 
Accoutred  S0|  as  well  bespeaks  the  wisdom 
That  fram'd  their  phalanx.  We  bat  wait  tby  bleisiag 
*^o  lead  tbem  'gaimt  the  foe. 

CBO&US. 

Canractacus ! 
Behold  ttfis  sword :  the  sword  of  old  Bdinns, 
Staio'd  with  the  blood  of  giants,  and  its  name 
Trifingus  ".     Many  an  age  its  charmed  blade 
Hu  slept  within  yon  consecrated  trunk. 
l^t  I  Qnsh<ath  it,  king  -,  I  wave  it  o^er  thee ; 
Mark,  what  portentous  streams  of  scarlet  light 
Flow  from  the  brandi8h*d  falchion.    On  thy  knee , 
Beceive  the  sacred  pledge.«^And  mark  our  words. 
By  the  blight  circHe  of  the  golden  San  u. 
By  tlie  brief  courses  of  the  errant  Moon^ 
^y  the  dread  pot^cy  of  every  star 
That  studs  the  n^ystic  zodiac's  burning  girth. 
By  eachj  and  all  of  these  supernal  signs, 
Wts  do  adjure  thee  with  this  trusty  blade, 
To  guard  yon  central  oak,  whose  holiest  stem 
Involves  the  spirit  of  high  Taranls: 
This  be  tbj  charge ;  to  which  in  aid  we  join 
Ourselves,  and  our  sage  brethren.    With  our  vassals 
Thy  ton  and  the  Brigantian  prince  shall  make 
Incursion  on  the  foe. 


"  The  name  of  the  enchanted  sword  in  the  Her> 
▼werSaga. 

^^  This  adjuration  is  taken  from  the  literal  form 
oftheold  Dmidical  oath,  which  they  administered 
to  their  disciples  ;  and  which  the  learned  Selden, 
in  Prolog,  de  Diis  Syr.  gives  us  from  Vettius  Valens 
Antiochenus,  I.  vit.  It  is  as  follows :  T^  reut  w«f  • 
»ylixUit  j^Mv  9tj9*fa99f  i(X*Z*  HAIOT  fdu  7t^  m/»- 
^  »M  SEAENBS  JtutftmiJH  ^^e«r,  m  vt  \uwm 
ASTCPXIN  indfUH  »ai  xukYm  ATOKAIAEKA  ZA- 
AIQN.  if  mmmfu^ttf  raSra  tx"**  *^  ^  kvMrit 
s^  ktAtrwTit  fm  fuh^iiihai,  vifm  vt  an) ' /wM^pHnr  «w 


CAtACTACUS* 

In  this,  and  all, 
Be  ours  observance  meet.    Yet  surely,  Druidy 
The  fresh  and  active  vigour  of  these  youths 
Might  better  suit  with  this  important  charge. 
Not  that  my  heart  shrinks  at  the  glorious  task. 
But  will  with  ready  zeal  pour  forth  its  blood 
Upon  the  sacred  roots,  my  firmest  courage 
Might  fail  to  save.     Yet,  fathers,  I  am  old ; 
And  if  I  fell  the  foremost  m  the  onset. 
Should  leave  a  son  behind,  might  still  defend  yoo. 

cnoftos. 
The  sacred  adjuration  we  have  utter'd   • 
May  never  be  recall'd. 

CARACTACUS. 

Then  be  it  so. 
But  do  not  think,  I  counsel  this  thru'  fear : 
Old  as  I  am,  I  trust  with  half  our  powers 
I  could  drive  back  these  Romans  to  their  ships ; 
Dastards,  that  come  as  doth  the  cow'ring  fowler 
To  tangle  me  with  snares  and  take  me  tamely ; 
Slaves,  ihey  shall  find,  that  ere  they  gain  their  prey. 
They  have  to  bant  it  boldly  with  barb'd  spears, 
An4  meet  such  conflict,  as  the  chafed  boar 
Gives  to  his  stout  assailants.    Oh  ye  gods ! 
That  I  might  instant  face  them. 

CHORUS. 

Be  thy  son's 
The  onset 

ARVIRAGUS. 

FktMB  his  soul  that  son  doth  thank  ye. 
Blessing  the  wisdom,  that  preserves  his  father ' 
Thus  to  the  last    Oh  if  the  fav'ring  gods 
Direct  this  arm,  if  their  high  will  permit 
I  pour  a  prosperous  vengeance  on  the  foe, 
I  ask  for  life  no  longer,  than  to  crown 
The  valiant  task.    Steel  then,  ye  poweirs  of  Hoav'n,  ' 
Steel  my  firm  soul  Irith  yonr  own  fortitude. 
Free  from  alloy  of  passion.    Ohre  me  courage. 
That  knows  not  rage;   revenge,  that  knows  not 

malice; 
Let  me  not  thirst  for  carnage,  but  for  conquest : 
And  conquest  gained,  sleep  vengeance  in  my  breast. 
Ere  in  its  sheath  my  sword. 

CARAGTACUSL 

Ohhearhis&therl 
If  ever  rashness  spur'd  me  on,  great  gods. 
To  acts  of  dinger  tbiratbg  for  renown ; 
If  e'er  my  eager  soul  pursu'd  its  course 
Beyond  just  reason's  limit,  visit  not 
My  faults  on  him.     I  aoa  the  thhig  you  mide  me.' 
Vindictive,  bold,  procipiute  and  fierce : 
But  as  you  gave  to  him  a  milder  mind. 
Oh  bless  him,  bless  him  with  a  milder  fate  f 

ETBLINA.        , 

Nor  yet  unheard  let  Evelina  pour 
Her  pray'rs  and  tears.    Oh  hear  a  hapless  maid. 
That  ev'n  thro'  half  the  years  her  life  has  numbered, 
Ev'n  nin^  long  years  has  dragM  a  trembling  beiug^ 
Beset  with  pains  and  perils.     Give  her  peace  ;       ^ 
And,  to  endear  it  more,  be  that  blest  peace 
Won  by  her  brother's  sword.    Oh  bless  bis  arm. 
And  bless  his  valiant  followers,  one,  and  alL 

SLIDURVS  entering  armecU 
Hear,  Heav'n !  and  let  this  pure  and  vii^  pray'r 
Plead  ev^  for  Elidurus,  whose  sad  soul 
Cannot  look  up  tQ  your  iaunortal  thrones. 
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And  urge  his  own  raqnetti  elte  wbaM  he  ask. 
That  all  the  daogers  of  th'  apfMnoacbing  fight 
Might  fall  on  htm  alcyne :  that  every  spear 
The  Rgomuos  wield  might  at  his  breast  be  aim'd ; 
Each  arrow  darted  on  his  rattling  helm ; 
That  so  the  brotlier  of  this  beauteous  maid, 
Keturning  safe  with  victory  and  peace. 
Might  b<»r  tbea  to  her  bosom, 
caoxvs. 

Now  rise  all ; 
And  Heav'n,  thai  tcnows  whal  most  ye  ought  to  ask, 
6rant  all  ye  ought  to  have.    Behold,  the  stars 
Are  fiided ;  unirenal  darkness  reims. 
Now  is  the  dreadiVit  hour,  now  will  our  torches 
Glare  with  nK>re  livid  horrour,  now  our  shrieks 
And  clanking  arms  will  more  appall  the  foe. 
But  heed,  ye  Bards,  that  for  the  sign  of  onset 
Ye  sound  the  ancientest  of  all  your  rhymes, 
Whose  birth  tradition  notes  not,  nor  who  fiam'd 
Its  lofty  strains  r  the  force  of  that  high  air 
Did  Julius  feel,  when,  fir'd  by  it,  our  lathers  - 
First  drove  him  recrsant  to  his  ships ;  and  ill 
Had  fitHd  his  second  landing,  but  that  fiite 
SilenCd  the  maitar  bard,  who  led  the  song. 
Now  forth,  brave  pair !  go,  witji  our  blessing  go ; 
Mute  be  the  march^  as  ye  aaocnd  the  bill: 
Then,  when  ye  hear  the  tonnd  of  oor  shrill  trumpet. 
Fall  on  the  foe. 

CArACTACtfS. 

Now  glory  be  thy  guide  ; 
Mde  of  my  sou),  go  forth  and  conquer. 

SVEIIIU. 

Brother, 
Tet  one  embrace.  Oh  thou  mneh-honour'd  stranger, 
1  charge  thee  fight  by  my  dear  brother's  side. 
And  shield  him  from  the  foe ;  for  he  is  breve. 
And  will  with  bold  and  well-directed  arm 
.  Return,  thy  snocour. 

lExeuni  Arviragus  and  Elidanis. 
cioaus. 
Now,  ye  priests,  witii  speed 
Strew  OB  the  altar's  height  your  sacred  leavea. 
And  licht  the  morning  flame.    But  why  is  this  ? 
Why  doth  our  brother  Mador  snatch  his  harp 
From  yonder  bough  ?  why  this  way  bend  his  step  ? 

CASACTACVS. 

He  IS  entnnc'd.    The  fillet  bursts,  that  bound 

His  liberal  locks :  bis  snowy  vestments  foil 

]n  ampler  folds  ;  and  all  his  floating  form 

Ik>th  seem  to  glisten  with  divinity  1 

Yet  is  he  speechless.    Say,  thou  chief  of  Bards, 

What  is  there  in  this  airy  vacancy, 

That  thou  with  fiery  and  irregular  glance  [breast? 

Should'st  scan  thus  wildly?  Wheiefove  besves  thy 

Wbystarti— 

cioavs. 
ODE. 
I;f. 
Hark  I  beard  ye  not  yon  footstep  dread, 
ThM  shook  the  earth  with  thundering  tread  ? 

nVas  Death.— In  haste 

The  warriour  past ; 
High  tower'd  his  helmed  head : 

I  cdark'd  his  mail,  I  mark'd  his  shield, 
1  'spy*d  the  sparkling  of  bis  sptear, 

I  saw  his  giant  arm  the  folchion  wield ;        [air. 
WUe  wav'd  the  biek'riog  blwle,  and  fir^d  the  an^ 


I.  «. 

On  me  (he  cry'd)  my  Britons,  wail. 
To  lead  3rou  to  the  field  of  fote 

1  come :  yon  car. 

That  cleaves  the  air. 
Descends  to  throne  my  state : 

I  mount  3rour  champion  and  your  god. 
My  proud  steeds  neigh  beneath  the  thong : 

Hark!  to  my  wheels  of  brass,  that  nttle  kwd ! 
Hark !  to  my  clarion  shrill ',  that  brays  the  woodi 

I.  3. 
Fear  not  now  the  fever's  fire. 

Fear  not  now  tbe  death-bed  groan. 
Pangs  that  tortore,  pains  that  tire. 

Bed-rid  age  with  feeble  moan : 
These  domestic  terrours  wait 
Houriy  at  my  palace  gate ; 

And  when  O'er  slothful  reahns  my  rod  I  wife, 

These  on  the  tyruit  king  and  coward  slave 
Rush  with  vindictive  rsgCv  and  drag  tiwm  to  thor 
grave. 

Us   1. 

But  ye,  my  sons,  at  this  high  boor 
Shall  share  the  folness  of  my  power : 

From  all  your  bows, 

In  level'd  rows. 
My  own  dread  shafts  shall  shower. 

Go  then  to  conquest,  gladly  go. 
Deal  forth  my  dole  of  destiny. 

With  all  my  ftiry  dash  the  tremblmg  foe 
Down  to  those  darksome  dens,  where  Rome^  psle 
q>ectreslie. 

H.  8. 
Where  creeps  the  ninefold  stremn  fntmud 
Her  black  inexorable  immd. 

And  on  the  bank. 

To  willows  dank. 
The  shiv'ring  ghosts  are  bound. 

Twelve  thousand  crescents  all  riiall  swell 
To  fkill-orb'd  pride,  and  foding  die, 

Ere  they  again  in  life's  gay  i 
Not  such  the  meed  that  crowns  the  sons  of  libaty. 

U.  S. 
No,  my  Britooi  1  hattle*slani. 

Rapture  gilds  your  parting  boor : 
1,  that  all  despotic  reign. 

Claim  but  there  a  moment's  power. 
Swiftly  the  soul  of  British  flame 
Animates  some  kindred  firama. 

Swiftly  to  life  and  light  triumphant  flies. 

Exults  again  in  martial  ecstasies. 
Again  for  freedom  fights,  agam  for  freedom  dies. 

CASACTACOI. 

It  does,  it  does  I  nnoooquer*d,  undismay'd. 
The  British  soul  revives--Champion,  lead  on» 
I  follow — give  me  way.    Some  blessed  shaft 
Will  rid  me  of  this  clog  of  cumb'rous  age; 
And  I  again  shall  hi  some  happier  mould 
Rise  to  redeem  my  country. 
cHoaus. 

Stay  thee,  prince. 
And  mark  what  clear  and  amber-skiited  clouds 
Rise  from  the  altar's  verge,  and  cleave  the  ikk» ; 
Oh  tis  a  prosperous  omen  1  Soon  expect 
To  hdtf  glad  tidings. 

1  Here  me  of  the  Draidt  bhm  the  ncred  tnmpel^ 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


CARACfTACUS. 


575 


tA^AeTACUS. 

I  will  lend  them  to  thee. 

CHORUS. 

Bat  Ke,  a  Bard  approaches,  and  he  bean  them: 
Elte  ii  his  eye  no  herald  to  hk  hearts 

BARD,  CBOROS,  CARACTAptIS* 
CARACTACmit 

Speedily  tall  thy  tale. 

BARD. 

A  tale  like  mine, 
1  tnift  yooreais  will  willingly  pursue  [leam, 

TTifo'  each  glad  cinsumsUnoe.     First,  monarch, 
The  Baman  troop  is  fled. 

CHORUS. 

Great  gods,  we  thank  yel 

CARACTACUS. 

Fo^ht  they  not  eie  they  fled?  Oh  tell  me  all. 

BARD. 

Sleat,  as  night,  that  wrapt  us  in  her  Teil, 

We  pac'd  op  yoadcr  hill,  whose  woody  ridge 

(VerhuDg  the  ambnsh'd  foe.    Mo  sound  was  heard, 

Step  feh,  or  sight  descry'd :  for  safely  hid, 

Beoeatb  the  purple  pall  of  sacrifice 

Did  sleep  oar  holy  fire,  nor  saw  the  air. 

Till  to  that  pass  we  came,  where  whilom  Brute 

Planted  his  fire  hoar  altars.    To  our  rites 

Tbeq  swift  we  hasted,  and  in  one  short  moment 

The  rocky  piles  wcr«-cloth»d  with  livid  flame. 

Ketr  each  a  white-rob»d  Druid,  whose  stem  vwce 

Thmider*d  deep  execrations  on  the  foe  ^*, 

Now  wakHl  our  horrid  symphony,  now  all 

Ow  harps  terrific  rang :  meanwhile  the  grove 

Trembled,  the  altars  shook,  and  thro'  our  ranks 

Our  sacred  sisters  rush'd  in  sable  robes. 

With  hair  disherel'd,  and  fimereal  brands 

Huri»d  round  with  menacing  fury.    On  they  rwh'd 

In  fierce  and  frantic  mood,  as  is  their  wont 

Amid  the  magic  rites  they  do  to  Night 

bi  tbdr  deep  dens  below.    Motions  like  these 

Were  never  dar'd  before  in  open  air  I 

CHORUS. 

Did  1  not  say,  we  had  a  pow'r  within  us* 
That  might  appall  ev'n  Romans  ? 

BAR».' 

And  it  did. 
Tbey  stood  aghast,  and  to  <mr  vollied  dftrts, 

i<  This  accomit  is  taken  from  what  history  tells 
«  did  really  happen  some  years  after,  when  the 
giwtt  of  Mona  were  destroyed  by  Suetomna  Paa- 
liDaa.    Igitor  Monam  insulam  incolis  validam,  & 
recepcaculnm  perfugarum  aggredi  paret,  navesque 
frbricatar  piano  alveo,  advcrsus  breve  Vitus  &  in- 
certnm.    Sic  Pedes  ;  equites  vado  secuti,  aut  al- 
tiores  inter  nndas,  adnantes  equis  transmisere.  Sta- 
bat  pro  litore  diversa  acies  densa  armis  virisqae, 
iDtercanantibos  fosminis:    in  modum  furiarum) 
mte  fsreli  crinibns  dejectis   faces  pr«fcrehant. 
Droidm  eircnm,  preces  diras  sublatis  ad  ccelum 
naaibus  fondentes,  novitate  aspectus  perculere  mi- 
lites  ut,  quasi  hsrantibus  membris,  immobile  cor- 
pas  Tulneribus  prasberent.     Dein  cohortationtbns 
daeis,  at  se  ipsi  stimulantes  ne  muliebre  &  fanati- 
eam  agmen  pavescerent,  ioferunt  signa,  stemunt- 
^obrkM  h  igni  sun  involvunt.  Tac.  Ann.  1.  siv. 
CSS. 


That  thick  as  hail  f^l  on  their  helms  and  corslets. 
Scarce  raia'd  a  warding  shield.    The  sacred  trumpet 
Then  rent  the  air,  and  instant  at  the  signal 
Rush'd  dowQ  Arviragus  with  all  our  vassals  ; 
A  hot,  but  short-liv'd,  conflict  then  enso'd : 
For  soon  they  fled.    I  saw  the  Romans  fly. 
Before  1  left  the  field. 

CARACtACUS. 

My  son  pursu'd  ? 

BARD. 

The  prince  and  £lidurus,  like  twin  lions. 
Did  side  by  side  engage.     Death  seem'd  to  guide 
Their  swords,  no  stroke  fell  fruitless,  every  wound 
Gave  him  a  victim. 

CARACTACUS. 

Thus,  my  friend  Ebrancus  t 
Ill-fated  prince !  didst  tbou  and  I  in  youth 
Unite  our  valours.    In  his  prime  he  fell, 
Qn  Conway's  banks  I  saw  him  fall,  and  slew 
His  murderer.— But  how  for  did  they  pursue? 

BARD. 

Fvn  to  the  ships :  for  I  descr/^d  the  rout. 
Far  as  the  twilight  gleam  would  aid  my  sight 

(!aractacv& 
Now  thanks  to  tiie  bright  star  that  rui'd  his  birth; 
Yes,  he  will  soon  return  to  claim  my  Uetting, 
And  he  shall  have  it  pour'd  in  tears  of  joy 
On  his  bold  breast !  methought  I  heard  a  step : 
Is  it  not  his  ? 

BARB. 

Tis  some  of  our  own  tram^ 
And  as  I  think,  they  lead  six  Romans  captive. 

CHORUS,  CARACTACVS,  CAfTIVlS. 
CHORUS. 

My  brethren,  tiear  the  posonen  to  the  oarera^ 
>Till  we  demand  them. 

CARACTACUS. 

Pause  ye  yet  awfaila. 
They  seem  of  bold  demeanor,  and  have  helma. 
That  speak  them  leaders.  Hear  me,  Romans,  hear* 
That  you  are  captiv^,  is  the  chance  of  war : 
Yet  captives  as  ye  are,  in  Britain's  eye  ' 
Ye  are  not  slaves.     Barbarians,  tbo'  ye  call  us. 
We  know  the  mitive  rights  man  claims  from  man. 
And  therefore  never  shall  we  gall  your  necks 
With  chains,  or  drag  you  at  our  scythed  cars 
In  arroganoe  of  triumph.    Nor  till  taught 
By  Rome  (what  Britain  sure  should  scorn  to  learn) 
Her  avarice,  will  we  barter  you  for  gold. 
True,  ye  are  eaptivcs,  and  our  country's  safety 
Forbids,  we  give  you  back  to  liberty : 
We  give  you  therefore  to  the  immortal  gods. 
To  them  we  lift  you  in  the  radiant  cloud 
Of  sacrifice.    They  may  in  limbs  of  freedom 
Replace  your  free-born  souls,  and  their  high  tnercf 
Haply  shall  to  some  better  world  advance  you  ; 
Or  else  in  this  restore  that  golden  gift,        v 
Which  lost,  leaves  life  a  burden.  Does  there  breathft 
A  wretch  so  patl'd  with  the  va'm  fear  of  death 
Can  call  this  cruelty  ?  tis  love,  'tis  mercy  j 
And  grant,  ye  gods,  if  e'er  I'm  made  a  captive, 
I  meet  the  like  foir  treatment  from  the  foe. 
Whose  stronger  star  quells  mine.  Now  lead  them  on. 
And,  while  tbey  live,  treat  them,  as  men  should  men. 
And  not  as  Rome  treats  Britain.   [Exeunt  Captiv^u 
Druid,  these. 
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£t*a  should  tb^ir  chief  escape,  may  to  the  fodt 
^Be  giyen  in  sacrifice. 

CHoaut. 

O  think  ii6t,  kincr. 
That  Mona  shall  be  Curst  by  these  dire  rites  ^\ 
£v*a  from  the  youth  of  time  yon  hdy  altar 
Has  held  the  place  thou  seest ;  agea  on  ages 
Have  there  done  sacrifice :  but  never  yet 
Streamed  it  with  human  gore»  nor  ever  shall 
While  we  hold  office  here."^  Tis  true,  that  Gaul, 
True  too,  that  Britain,  by  the  Gauls  mistaught. 
Have  done  such  deeds  of  horrour ;  deeds,  that 
Humanity,  and  call'd  from  angry  Heav'n  [shocked 
These  curses  on  our  country. 

CAaACTACCTS. 

Can  the  gods 
Behold  a  si^t  m«re  gratefal^than  the  aame. 
That  blsists  impiety  ? 

eBORQB. 

Admit,  they  cannot : 
Need  they  the  hand  of  man  to  light  that  flame  ? 
Have  not  those  gods  their  lightning?  Taranis, 
Doth  he  not  wield  the  thunder  } 

$ 

CABACTACUS. 

Holy  Druid, 
I  stand  rebuked :  will  ye  then  pardon  them  ? 

CHOBUS. 

We  say  not  that.    Vengeance  shall  have  her  course, 
But  vengeance  in  her  own  peculiar  garb. 
Not  in  the  borrowed  weeds  of  sage  religion : 
They  suit  not  her. — Whence  was  that  shriek  ? 

KVfiLIVA,  CARACTACUS,  CHORUS. 
EVELINA. 

My  father. 
Support  me,  take  me  trembling  to  your  arms ; 
All  IS  not  well.    Ah  me,  my  fears  overcome  me ! 


What 


CARACTACUS. 

my  child  ? 


STBLINA. 

*     '  Alas!  we  are  betrayed. 

Ev'n  now  as  wand'ring  in  yon  eastern  grove 
I  calPd  the  gods  to  aid  us,  the  dread  sound 
Of  many  hasty  steps  did  meet  mine  ear : 
This  way  they  prest. 

CAKACTACOS. 

Daughter,  thy  fears  are  vain. 

V  EVELINA. 

Methought  I  saw  the  flame  of  lighted  brands, 
And  what  did  glitter  to  my  dazzled  sight. 
Like  swords  and  helms. 

CAR  ACTA  CVS. 

All,  all  thc^  feeble  coinage 
Of  nuuden  fesr. 


>^  This  and  the  four  following  speeches  to  the 
end  of  the  sdene  were  printed  in  the  first  edition  of 

*  this  poem,  but  cancelled  before  publication;  be- 
cause some  of  my  critical  friends  thought  them 
not,  supported  by  historical  authority :  yet  as  they 
add  to  the  consistency  and  dignity  of  the  Druidical 
character  as  delineated  through  the  rest  of  the 

'  Drama,  and  give  them  an  air  of  propriety  and  con- 
sequently of  probability,  I  have  chosen  in  this  edi- 

'tion  to  reinstate  them. 


BVBLnCA. 

Nay,  if  mine  ear  mistook  not, 
I  heard  the  traitor's  voice  who  that  way  'scap*d. 
Calling  to  arms. 

qABACTACUS. 

Away  with  idle  terronrs  I 
Know,  thy  brave  brother*s  helm  is  crown'd  with 

conquest. 
Our  foes  are  fled,  their  leaders  are  our  eaptives. 
Smile,  my  lov'd  child,  and  imitate  tbe  Sun, 
That  rises  ruddy  from  behind  yon  oaks 
To  hail  him  victor. 

caoROS. 

That  the  rising  Son ! 
Oh  horrour !  horrour  I  sacrilegious  fires       [sound 
Devour  our  groves:  they  blaze,  they  blaze!  Oh 
The  trump  again  -y  recall  the  prince,  or  all 
Is  lost. 

CARACTACUS. 

Druid,  where  is  thy  fortitude  ? 
Do  not  I  live  >  Is  not  this  holy  sword 
YvcxA  in  my  gra^p  ?  I  will  preserve  your  groves. 
Britons,  I  go :  let  those  that  dare  die  nobly. 
Follow,  my  step.  {Exit  Caractacus. 

SVBLINA. 

Oh  whither  does  he  go  ? 
Return,  return  :  ye  holy  men,  recall  him. 
What  is  his  arm  against  a  host  of  Romans  ? 
Oh  I  have  lost  a  father  1 

CHoaus. 

Ruthless  gods  I 
Ye  take  away  our  souls :  a  general  panic 
Reigns  thro'  the  grove.     Oh  fly,  my  brethren,  fly, 
To  aid  tbe  king,  fly  to  preserve  your  altars ! 
Alas  1  'tis  aH  in  vain  \  our  fiite  is  fixt. 
Look  there,  look  there,  thou  miserable  maid  \ 
Behold  thy  bleeding  brother.  • 

ARVIRAOUS,  BLIDUBUS,  EVELINA,  CHOEVS. 
ARVIRAGUS. 

Thanks,  good  youth! 
Safe  hast  thou  brought  me  to  that  holy  spot. 
Where  I  did  wish  to  die.     Support  me  still. 
Oh,  I  am  sick  to  death.    Yet  one  step  more : 
Now  lay  me  gently  down.     I  would  drag  out 
This  life,  tho*  at  some  cost  of  thn^  and  pangs. 
Just  long  enough  to  claim  my  fiither'a  blessing, 
And  sigh  my  last  breath  in  my  sister's  arms. — 
And  here  she  kneels,  poor  nsaid  I  all  dumb  with 
Restiain  thy  sorrow,  gentlest  £veliaa.  [grief. 

True,  thou  dost  see  me  bleed :  I  bleed  to  death. 

EVELINA. 

Say'st  thou  to  death  ?  Oh  gods  \  the  barbed  shsit 
Is  buried  in  his  breast.    Yes,  he  must  die. 
And  I,  alas !  am  doom'd  to  see  him  die. 
Where  are  your  healing  arts,  medicinal  herh^ 
Ye  holy  men,  your  wonder-working  spells  ? 
Pluck  me  but  out  this  shaft,  stanch  but  this  bloody 
And  I  will  call  down  blessings  on  your  beads 
With  such  a  fervency — And  can  .ye  not ! 
ITien  let  me  beg  you  on  my  bended  knee. 
Give  to  my  misery  some  opiate  drug. 
May  shut  up  all  my  senses. — Yiss,  good  fatben^ 
Mingle  the  potion  so,  that  it  may  kill  me 
Just  at  the  instant,  this  poor  langnisher 
Heaves  his  last  sigh. 
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'  AftfUIAOOI. 

Talk  not  thus  wildly,  giiter, 
Tkiftk  an  our  frther's  «ge-< — 

BTBLINA. 

Alas  I  mylnrother! 
We  have  no  father  now  ;  or  if  we  have, 
He  is  a  captive. 

AETIRAQUa. 

Captire !  Oh  my  wound ! 
It  stings  me  now — But  is  it  so  ? 

[Tunwig  to  the  Chorus* 

CHOKUS. 

Alasl 
We  know  no  more,  save  that  he  sallied  single 
To  meet  the  foe,  whose  unexpected  host 
Round  by  the  east  had  wound  their  firaudful  march, 
And  fir'd  our  groves. 

BLIDURUS. 

Oh  &ta],  £ital  valour ! 
Then  is  he  seizM,  or  slain. 

AEVIEAOUS, 

Too  qnre  he  is ! 
Druid,  not  half  the  Romans  met  our  swords  | 
We  found  the  fraud  too  late :  the  rest  are  yonder, 

CHoaus. 
How  could  they  gain  the  pass  ? 

AftVlRAOUS. 

The  wretch,  that  fled 
That  way,  retumM.  conducting  half  their  powers ; 
And  — But  thy  pardon,  youth,  I  will  not  woimd  thee. 
He  is  thy  brother. 

BLIOURUS. 

Thus  my  honest  sword 
Shall  force  the  blood  from  the  detested  heart. 
That  holds  alliance  with  hinu 

ARVIRAGUa. 

Elidums. 
Hold,  on  our  friendship,  hold.    Thou  noble  youth. 
Look  oo  this  innocent  maid.    She  must  to  Rome, 
Chptive  to  Rome.    Thou  see'st  warm  life  flow  from 

me. 
Ere  longsheMl  have  no  brother.  Heav'n's  my  witness, 
I  do  not  wish,  that  thou  shouldst  live  the  slave 
Of  Rome :  but  yet  she  is  my  sister. 

BLinURUS. 

Prince! 
Tboa  urgest  that,  might  make  me  drag  an  age 
In  fetters  worse  than  Roman.    I  will  live, 
Aad  while  I  live 

Enter  iard. 

Fly  to  your  caverns,  Druids, 
The  grove's  beset  around.    The  chief  approaches. 

CHORUS. 

Let  him  approach,  we  will  confront  his  pride  ; 
The  seer  that  rules  amid  the  groves  of  Mona 
Has  not  to  fearhis  fiiry.    What  tbo*  age 
Slacken  our  sinews;  what  tho*  shield  and  sword 
Give  not  their  iron  aid  to  guard  our  body  ; 
Yet  virtue  arms  our  soul,  and  'gainst  that  panoply 
What  'vails  tlie  rage  of  robbers  ?    Let  him  come. 

ARVIRAOUS. 

I  faiot  apeoe. — ^Ye  venerable  men. 
If  ye  can  save  this  body  from  pollutioD, 
If  ye  can  tomb  me  in  this  sacrad  place, 
Itnutyewill.    (  fought  to  save  thoe  grovas. 


And,  fruitless  tbo*  I  fought,  tome  grateful  oak, 
I  trust  will  spread  its  reverential  gloom 
O'er  my  pale  asbes — Ah !  that  pang  was  death  ? 
My  sister,  oh  • IDtn, 


ELIDURUS. 

She  faints  I  ah  raise  her!- 


Yei, 


Now  he  is  dead.     I  felt  his  spirit  go 

In  a  cold  sigh,  and  as  it  past,  methought 

It  paused  awhile,  and  trembled  on  my  lips ! 

Take  me  not  from  him :  bieathless  as  he  is. 

He  is  my  brother  still,  and  if  the  gods 

Do  please  to  grace  biin  with  some  happier  being. 

They  ne'er  can  give  to  him  a  fonder  sister. 

CBORUS. 

Brethren,  surround  the  corse,  and,  ere  the  fbe 

Approaches,  chant  with  meet  solemnity 

That  grateful  dirge  your  dying  champion  claims 

SBMICHOROS. 

Lo,  where  incumbent  o'er  the  shade 
Rome's  rav'oing'eagle  bows  her  beaked  head  1 
Yet  while  a  moment  fate  affords, 
While  yet  a  moment  freedom  stays. 
That  moment,  which  outweighs 
Eternity's  unmeasured  hoards. 
Shall  Mona's  grateful  bards  employ 
To  hymn  their  godlike  hero  to  the  sky. 

SBMICaORUS. 

Ring  out,  ye  mortal  strings  | 
Answer  thou  heav'nly  harp,  instinct  with  spirit  ail- 
That  o'er  the  jasper  arch  self-warbliog  swings 
Of  blest  Andraste*s  throne: 
Thy  sacred  sounds  alone 
Can  celebrate  the  fell 
Of  bold  Arviragus— *• 

Enter  Aulus  Bidius  and  Romans, 

AVVaU  DIDIDS,  CBORUS,  EVBLIMA,  BLIDURUi. 

AULUS  Dinius. 

Ye  bloody  priests^ 
Behold  we  burst  on  your  infernal  rites. 
And  bid  you  pause.    InsUnt  restore  our  soldien. 
Nor  hope  that  supentition's  ruthless  step 
Shall  wade  in  Rom^n  gore.    Ye  savage  men. 
Did  not  our  laws  give  license  to  all  faiths. 
We  would  o'ertum  your  altan,  headlong  heave 
These  shapeless  symbols  of  your  barbarous  gods  ^, 
And  let  the  golden  Sun  into  your  caves. 

CHORUS. 

Servant  of  Caesar,  has  thine  impious  tongue 
Spent  the  black  venom  of  its  blasphemy  ? 
It  has.    Then  Uke  our  curses  on  thine  head, 
Ev»n  his  fell  cfirses,  who  doth  reign  in  Mona, 
Vicegepent  of  those  gods  thy  pride  insults. 

w  The  Druids  did  not  really  worship  the  dlvmitw 
nnder  any  symbol.  But  this  is  put  intentionally 
into  the  mouth  of  the  Roman,  as  mistaking  the 
rude  stones  placed  round  the  giove,  for  idola  Thus 
Lucan  in  his  beautiful  description  of  a  Druid  grove, 
simulacraque  moBSta  deorom  ' 

Arte  careot,  cttsisque  extant  informia  truncis. 

Phar.  Lib.  ill. 
Some  imagery  from  the  same  description  is  alia 
borrowed  in  the  opeainf  of  the  drama* 
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AVLUS  OlMUf.  . 

Bold  pnegt,  I  sconi  thy  cunes,  and  thyielf. 
Soldien,  go  search  the  caves,  and  free  the  prifosen. 
Take  heicd,  ye  seize  Caractacua  alive. 
Arrest  yoo  youth ;  load  him  with  heaviest  irooSy 
He  shall  to  Cesar  answer  for  Mi  crime. 

ILIDUKUS. 

I  stand  prepared  to  triamph  in  my  crime. 

AOLCS  DIDIUS. 

Tis  well,  proud  boy — ^Look  to  the  beaatao«u  maid, 

[7b  Ute  soldiers. 
That  tranc'd  in  grief,  bends  o'er  yon  bleeding  corse. 
Respect  her  sorrows. 

BVBLINA. 

Hence,  ye  barbanms  men. 
Ye  shall  not  take  him  weltering  Uius  in  blood. 
To  show  at  Rome,  what  British  virtue  was. 
Avaunt !  the  breathless  body  that  ye  touch 
Was  once  Arviragus ! 

AULVS  ninios. 

Fear  us  not,  princeis. 
We  reverence  the  dead. 

CHORUS. 

Would  too  to  Heav*n, 
Ye  reverenc'd  the  gods  but  ev'n  enough 
Not  to  debase  with  slavery's  cruel  chain. 
What  they  created  free. 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

The  Romans  fight 
Not  to  aislave,  but  humanize  the  world. 

CHOIUS. 

Go  to,  we  will  not  parley  with  thee,  Roman : 
Instant  pronounce  our  doom. 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

Hear  it,  and  thank  us. 
This  once  our  clemency  shall  spare  your  groves. 
If  at  our  call  ye  yield  the  British  king: 
Yet  learn,  when  next  ye  aid  the  foes  of  GsBsar, 
That  each  old  oak,  whose  solemn  gloom  ye  boast. 
Shall  bow  beneath  our  axes. 

CBOBUB. 

Be  they  blasted, 
When'er  their  shade  forgets  to  shelter  virtue. 

Enter  babd* 
Mourn,  Mona,  mourn.    Caractacbs  is  captive ! 
And  dost  thou  smile,  false  Roman  ?  I>o  not  think 
He  fell  an  easy  prey.  tXnow,  ere  he^idded. 
Thy  bravest  veterans  bled.    He  too,  thy  spy. 
The  base  Brigantian  prince,  hath  seafd  his  fWiud 
With  death.    Bursting  thro*  armed  ranks,  that 
The  caitiff  round,  the  breve  Caractacus     [bemm'd 
Seiz'd  his  fiilse  throat;  and  as  he  gave  him  death 
IndignAnt  thunder'd,  *'  Thus  is  my  last  stroke 
The  stroke  of  justice."  Numbers  then  opprest  him : 
'  I  saw  the  slave,  that  cowardly  behind 
Pinion'd  his  arms ;  I  saw  the  sacred  sword 
Wrtth'd  from  his  grasp :  1  saw,  what  now  ye  see. 
Inglorious  sight !  those  barbarous  bonds  upon  him^ 

CABACTACUS,  AULUS  DIDIUS,  CBOKUf,  &C. 
CABACTACUS. 

Romans,  methioka  the  malice  of  your  tyrant 
Might  ftimish  heavier  chains.    CNd  as  I  am, 
And  withered  as  you  see  these  war-worn  limbs. 
Trust  me,  they  shall  support  the  weightiest  load 
iDjustke  dares  in 


Proud  crerted  soldStr  [To  XMm, 
Who  seem'st  the  niiistPi'HnQver  in  this  bunness. 
Say,  dost  thou  read  less  terrour  on  my  brow. 
Than  when  thou  met'st  me  in  the  fields  of  war 
Heading  my  nations  ?  No,  my  free-boro  soul 
Has  scorn  still  left  to  sparkle  thro'  these  eyes. 
And  frowil  defiance  on  thee.   ■        b  it  thus ! 

[Seeing  his  swU  botb/t 
Then  Fm  indeed  a  captive.    Mighty  gods  t 
My  soul,  my  soul  submits:  patient  it  bears  ^ 
The  ponderous  load  of  grief  ye  heap  upon  it 
Yes,  it  will  grovel  in  thw  shatter*d  breast, 
And  be  the  sad  tanoe  thing,  it  ought  to  be, 
Coopt  in  a  servile  body. 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

Droop  not,  king. 
When  Clandias,  the  great  master  of  the  world, 
Shall  hear  the  noble  story  oi  thy  valour. 
His  pity 

CABACTACUS. 

Gan  a  Roman  pity,  soldier? 
And  if  he  can,  gods  !  must  a  Briton  bear  it  ? 
Arviragus,  my  bold,  my  breathless  boy, 
Thou  hast  escaped  such  pity ;  thou  art  free. 
Here  in  high  Mona  shall  thy  noble  limbs 
Rest  in  a  noble  grave ;  poetetity 
Shall  to  thy  tomb  with  annual  reverance  bring 
Sepulchral  stones,  and  pile  them  to  the  clouds ; 
Whilst  mine      ■ 

AULUS  DIDIUS. 

The  mom  doth  hasten  oar  departarSi 
Prepare  thee,  king,  to  go :  a  fov*ring  gale 
Now  swells  our  sails. 

CABACTACUB. 

Inhuman,  that  tbotfart  1 
Dost  thou  deny  a  moment  for  a  fother 
To  shed  a  few  warm  tean  o^er  bis  dead  son  ? 
I  tell  thee,  chief,  this  act  might  claim  a  life. 
To  do  it  duly;  even  a  longer  Kfe, 
Than  sorrow  ever  suffered.    Gruel  man ! 
And  thou  deniest  me  itfoments.    Be  it  so. 
I  know  you  Romans  weep  not  for  your  children; 
Ye  triumph  o'er  your  tears,  and  think  it  vakmr; 
I  triumph  in  my  tean.    Yes,  best-loVd  boy. 
Yes,  I  can  weep,  can  fell  upon  thy  cone. 
And  I  can  tear  my  hairs,  theee  few  grey  hairs, 
The  only  honours  war  and  age  hath  left  me. 
Ah  SGQ !  thou  might'st  have  tul'd  o'er  maay  natioiiSi 
As  did  thy  royal  ancestry :  but  I, 
Rash  that  I  was,  ne'er  knew  the  goMen  curb 
Discretion  hangs  on  brev'ry :  else  perchance 
These  men,  that  fasten  fetten  on  thy^fether,  [ihi|^ 
Had  sued  to  him  for  peace,  and  clahn'd  his  frieod* 

AULUS  DIDtUS. 

But  thou  wast  still  implacable  to  Rom^ 
And  soom'd  her  friendship. 

CABACTACUS  Starting  vpfram  the  hoAf, 

Soldier,  I  had  arms  ^, 
Had  neighing  steeds  to  whiri  my  iron  can, 
Had  wealth,  dominion.    Dost  thou  wonder,  RoouOt 
I  fought  to  save  them  ?  What  if  Caesar  aims, 

i*?  This  passage,  and  some  othen  in  this  scene, 
are  taken  from  CaraiBtacas's  femous  speech  in  Ta- 
citus, before  tlie  throne  of  Claudius;  bat  here 
adapted  to  bis  dramiitic  character. 
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To  lord  H  wiiveml  o'er  the  werld, 

Shall  tbe  world  tamely  croueb  at  CaBar»s  footstool  ? 

AVLUS  ]>i»ni8. 
Read  in  thy  fcte  our  anawer.    Yet  if  sooner 
Thy  pride  bad  yielded-^— 

CARACTACVS. 

Thank  thy  gods,  I  did  not 
Had  it  been  so,  the  glory  of  thy  master, 
Like  my  misfortunes,  had  been  short  and  trivial. 
Oblivion's  ready  prey :  now,  after  struggling 
Nine  years,  and  that  right  bravely  'gainst  a  tyrant, 
I  am  hie  alave  to  treat  as  seems  him  good ; 
If  cruelly,  'twill  be  an  easy  task 
To  bow  a  wretch,  alas !  how  bow'd  already ! 
Down  to  the  dust :  if  well,  his  clemency,        [men. 
When  trick'd  and  vamish'd  by  your  glossing  pen- 
Will  shine  in  honoar's  annals,  and  adorn 
Himself ;  .it  boots  not  me.    Look  there,  look  there. 
The  slave  that  shot  that  dart,  kill'd  ev'ry  hope 
OfhMtCaractacttsI  Arise,  my  daughter, 
Alas !  poor  prince,  art  tboa  too  in  vile  fetters  } 

[To  Elldorus. 
Come  hither,  yonth :  be  thou  to  me  a  son, 
To  her  a  brother.    Tbns  with  trembling  arms 
J  lead  yon  forth ;  children,  we  go  to  Rome. 
Weep'st  thoo,  my  giri  }  1  prithee  hoard  thy  tears 
For  the  sad  meeting  of  thy  captive  mother :  ^ 
For  we  bave  much  to  tell  her,  much  to  say 
Of  these  good  men,  who  nurturM  us  in  Mona ; 
Much  of  the  fraud  and  malice,  that  purso'd  us ; 
Much  of  her  son,  who  pour'd  his  |h«cious  blood 
To  save  his  sire  and  sister :  think'st  thou,  maid. 
Her  gcDtleness  can  hear  the  tale,  and  live  ? 
And  yet  she  mnst.    Oh  gods,  I  grow  a  ulker ! 
Grief  and  old  age  are  ever  full  of  words : 
But  ril  be  mute.    Adieu  J  ye  holy  men ; 
Yet  one  look  more— Now  lead  us  hence  for  ever. 


ENGLISH  GARDEN i 
A  POEM: 

IH  FOUa  BOOKS, 


A  garden  is  the  purest  of  human  pleasures :  it  is 
the  grestest  refreshment  to  the  spirits  of  man, 
withoot  which  buildings  and  palaces  are  but  gross 
bandy-woriu.  And  a  man  shall  ever  see,  that 
when  ages  grow  to  civility  and  elegancy,  men 
come  to  bnild  stately,  sooner  than  to  garden 
finely :  as  if  gatdeniqg  were  the  greater  perfsc- 

Vemlam. 


BOOK  THE  FIRST. 

To  Ihee,  divine  Simplicity  !  to  thee, 
Best  arbKress  of  what  is  good  and  fair. 
This  verse  belongs.    O,  as  it  freely  fiows. 
Give  it  thy  powers  of  pleasing  :  else  in  vain 
It  etrires  to  teach  the  rules,  from  Nature  drawn, 
Of  import  high  to  those  whose  taste  would  add 
To  Nature's  careless  graces  ;  loveliest  then. 
When,  o'er  her  form,  thy  easy  skill  has  taught 
The  robe  of  Spring  in  ampler  folds  to  flow. 
Haste  goddess !  tothewoods.  the  lawns,  the  valei; 


That  lie  in  rude  Imumance,  and  bat  wait 

Thy  call  to  bloom  with  beauty.    1  meanwhile^ 

Attendant  on  thy  sUte  serene,  will  mark 

Its  fkery  progress ;  wake  th'  accordant  string  i 

And  tell  how  far,  beyond  the  transient  glare 

Of  fickle  fiuhbn,  or  of  formal  art. 

Thy  flowery  woiks  with  charm  perenual  pleases 

Ye  too,  ye  sister  powers  I  that,  at  my  birth. 
Auspicious  smii'd ;  and  o'er  ray  eiadle  drop'd 
Those  magic  seeds  of  foncy,  which  produce 
A  poet's  feeling,  and  a  painter's  eye. 
Come  to  your  votary's  aid.    For  well  ye  know 
How  soon  my  infont  accents  lisp'd  the  rhyme. 
How  soon  my  hands  the  mimic  colours  spread. 
And  vainly  strove  to  snatch  a  double  wreath 
From  Fame's  unfiling  laurel :  fnTtUess  aim  | 
Yet  not  infl^orious ;  nor  perchance  devoid 
Of  friendly  use  to  this  fair  argument ; 
If  so,  with  lenient  smiles,  ye  deign  to  cheer. 
At  this  sad  hour,  my  desolated  soul. 
For  deem  not  ye  that  I  resume  the  strain 
To  court  the  world's  applause :  my  years  mature 
Have  leam'd  to  sUght  the  toy.    No»  'tis  to  sooth 
That  agony  of  heart,  which  they  alone. 
Who  best  have  lov'd,  who  best  have  been  belov'd. 
Can  feel,  or  pity  ;  sympathy  severe  1 
Which  she  too  fUt,  when  on  her  pallid  lip 
The  last  farewell  hang  tremblinf  ,  and  bopoke 
A  wish  to  linger  here,  and  bless  the  arms 
She  left  for  Heav'n.  She  died,  and  Heav'n  is  hers  I 
Be  mine  the  pensive  solitary  balm 
That  recollection  yields.    Yes,  angel  pure ! 
While  memory  holds  her  seat,  thy  image  still 
Shall  reign,  shall  triumph  there ;  and  when,  as  BO«r« 
Imagination  forms  a  nymph  divine 
To  lead  the  fluent  strain,  thy  modest  blush. 
Thy  mild  demeanor,  thy  unpractis'd  smile 
Shall  grace  that  nymph,  apd  sweet  Simplicity 
Be  dress'd  (ah  meek  jif  aria  ! )  in  thy  charms. 

B^n  the  song  \  and  ye  of  Albion's  sons 
Attend;  ye  freedom,  ye  ingenuous  few. 
Who  heirs  of  competence,  if  not  of  wealth. 
Preserve  that  vestal  purity  of  soul  [youths. 

Whence  genuine  taste  proceeds.    To  you,  blest 
I  sing ;  whether  in  Academic  groves 
Studeous  ye  rove  ;  or,  fraught  with  learning's  slores» 
Visit  the  latian  plain,  fond  to  transplant 
Those  arts  which  Greece  did,  with  her  liberty. 
Resign  to  Rome.    Yet  know,  the  art  I  sing 
Ev'n  there  ye  shall  not  learn.    Rome  knew  it  not 
While  Rome  was  firee :  ah  1  hope  not  then  to  find 
In  slavish  superstitious  Rome  the  foir 
Remains.    Meaqwhile,  of  old  and  classic  aid 
Tho'  fruitless  be  the  search,  your  eyes  eotranc'd 
Shall  catch  those  glowingscenes,that  taught  a  Claude 
To  grace  his  canvass  with  Hesperian  hues : 
And  scenes  like  these,  on  memory's  tablet  drawn. 
Bring  back  to  Britain ;  there  give  local  form 
To  each  idea;  and  if  Nature  lend 
Materials  fit  of  torrent,  rock,  and  shade, 
Produce  new  Tivolis.    But  learn  to  rein, 
O  youth !  whose  skill  essays  the  arduous  task, 
That  skill  within  the  limit  she  allows. 
Great  Nature  scorns  oototrol :  she  will  not  bew 
One  beauty  fioreign  to  the  spot  or  sogl 
She  gives  thee  to  adorn :  'tis  thins  alone 
To  mend,  not  change  her  features.    IXies  her  hand 
Stretch  forth  a  level  lawa  ?  Ah,  hope  not  thoo 
To  lilt  the  moo&taiB  there.    Ha  moralwns  frowa 
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Around  ?  Ah,  wish  not  there  the  level  lawn. 
Yet  she  permitB  thy  art,  discreetly  U8*d, 
To  smooth  the  rugged  and  to  swell  the  plain. 
But  dare  with  caution ;  else  expect,  bold  man ! 
The  injured  genius  of  the  place  to  rise 
In  self-defence,  and,  like  some  giant  fiend 
That  frowns  in  Gothic  story,  swift  destroy. 
By  night,  the  puny  labours  of  thy  day. 

What  then  must  he  attempt,  whom  niggard  fiite 
Has  fixt  tn  such  an  inauspicious  spot 
As  bears  no  trace  of  beauty  ?  mast  he  sit 
'Dull  and  inactive  in  the  desert  waste, 
If  Nature  there  no  happy  feature  wears 
To  wake  and  meet  his  skill  ?  Believe  the  Muse, 
She  does  not  know  that  inauspicious  spot 
Where  beauty  is  thus  niggard  of  her  store : 
Believe  the  Muse,  thro'  ttib  terrestrial  vast 
The  seeds  of  grace  are  sown,  profusely  sown, 
Ev'n  where  we  least  may  hope :  the  desert  hills 
Will  bear  the  call  of  art ;  the  vallies  dank 
Obey  her  just  behests,  and  smile  with  charms 
Cohgenial  to  the  soil,  and  all  its  own. 

For  tell  me,  where's  the  desert  ?  there  alone 
Where  man  resides  not ;  or,  if  'chance  resides. 
Ha  is  not  there  tlie  man  his  Maker  form'd. 
Industrious  man,  by  Heav'n's  first  law  ordain'd 
To  earn  his  food  by  labour,     lu  the  waste 
Place'  thou  that  man  with  his  primeval  arms. 
His  plougb-Aiare,  and  his  spade ;  nor  shalt  thou  long 
iWipatient  wait  a  change ;  the  waste  shall  smile 
With  yellow  harvests  ^  what  was  barren  heath 
Shall  soon  be  verdant  mead.     Now  let  thy  art 
Exert  its  powers,  and  give,  by  varying  lines. 
The  soil,  already  tam'd,  its  finished  grace. 

Nor  leiis  obsequious  to  the  hand  of  toil, 
If  Fancy  guide  that  hand,  will  the  dank  vale 
Receive  improvement  meet ;  but  Fancy  here 
Must  lead,  not  follow  labour ;  she  must  tell 
In  what  peculiar  place  the  soil  shall  rise,       [wear. 
Where  sink  ;  prescribe  what  form  each  sluice  shall 
And  how  direct  its  course ;  whether  to  spread 
Broad  as  a  lake,  or,  as  a  river  pent 
By  fringed  banks,  weave  its  irriguous  way 
Thro'  lawn  and  shade  alternate :  for  if  she 
Preside  not  o'er  the  task,  the  narrow  drains 
WUl  run  in  tedious  parallel,  or  cut 
Each  other  in  sharp  angles  :  hence  implore 
Her  sMfifIt  assistance,  ere  the  ruthless  spade 
Too  deeply  wound  the  bosom  of  the  soil. 

Yet,  in  this  lowly  site,  where  all  that  charms 
Within  itself  must  charm,  hard  is  the  task 
Imposed  on  Fancy.     Hence  with  idle  fear! 
Is  she  not  Fancy }  and  can  Fancy  ^il 
In  sweet  delusions,  in  concealments  apt, 
.  iond  wild  creative  power  ?  She  cannot  fail. 
And  yet,  full  oft,  when  her  creative  power. 
Her  apt  concealments,  her  delusions  sweet 
Havfe  been  profusely  lavished  ;  when  her  groves 
Have  shot,  with  vegetative  vigour  strong, 
Ev'n  to  their  wishM  maturity  ^  when  Jove 
Has  roird  the  changeful  seasons  o'er  her  lawns. 
And  eaxih  has  left  a  blessing  as  it'roird  : 
Ev'n  then,  perchance,  some  vain  fastidious  eye 
Shall  rove  unmindful  of  ^urronnding  charms 
And  ask  fbr  prospect.     Stranger  !  'tis  not  here. 
Go  seek  it  on  some  garish  turret's  height ; 
Siek  it  od  Richmond's  or  on  Windsor's  brow  ; 
There  gazing,  on  the  gorgeous  vale  below, 
Appland  atike,  with  fashioo'd  pomp  of  phrase. 


The  good  and  bad,  which^  in  profiisbn,  there 
That  gorgeqps  vale  exhibits.    Here  meanwhile, 
Ev'n  in  the  dull,  unseen,  unseeing  dell 
Thy  taste  contemns,  shall  Contemplation  imp 
Her  eagle  plumes ;  the  poet  here  shall  hold 
Sweet  converse  with  his  Muse  ^  the  curious  sage^ 
Who  comments  on  great  Nature's  ample  tome, 
Shidl  find  that  volume  here.     For  her^  are  caves. 
Where  rise  those  gurgling  rills,  that  sing  the  song 
Which  Contemplation  loves ;  here  shadowy  glado, 
Where  thro'  the  tremulous  foliage  darts  the  ray, 
That  gilds  the  poet's  day-dream  ;  here  the  turf 
Teems  with  the  vegetating  race ;  the  air 
Is  peopled  with  the  insect  tribes,  that  float 
Upon  the  noontide  beam,  and  call  the  sage 
To  number  and  to  name  them.     Nur  if  here 
The  painter  comes,  shall  his  enchanting  art 
Go  back  without  a  boon :  for  Fancy  here^ 
With  Nature's  living  colours,  forms  a  scene 
Which  Ruisdale  best  might  riv^ ;  chrystal  lakes, 
O'er  which  the  giant  oak,  himself  a  grove. 
Flings  his  romantic  brandies,  and  beholds 
His  reverend  image  in  th'  expanse  below. 
If  distant  hills  be  wanting,  yet  our  eye 
Forgets  the  want,  and  with  delighted  gaze 
Resta  on  the  lovely  foreground ;  there  applauds 
The  art,  which,  varying  forms  and  blending  hoes, 
Gives  that  harmonious  force  of  shade  and  light. 
Which  makes  the  landscape  perfect.    Art  like  this 
Is  only  art,  all  else  abortive  toiL 
Come  then,  thou  sister  Muse,  from  whom  tlie  mind 
Wins  for  her  airy  visions  colour,  form. 
And  fixi  locality,  sweet  Painting,  come 
To  teach  the  docile  pupil  of  my  song. 
How  much  his  practice  on  thy  aid  depends. 

Of  Nature's  various  scenes  the  painter  culb 
That  for  his  fav'rite  theme,  where  the  fair  whole 
Is  broken  into  ample  parts,  and  bold ; 
Where  to  the  eye  three  well-mark'd  distances 
Spread  their  peculiar  colouring.    Vivid  green. 
Warm  brown,  and  black  opake  the  foreground  beais 
Conspicuous ;  sober  olive  coldly  marks 
The  second  distance ;  thence  the  third  declines 
In  softer  blue,  or,  lessening  still,  is  lost 
In  faintest  purple.     When  thy  taste  is  call'd 
To  deck  a  scene  where  Nature's  self  presents 
All  these  distinct  gradations,  then  rejoice 
As  does  the  painter,  fimd  like  him  apply 
Thy  colours ;  plant  thou  on  each  sepa'mte  part 
Its  proper  foliage.    Chief,  for  there  thy  skill 
Has  its  chief  scope,  enrich  with  all  the  hoes 
That  flowers,  that  shrubs,  that  trees  can  yield,  the 

sides 
Of  that  fair  path,  from  whence  onr  sight  is  led 
Gradual  to  view  the  whole.    Where'er  thou  wind^ 
That  path,  take  heed  between  the  scene  and  eye, 
To  vary  and  to  mix  thy  chosen  greens. 
Here  for  a  while  with  cedar  or  with  larch. 
That  fipom  the  ground  spread  their  close  texture,  hide 
The  view  entire.    Tlien  o'er  some  lowly  tuft. 
Where  rose  and  woodbine  bkiom,  permit  its  cbsmu 
To  burst  upon  the  sight ;  now  thru'  a  copse 
Of  beech,  that  rear  their  smooth  and  stately  tnnk^ 
Admit  it  partially,  and  half  exclude. 
And  half  reveal  its  graces :  in  this  path 
How  long  soe'er  the  wanderer  roves,  each  step 
Shall  wake  fresh  beauties  r  each  short  point  preseot 
A  different  picture,  new,  and  yet  the  bame. 

Yet  some  there  are  who  scorn  this  cautious  rol^ 
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And  fell  mcKtree  thai  intercepts  the  scene. 
0  f  mt  Pouasin !  O  Nature's  darling,  Claude  1 
What  if  some  rash  and  sacrilegious  hand 
Tore  from  your  canvas  those  umhrageous  innes 
That  frown  in  front,  and  give  each  asure  hill 
The  charm  of  contrast !  Nature  suffers  here 
Like  outrage,  and  bewatb  a  beauty  lost. 
Which  Time  with  tardy  hand  shall  late  restore. 

Yet  here  the  spoiler  rests  not;  see  him  rise 
Warm  from  hia  devastation,  to  improve. 
For  so  be  calls  it,  yooder  chanipian  wide. 
There  on  each  bolder  brow  in  shapes  acute 
llts  fence  he  scatters ;  there  the  Scottish  fir 
Jo  murky  file  lifts  his  inglorious  head. 
And  blots  the  fair  horizon.    So  should  art 
Improve  thy  pencil's  savage  dignity, 
Salvator !  if  where,  fisr  as  eye  can  pierce. 
Rock  pil'd  on  rock,  thy  Alpine  heights  retire. 
She  flung  her  random  foliage,  and  disturb'd 
The  deep  repose  of  the  majestic  scene. 
This  deed  were  impious^    Ah,  forgive  the  thought. 
Thou  more  than  painter,  more  than  poet !  He, 
Alone  thy.  equal,  who  was  **  Fancy's  child." 

Does  then  the  song  forbid  the  planter*s  hand 
To  clothe  the  distant  hills,  and  veil  with  woods 
Their  barren  summits }  No,  it  bat  forbids 
All  poverty  of  clothing.    Rich  the  robe. 
And  ample  let  it  flow,  that  Nature  wears 
60  her  thron'd  eminence :  where'er  she  takes 
Her  horizontal  march,  pursue  her  step 
With  sweeping  train  of  forest  j  bill  to  hill 
Uoite  with  prodigality  of  shade. 
There  plant  thy  elm,  thy  chesnut;  nourish  there 
Those  sapling  oaks,  which,  at  Britannia's  call. 
May  heave  their  trunks  mature  into  the  main, 
At)d  float  the  bulwarks  of  ber  liberty : 
But  If  the  fir,  give  it  its  station  meet ; 
Place  it  an  outguard  to  th'  assailing  north, 
To  shield  the  infant  scions,  till  possest 
or  native  strength,  they  learn  alike  to  scorn 
Tlic  blast  and  Uieir  protectors.     Foster'd  thus. 
The  cradled  hero  gains  from  female  care 
His  future  vigour ;  but,  that  vigour  felt. 
He  springs  indignant  from  his  nurse's  arms. 
Nods  his  terrific  helmet,  shakes  his  spear. 
And  is  that  awful  thing  which  Heav'n  ordain'd 
The  scourge  of  tyrants,  and  his  country's  pride. 

If  yet  thy  art  be  dubious  how  to  treat  - 
Nature's  neglected  features,  turn  thy  eye 
To  those,  the  masters  of  correct  design. 
Who,  from  ber  vast  variety,  have  cuU'd 
The  loveliest,  boldest  parts,  and  new  arrang'd  $ 
Yet,  as  herself  approv'd,  herself  inspired. 
Id  their  immortal  works  thou  ne'er  shalt  find 
Dull  uniformity,  contrivance  quaint. 
Or  labour'd  littleness ;  but  contrasts  broad. 
And  careless  lines,  whose  undulating  forms 
Play  thro*  the  varied  canvas ;  these  transplant 
Again  on  Nature  ;  take  thy  plastic  spade. 
It  is  thy  pencil ;  take  thy  seeds,  thy  plants. 
They  are  thy  colours ;  and  by  these  repay 
With  interest  every  charm  she  lent  thy  art. 

Nor,  while  I  thus  to  Imitation's  realm 
Direct  thy  step,  deem  I  direct  thee  wrong ; 
Nor  ask,  why  I  forget  great  Nature's  fount. 
And  bring  thee  not  the  bright  inspiring  cup 
From  her  original  spring  ?  Yet,  if  thou  ask'st. 
Thyself  Shalt  give  the  answer.    Tell  me  why 
Did  Raphael  steal,  when  his  craative  hand 


Imag'd  the  Seraphim,  ideal  grace 

And  dignity  supernal  from  that  store 

Of  Attic ^ulpture,  which  the  ruthless  Goth 

Spar'd  in  his  headlong  fnry  ?  Tell  me  this : 

And  .then  confess  that  beauty  best  is  taught 

By  those,  the  favor'd  few,  whom  Heav'n  has  lent 

The  power  to  seize,  select,  and  reunite 

Her  loveli^  features ;  and  of  these  to  form 

One  archetype  complete  of  sovereign  grrace. 

Here  Nature  sees  her  fairest  forms  more  fair ; 

O^ns  them  for  hers,  yet  owns  herself  excell'd 

By  what  herself  produt'd.     Here  Art  and  she        '' 

Embrace ;  connubial  Juno  smiles  benign. 

And  from  the  warm  embrace  Perfection  springs. 

Bouse  then  each  latent  energy  of  soul 
To  clasp  ideal  beauty.    Proteus  like. 
Think  not  the  changeful  nymph  will  long  elude 
Thy  chase,  or  with  reluctant  coyness  frown. 
Inspired  by  ber  thy  happy  art  shall  learn 
To  mett  in  fluent  curves  whate'er  is  straight. 
Acute,  or  parallel.     For,  these  unchang'd. 
Nature  and  she  disdain  the  formal  scene.  •  I 

T'w  their  demand,  that  ev'ry  step  of  rule 
Be  eever'd  firoqn  their  sight  t  they  own  no  chaim 
But  those  that  fair  Variety  creates, 
Who  ever  loves  to  undulate  and  sport 
In  many  a  winding  train.    With  equal  zeal 
She,  careless  goddess,  scorns  the  cube  and  cone. 
As  does  mechanic  Order  hold  them  dear : .. 
Hence  springs  their  enmity ;  and  he  that  hopes 
To  reconcile  the  foes,  as  well  might  aim 
With  ha^k  and  dove  to  draw  the  Cyprian  car. 

Such  seutence  past,  where  shall  the  Dryads  fly   . 
That  haunt  yon  ancient  vista  ?  Pity,  sure. 
Will  spare  the  long  cathedral  isle  of  shade 
In  which  they  sojourn  ;  taste  were  sacrilege. 
If,  lifting  there  the  axe,  it  dar'd  invade 
Those  spreading  oaks  that  in  fraternal  files 
Have  pair'd  for  centuries,  and  heard  the  strains 
f  Of  Sidney's,  nay,  perehance,  of  Surry's  reed. 
Yet  rnust  they  fall,  unless  mechanic  skill. 
To  save  her  offspring,  rouse  at  our  command ; 
And,  where  we  bid  ber  move,  with  engine  huge. 
Each  ponderous  trunk,  the  ponderous  trunk  there 

move. 
A  work  of  difficulty  and  danger  try'd, 
Nor  oft  fuocessful  found.     But  if  it  fails, 
Thy  axe  mu^  do  its  oflSce.     Cruel  task. 
Yet  needful.   .  Trust  me,  tho'  I  bid  thee  strike. 
Reluctantly  I  hid  thee  :  for  my  soul 
Holds  dear  an  ancient  oak,  nothing  more  dear;    . 
It  is  an  fincient  friend.    Stiky  then  thine  hand  ; 
And  try  by  saplings  tall,  discreetly  plac'd 
Before,  between,  behind,  in  scatter*d  groups. 
To  break  th'  obdurate  line.     So  may'st  thou  save 
A  chosen  few ;  and  yet,  alas,  but  few 
Of  these,  the  old  protectors  of  the  plain. 
Yet  shall  these  few  give  to  thy  opening  lawn 
That  shadowy  pomp,  which  only  they  can  give: 
For  parted  now,  in  patriarchal  pride. 
Each  tree  becomes  the  father  of  a  tribe ; 
And,  o'er  the  stripling  foliage,  rising  round. 
Towers  tyith  parental  dignity  supreme.  « 

And  yet,  my  Albion  !  in  that  fair  domain. 
Which  O^ean  made  thy  dowry,  when  his  love 
Tempestuous  tore  thee  from  reluctant  Gaul, 
And  bi^d  thee  be  his  queen,  there  still  remains 
Full  many  a  lovely  unfrequented  wild, 
Wheife  change  like  this  is  needless;  where  no  linet 
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Of  hMfffi'TOWf  wtomtf  or  of  pbtfoni  KiaBfo 
Demand  destmctioik    In  thy  fiur  domain^ 
Yes,  my  loT'd  Albkn !  many  a  glade  it  fonady  v 
The  haunt  of  wood-gods  only  :  where  if  Art 
E'er  dar'd  to  tread,  *twas  with  nnsaadal'd  Ibol^ 
Printless,  as  if  the  place  were  holy  ground. 
And  there  are  scenes,  where«  tiu)'  she  whilom  tredy 
Led  by  the  wont  of  gniies,  fell  Tyranny, 
And  ruthless  SnpeKstition,  we  now  trace 
Her  footsteps  with  delight  (  and  pleas'd  revere 
What  once  had  roiis'd  onr  hatred.    But  to  Time^ 
Not  her,  the  praise  is  due :  his  gradual  touch 
Has  moulder'd  into  beaoty  many  a  tower, 
Which,  when  it  hfnWd  with  all  its  hi 
Was  only  terrible;  andmanyafiuie 
Monastic,  which,  when  deck'd  with  all  its  spiMSy 
SenrM  but  to  feed  some  pamperM  abbot's  pride, 
And  awe  th*  nnletter'd  vulgar.    Generous  youtt. 
Whoe'er  thou  art,  that  listen'st  to  nl^y  by. 
And  feel'stthy  sent  haseot  to  what  I  sing,  - 
Happy  art  thou  if  thou  oan'st  call  thine  ewn 
Soch  scenes  as  these :  where  Nature  anA  wliere 

Time 
Have  work'd  oongental ;  wrhere  a  soatterM  host 
Of  antique  oaks  darken  thy  sidelong  hills ; 
While,  rushing  thro^  their  branches,  rifted  dHk 
Dart  their  white  heads,  and  glitter  tbro^  the  gloom. 
More  happy  still,  if  one  superior  rock 
Bear  on  its  brow  the  shiver'd  frftgment  huge 
Of  some  old  Norman  fortress;  happier  ihr. 
Ah,  then  most  happy,  if  thy  vale  below 
Wash,  wjth  the  crystal  ooolnces  of  its  iflls. 
Some  mottld'nog  abbey's  iry-wested  wall. 

O  bow  unlike  the  scene  my  foncy  forms. 
Did  Folly,  heretofore,  with  Wealth  conspire 
To  plan  that  formal,  dull,  dii^nted  scene. 
Which  once  was  call'd  a  garden.    Britain  still 
Bears  on  her  breast  full  many  a  ludeous  wound 
Given  by  the  cruel  pair,  when,  borrowrmg  aid 
From  geometric  skill,  they  vainly  strove 
By  line,  by  phmimet,  and  unfeeling  ifaeers. 
To  form  with  verdure  what  the  builder  form'd 
With  stonob    Egregious  madne« ;  yet  pursnM 
With  pains  unwearied,  with  expense  msumm'd,    , 
And  science  doating.    Hence  the  sidelong  walls 
Of  shaven  yew ;  the  holly's  pri<Aly  arms 
Trimm'd  into  hig1i  areades ;  the  toosite  bos 
Wove,  in  mosaic  mode  of  many  a  curl. 
Around  the  figur*d  carpet  of  the  lawn. 
Hence  too  deformities  of  harder  cure : 
The  terras  monnd  uplifted ;  the  long  line 
Deep  delv'd  of  flat  canal ;  and  all  that  toil, 
Misled  by  tasteless  foshion,  could  achieve 
To  mar  foir  Nature^s  lineaments  divine. 

Long  was  the  night  of  errour,  nor  disjpell'd 
By  him  that  rose  at  leaming^s  eariiest  dawn. 
Prophet  of  unborn  science.    On  thy  realm. 
Philosophy!  his  sovereign  Instre  spread ; 
Yet  did  he  deign  to  light  with  casual  glance 
The  wilds  of  taste.    Yes,  sagest  Verulam, 
*Twas  thine  to  banish  fttxn  the  royal  groves 
Each  childish  vanity  of  criqied  knot 
And  sculptured  foliage ;  to  the  lawn  restore 
Its  ample  space,  and  bid  it  foastthe  sight 
With  verdure  pure,  unbroken,  unabridg'd : 
For  verdure  sooths  the  eye,  as  roseate  sweets 
The  smell,  or  music's  melting  strains  the  ear. 

So  taught  the  sage,  taught  a  degenerate  reign 
What  in  Eliza's  golften  day  was  taste. 


Not  buttiie  node  of  that  roaantic  age. 

The  age  of  tourneys,  triumphs,  and  quaint  ma«|aBi^ 

Olar'd  with  fantastic  pageantry,  which  dimm'd 

The  sober  eye  of  Truth,  and  denied  ev'n 

The  si^  himself;  witness  Ms  high-arch'd  hedge^ 

In  pillfur'd  state  l^  carpentry  up&ora. 

With  colour'd  mirrors  deck'd,  and  prison'd  bhdi. 

But,  when  our  stop  has  pac'd  his  proud  parterres. 

And  reach'd^he  heath,  then  Nature  glads  our  eye 

Sporting  in  all  her  lovely  carelessness. 

There  smiles  in  varied  tufts  the  velvet  rose. 

There  flaunts  the  gadding  woodbine,  swells  the 

In  gentle  hllkxdcs,  and  aroiui4  its  sides        [ground 

Thro'  blossom'd  diades  the  secret  pathway  steak. 

llius,  with  a  poet'k  power,  the  sage's  pen 
Pourtray'd  that  nicer  negligence  of  scene. 
Which  taste  approves.     While  he,  delieioas  svaia, 
Who  tun'd  his  oaten  pipe  by  Mullah  stream, 
Aeoordant  touch'd  the  stops  hi  Dorian  mood ; 
What  time  he  'gan  to  paint  the  fotry  vale. 
Where  stapds  the  fone  of  Venus.    Well  I  ween 
That  then,  if  ever,  Colin,  thy  fond  hand 
Did  steep  its  pencil  m  the  weil-foont  clear 
Of  true  simplicity;  and  "call'dinArt 
Only  to  second  Nature,  and  supply 
All  that  the  nymph  forgot,  or  left  foriom.'' 
Yet  what  avail'd  the  song  ?  or  what  avmti'd 
Ev'n  thine,  tbou  chief  of  bards,  whose  mighty  mind, 
With  inward  light  irradiate,  mirror-like 
Receiv'd,  and  to  mankind  with  ray  reflex 
The  sov'reign  planter's  primal  work  jKsplayM  ? 
That  work  where  not  nice  Art  in  cunous  knots, 
"  But  Nature  boon  pour'd  forth  on  hill  and  dale 
Flowers  worthy  of  Paradise ;  while  all  around 
Umbrageous  grotts,  and  caves  of  cool  recess. 
And  murmuring  waters  down  the  slope  disponed. 
Or  held,  by  fringed  banks,  in  crystal  lakes. 
Compose  a  rural  seat  of  various  view." 
'Twas  thus  great  Nature's  herald  blaaon'd  lugh 
That  foir  original  impress,  which  she  bore 
In  8t«te  sublime ;  e*er  miscreated  Art, 
O&priog  of  Sin  and  Shame,  the  banner  oeiz'd. 
And  with  adulterate  pageantry  defil'd. 
Yet  vainly,  Milton,  did  thy  voice  proclaim 
These  her  primevd  honours.    Still  she  lay 
Defoc'd,  deflower'd,  full  many  a  rothlesa  year: 
Alike,  when  Charies,  the  alject  toxA  of  Fkanoe, 
Came  back  to  smile  his  sul^ects  into  slaves ; 
Or  Belgic  Wiltiam,  with  his  warrior  finown. 
Coldly  declar'd  them  free ;  in  fetters  still 
The  goddess  pin'd,  by  both  aKke  oppresL 

Go  to  the  proof!  Behold  what  Temple  cali'd 
A  perfect  garden.    There  thou  shalt  not  find 
One  blade  of  verdure,  but  with  aching  feet 
From  terras  down  to  terras  shalt  descend. 
Step  foHowing  step,  by  tedk>us  flight  of  stairs  r 
On  leaden  platforms  now  the  noon-day  Sun 
Shall  scorch  thee ;  now  the  dank  arcades  of  stone 
Shall  chill  thy  fervour ;  happy  if  at  length 
Hiou  reach  the  orchard,  where  tiie  sparing  tmf 
Thro'  equal  lines,  all  centring  in  a  point. 
Yields  thee  H  softer  tread.    And  yet  full  oft 
O'er  Temple's  studious  hour  did  Trath  prende, 
Sprinkling  her  lustre  o'er  his  classic  page : 
lliere  hear  his  candour  own  in  foshion's  spite. 
In  spite  of  courtly  dulness,  hear  it  own 
"  There  is  a  grace  in  wild  variety 
Surpassing  rule  and  order."    Temple,  yes. 
There  is  a  grace;  and  let  eternal  wreaths 
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Atop  their  brows  who  fist  its  empire  here. 
Tba  Mine  ihall  hail  the  champions  that  herself 
Led  to  the  &ir  achievement.    Addison, 
Thou  polish'd  sage,  or  shall  I  call  thee  bard, 
I  see  thee  oome :  around  thy  temples  play 
Tbe  lambent  flames  of  humour,  brightening  mild 
Thy  judgment  into  smiles :  gracious  thou  com'st 
With  Satire  at  thy  side,  who  checks  ber  frown. 
Bat  not  her  seciet  sting.    With  bolder  rage 
Pope  next  advancetf:  his  indignant  arm 
Wafes  the  poetic  hmxl  o'er  Timon^s  shades. 
And  lights  them  to  destruction ;  the  fierce  blaze 
Sweeps  thro^  each  kindred  vista ;  groves  to  groves 
Nod  their  fraternal  fiuewell,  and  expire. 
And  now,  elate  with  fair-eam*d  victory. 
The  bard  letiras,  and  on  the  bank  of  Thames 
Breets  bis  fls«  of  triumph ;  wild  it  waves 
In  verdant  spleodonr,  sod  beholds,  and  hails 
The  kiQg  of  riven,  as  he  rolls  along. 
Kent  is  his  bold  associate,  Kent  who  felt 
The  pencil'ft  povrer :  but,  fir^d  by  higher  forms 
Of  beamy  than  that  pencil  knew  to  paint, 
Work'd  with  the  living  hues  that  Nature  lent. 
And  realis'd  his  landscapes.    Generous  he. 
Who  gave  to  Painting,  what  the  wayward  nymph 
Refas*d  ber  veUry,  tboee  Elyiian  scenes. 
Which  woakl  she  emulate,  her  nicest  hand 
Most  all  its  fssce  of  light  and  shade  emptoy. 
On  thee  too,  Soothcote,  shall  the  Muse  bestow 
No  vnlgar  praiso  s  for  thou  to  humblest  things 
0)uld'st  give  emobliag  hcaoties ;  deok'd  by  thee. 
The  HB]^  farm  eeUpsM  tbe  garden's  pride, 
E?*n  as  the  vhfin  blush  of  innooeiioe, 
Theharielryofart    Nor,  Shenstone,  thoo 
Shalt  pass  withoot  thy  meed,  thou  son  of  peace  I 
Who  fcaew'sl,  perchance,  to  harmonise  thy  shades 
Still  ssfter  than  thy  soMgj  yet  was  that  song 
Nor  rode,  nor  inhamonious,  when  attan'd 
To  pastoral  pMnt,  or  tale  of  slighted  love. 
Him  loo^  the  living  leader  of  thy  powers. 
Great  Natnie!  him  the  Muse  shell  bail  in  notes 
Whieh  antedate  the  praiae'  tme  genius  elaims 
From  just  postmitys  herds  yet  unborn 
Shall  pay  to  Bcown  that  tribute,  fittot  paid 
la  strains,  the  bcnuty  of  his  soenes  inspire.  ' 

Meanwhile,  ye  youths  I  wlioee  sympatbetio  seols 
WooU  taste  those  genuliie  cfanrsb>  whieh  lilntly 


b  my  deseriptiTe  song,  O  visit  oft 

The  finish*d  scenes,  that  boast  the  forming  hand 

Of  these  creative  genii  I  feel  ye  there 

What  Reynolds  felt,  when  first  the  Vatieae 

Vnbarr'd  her  gates,  and  to  his  raptnrV)  eye 

Gave  all  the  gadUke  energy  that  fioWd 

Prom  MicfaeeFa  penoil ;  feel  what  earriok  felt, 

Whenfirst  he  breath^  the  seolof  Shakespeare  page. 

So  shall  yoer  eft^  if  cali'd  Co  pace  a  scene 

Yet  unadom'd>  with  taste  instinctive  give 

Esch  grace  a^iprQpriale ;  aoyonf  active  ^yc 

Shall  dart  that  gknee  praph^,  which  awakes 

The  slumbering  wood^iymphs;  gladly  .^11  they 

Tise 
Oread,  and  Dryad,  from  their  verdevees  beds, 
And  fling  their  foliage^  and  arrange  their  stains. 
As  you,  and  beauty  bid:  the  Naiad  tntin^ 
Alike  obsequioQS,  from  a  thousand  uias 
Shall  pour  their  crystaline  tide  ;  while,  hemdin  head, 
Vertamnusand  f^mom  bring  their  stores^ 
Praitsge^  and  fiomii  «f  «v^  Uash,  anfl  soeat. 


Each  varied  season  yields ;  to  yon  they  bring 
The  fragrant  tribute ;  ye,  with  generous  hand 
Diffuse  the  blessing  wide,  till  Albion  smile 
One  ample  theatre  of  sylvan  grace. 


BOOK  THE  SECOND. 

Hail  to  the  art,  that  teaches  wealth  and  pride 
How  to  possess  their  wish,  the  world's  applause, 
CJnmixt  with  blame  t  that  bids  magnificence 
Abate  its  meteor  glare,  and  learn  to  shine 
Benevolently  mild ;  like  her,  the  queen 
Of  night,  who  sailmg  thro*  autumnal  skies, 
Gives  to  the  bearded  product  of  the  plain 
Her  ripening  lustre,  Ungermg  as  she  rolls. 
And  glancing  cool  the  salutary  ray 
Which  filb  the  fields  with  plenty.    Hail  that  art 
Ye  swains!  for,  hark  I  with  lowings  glad,  your  herdf 
Proclaim  its  influence,  wandering  o*er  the  lawns 
Refltor*d  to  them  and  Nature ;  now  no  more 
Shall  Fortune's  minion  rob  them  of  their  right, 
Or  round  his  dull  domain  with  lofky  wall 
Oppose  their  jociund  presence.    Gothic  Pom]j» 
Frowns  and  retires,  his  proud  behests  are  scom'd  ; 
Now  Taste  inspired  by  Truth  exalts  her  voice. 
And  she  is  heard.     '*  Oh,  let  not  man  misdeem  ;. 
Waste  is  not  grandeur,  fashion  ill  supplies 
My  sacred  place,  and  beauty  scorns  to  dwell 
Where  uta  is  exiled."    At  the  awfiil  sound 
Tbe  terrace  rinks  spontaneous ;  on  the  green 
Broider'd  with  crisped  knots,  the  tensile  yews 
Wither  and  fsU  ;  the  fbuntain  dares  no  more 
To  fling  ita  wasted  crystal  thro*  the  sky. 
But  pours  salubrious  o'er  the  parched  lawn 
Rills  of  ferttli^.    Oh  best  of  arts     • 
That  works  this  happy  change !  tme  alchymy. 
Beyond  the  Rosicrusian  boast,  that  turns 
Deformity  to  grace,  expense  to  gain, 
And  pleas^  sestares  to  Earth's  maternal  lap 
The  long-lost  fruits  of  Amalthea*s  horn  I 

When  such  the  theme,  the  poet  smiles  secaxe 
Of  candid  audience,  and  with  touch  assur'd 
Resuttes  his  reed  Ascfssan ;  eager  he 
To  ply  iu  warbling  stops  of  varioes  note 
In  Natare*s  cause,  that  Albion's  listening  youths, 
Infbrm'd  erswhile  to  scorn  the  long-drawn  lines 
Of  straight  formality,  alike  may  scorn 
Those  quick,  acute,  perplex*d,  and  tangled  paths. 
That,  like  the  snake  orush'd  by  the  sharpen'd  spade. 
Writhe  in  convolrive  torture,  and  full  oft, 
Thro'  many  a  datk  and  nnsomi'd  lahyrinth. 
Mislead  our  step;  tiU  giddy,  spent,  and  foil'd^ 
We  reach  the  point  where  first  our  race  bc^n. 

These  Fancy  priz'd  erroneous,  what  time  Taste» 
An  infisnt  yet,  first  jom'd  her  to  destroy 
The  measured  platfbrm :  into  hht  extremes 
What  nmrvel  if  they  stmy'd,  as  yet  unskiil'd 
To  mark  the  fbrm  <rf'that  peculiar  curve. 
Alike  averse  to  orooked  and  to  straight, 
Where  sweet  Simplicity  resides ;  which  Grace 
And  Beauty  call  their  own ;  whose  lambent  flow 
Charms  us  at  once  with  sjrmmetry  and  ease. 
'TIS  Nature's  ciirvt);  instinctively  slie  Irids 
Her  tribes  of  being  trace  it*    Down  the  slope 
Of  yon  wide  field,  see,  with  its  gradual  sweep 
The  ploughing  steers  their  fallow  ridges  swell  • 
Tbepeesuity  drivhig  thro*  each  shadowy  fane 
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His  team,  that  bends  beneath  th*  ineambent  vdght 

Of  laaghing  Ceres,  marks  it  with  bis  wheel ; 

At  night,  and  mom,  the  milkmaid's  careless  step 

Has,  thro*  yon  pasture  green,  from  stile  to  stUe, 

Imprest  a  kindred  curve ;  the  scudding  hare 

Draws  to  her  dew-sprent  seat,  o'er  thymy  heaths, 

A  path  as  gently  waving  :  mark  them  well ; 

Compare,  pronouoce,  that,  varYibg  bat  in  size, 

Their  forms  are  kindred  all ;  go  then,  convinced 

That.Art'8  -unerring  rule  is  only  drawn 

From  Nature's  sacred  source ;  a  rule  that  guides 

Her'ev'ry  toU  ;  or  if  she  shape  the  path. 

Or  scoop  the  lawn,  or,  gradual,  lift  the  hilK 

For  not  alone  to  that  embellished  walk, 

Which  leads  to  ev'ry  beauty  of  the  scene, 

It  yields  a  grace,  but  spreads  its  influence  wide, 

Prescribes  each  form  of  thicket,  copse,  or  wood. 

Confines  the  rivulet,  and  spreads  the  lake. 

Yet  sliall  this  graceful  line  ibtget  to  please. 
If  bordered  close  by  sidelong  parallels, 
Nor  duly  mixt  with  those  opposing  curves 
That  give  the  charm  of  contrast.     Vainly  Taste 
Draws  thio'  the  grove  her  path  in  easiest  bend. 
If,  on  the  margin  of  its  woody  sides. 
The  measur'd  greensward  waves  in  khidred  flows 
Oft  let  the  turf  recede,  and  oft  approach. 
With  varied  breadth,  now  sink  into  the  shade, 
Now  to  the  Sun  its  verdant  bosom. bare. 
AsVainly  wilt  thou  lift  the  gradual  hill 
To  meet  thy  rigbuhand  view,  if  to  the  left  ' 
An  equal  hill  ascends :  in  this,  and  all 
Be  various,  wild,  and  free  as  Nature's  self. 

For  in  her  wildness  is  there  oft  an  art. 
Or  seeming  art,  which,  by  positkm  apt. 
Arranges  shapes  unequal,  so  to  save 
That  correspondent  poise,  which  unpreserv'd 
Would  mock  our  gasie  with  airy  vacancy. 
Yet  fiur  Variety,  with  all  her  powers. 
Assists  the  balance :  'gainst  the  barrao  crag 
She  lifts  the  pastur'd  slope  i  to  distant  hills 
Opposes  neighboring  shades ;  and,  central  oft. 
Relieves  the  flatness  of  the  lawn,  or  lake, 
Wi^  studded  tuft,  or  island.    So  to  poize 
Her  ohj<>cts,  mimic  Art  may  oft  attain : 
She  rules  the  foreground ;  she  can  swell  or  sink 
Its  surface;  here  her  leafy  screen  oppoae. 
And  there  withdraw^  here  part  the  varying.greens, 
And  there  in  one  promiscuous  gloom  oombioe. 
As  best  beflts  the  Genius  of  the  scenes 

Him  then;  that  sovereign  Genius,  monarch  sole. 
Who,  from  creation's  primal  day,  derives 
His  right  divine  to  this  his  rural  throne,    . 
Approach  with  meet  obeisance ;  at  his  feet 
Let  oar  aw'd  art  fall  prostrate^    They  of  Ind, 
The  Tartar  tyrants,  Tamerlane's  proud  raoe. 
Or  they  in  Persia  thron'd,  who  shake  the  rod 
Of  power  o'er  myriads  of  eoervato  slaves. 
Expect  not  humbler  homage  to  their  pride 
Than  does  this  sylvan  despot.     Yet  to  those 
Who  do  him  loyal  service,  who  revere 
His  dignity,  nor  aim,  with  rebel  armf, 
At  laivles^  usurpation,  is  he  found 
Parent  and  placable,  receives  well  pleas'd 
Their  tributary  treasures,  nor  disdains 
To  blend  them  with  his  own  intesfeal  store. 

SUnds  he  in  blank  and  desolated  state. 
Where  yawning  crags  disjointed,  sharp,  uncouth. 
Involve  him  with  pale  horrour  ?  In  the  clefts 
Thy  welcome  spade  shall  heap  that  fost'ring  mould 


Whence  sapling  Okks  may  spring ;  whence  dost'ring 


Of  early  underwood  shall  veil-their  sides, 
And  teach  their  rugged  heads  above  the  shade 
To  tower  in  shapes  romantic  ;  nor,  around 
Their  flinty  roots,  shall  ivy  spare  to  hang 
Its  gadding  tendrils,  nor  the  moss  grown  tnif. 
With  wild  thyme  sprinkled,  there  refuse  to  spread 
Its  verdnie.    Awful  still,  yet  not  austere, 
The  Genhis  stands ;  bold  is  his  port,  and  wikl. 
But  not  forlorn,  nor  savage.    On  some  plain 
Of  tedious  length,-  say,  are  his  flat  limbs  laid  > 
Thy  hapd  sliall  lift  him  from  the  dreary  couch. 
Pillowing  his  head  with  swelljng  hillodcs  green, 
While,  all  around,  a  forest-curtain  spreads 
Its  waving  folds,  and  blesses  his  repose. 
What,  if  perchance  in  some  prolific  soil, 
Where  vegetation  strenuous,  unoontroH'd, 
Has  push'd  her  powers  luxuriant,  he  now  pines 
For  air  and  freedom  ?  Soon  thy  sturdy  aae, 
Amkl  its  intertwisted  foliage  driv*n. 
Shall  open  all  his  glades,  and  mgress  give 
To  the  bright  darts  of  day ;  his  prison'd  rills, 
That  darkling  crept  sonid  the  rustling  brakes, 
^ Shall  glitter  as  they  glide,  and  his  dank  caves, 
^Free  to  salubrious  zephyrs,  emae  to  weep. 
Meanwhile  bis  shadowy  poiiap  be«lil1  retaiai. 
His  Dryads  stiU  attend  Mm  ;  tbay^akMM 
Of  race  plebeian  banish'd,  who  to  rroiwd 
Not  grace  hit  state,  ttasir  bouglii  otntiirtirB  flnof. 

fittt  cMef  oonsok  him  ere  Uttrn  dai^  decide 
Th'  appropriata  bounds  of  PI«MM»'Mid  «f  ose ; 
For  pleasure,  lawless  robber,  oft  imitAm 
Her  neighbouT^rigbt,  and  uuns  to  idle  wsote 
Her  treasures:  eurb  her  than  inimiiy^evnds. 
Whene'er  the  scesie  permiU  that  jvMrrtoMM. 
The  curb  restrains  not  Bea«ty)  ■o^'teign  she 
Still  triumphs,  still  unites  enoh  aal^ect  icalm. 
And  blesses  both  impartial.    Wliy  then  iettr 
Lest,  if  thy  fence  contract  tfa»MiBf«a?lMte, 
It  dees  her  wrong  ?  ShepoinCs  a  llioiliniid  w»yS| 
And  each  her  own,  to  careH»  needMiH. 
Where'er  it  winds,  attdfra^r  VMitifwilid, 
She  bids,  at  ev*ry  bewi,  thiek*blutoHil^ffttrfb 
Croud  their  inwoven  tandfils^   1i  tlllil«'riliU 
A  void  ?  Lo,  I^ebanoirlier  eedar l«Mtt 
Lo,  all  the  stately  progonr  of  phieatf:  r 
Came,  with  their  floating  foliage  rft^ly^MM, 
To  fill  that  void  1  raeanwfiif  e  iretosslffie  HMd    ' 
The  wandering  flocks  that  browse  heiwcerftiirBhadfls 
Seem  oft  to  pass  their  bounds ; '  the^dttkiesis^ye' 
Decides  not  if  they  crop  the  nieador  towtt.* 

Browaethen  yfNir  All,  food  foisstoiM  to  you 
Shall  sturdy  Labour  quit  liift  monhlg- task- 
Well  pleas'd ;'  nor  longer  o'er  Uf  ostleipfob 
Draw  through  the  dew  thrspkndourvT  lus  scvtbe. 
He,  leaning  on  that  scythe,  with  catolr  gay 
Salutes  his  fleecy  snhltltutot,  that  ruA 
In  bleating  ehase  to  their  deiicioiis  task. 
And,  spreading  o'er  the  plain,  wi&  eager  teeth 
Devour  it  into  veidore.    BMwaa  your  flfl  - 
Fond  foresters !  the  soil  that  you  enrich 
Shall  still  supply  your  mom  and  evening  meal 
With  choicest  delicates ;  vheilier  you  choose 
The  vernal  blades  that  rise  with  seeded  stem 
Ofhuepurpmreal;  or tha okmari^ito, 
Hiat  in  a  spiked  ball  collects  its  sweets ; 
Or  trembling  foscue :  ev^ry  £ivhrite  heib 
Shall  court  your  tttte,  ye  hamleH  epicoresl 
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Menwbile  pensit  that  with  nilheeded  step 
I  pof  beride  you,  nor  let  idle  feftr 
Spoil  your  repast,  for  know  the  lively  scene. 
That  you  still  more  enliven,  to  my  soul 
Darts  inspiration,  and  impels  the  song: 
To  rDll  in  bolder  descant ;  while,  within,   . 
Agteun  of  happiness  primeval  seems 
To  snatch  me  back  to  joys  my  nature  claimed. 
Ere  vice  de6Pd,  ere  slavery  sunk  the  world. 
And  all  was  faith  and  freedom  :  then  was  man 
Creation's  king,  yet  friend ;  and  all  that  browse, 
Or  skim,  or  dive,  the  plain,  the  air,  the  Ifood, 
Ptid  him  their  liberal  homage ;  paid  nnaw*d 
Id  love  accepted,  sympathetic  love 
That  felt  ibr  all,  and  blest  them  with  its  smiles. 
Then  nor  the  curling  horn  had  leamM  to  sound 
The  savage  song  of  chase ;  the  barbed  shaft 
Had  then  no  poison'd  point ;  nor  thou,  fell  tube ! 
Whose  iron  entrailt  hide  the  sulphurous  blast, 
Satanic  engine,  koew^st  the  ruthless  power 
Of  thundering  death  around  thee.    Then  alike 
Were  ye  innocuous  thro*  your  ev'ry  tribe,   ' 
Or  brute,  or  reptile;  nor  by  rage  or  guile 
Had  giv*a  to  injur'd  man  his  only  plea    ' 
(Aod  that  the  tyrant's  plea)  to  work  your  harm. 
Instinct,  alas,  like  wayward  reason,  now 
Veers  from  its  pole.    There  was  a  golden  time 
When  each  created  being  kept  its  sphere 
Appointed,  nor  infringed  its  neighbour's  right. 
liic  Aooks,  to  whom  the  grassy  lawn  was  giv*o. 
Fed  on  its  blades  contented ;  now  they  crush 
Each  scim'k  tender  shoots,  and,  at  ito  birth, 
Destroy,  what,  sav'd  from  their  remorseless  tooth, 
Had  been  tb«  tree  of  Jove.    £v*n  while  I  sing. 
Yon  wanton  lamb  has  cropt  the  woodbine's  pride, 
That  bent  beneath  a  foil-blown  load  of  sweets, 
ADd  fiU'd  the  air  with  perfume :  see  it  falls ; 
The  busy  bees,  with  many  a  murmur  sad. 
Hang  o'er  tl^ir  honied  Ion.     Why  is  it  thus  ? 
Ah,  why  must  Art  defend  the  friendly  shades 
She  rearM  to'abieki  you  from  the  noontide  beam  ? 
Traitofi,  forbaar  to  womid  them  !  say,  ye  fools ! 
Does  your  rich  heriMge  ftul )  do  acrid  leaves 
Afford  you  daintiflr  fbod  ?  I  plead  in  vain ; 
For  now  the  fiither  of  the  Heecy  troop 
Begins  his  deVMtation,  and  his  ewes 
Crowd  to  tfaa  spoil,  with  imitative  zeal. 

Since,  th«o,  oonstra'm'd,  we  must  expel  the  flock 
From  where  our  saplhigs  rise,  onr  flow'rets  bloom, 
The  song  shall  teach,  in  clear  preceptive  notes, 
How  best  to  Urame  the  fence,  and  best  to  bide 
All  its  fbresasn  defects ;  defective  still, 
Tho'  hid  with  happiest  arL     Ingrateful  sure, 
When  such  the  theme,  becomes  the  poet's  task : 
Yet  most  be  try,  by  modulation  meet 
Of  varied  cadence,  aod  selected  phrase, 
Exact  yet  free,  without  indation  bold. 
To  digaifjr  that  theme,  must  try  to  form 
Soch  magic  sympathy  of  sense  with  sound 
As  pictures  aU  it  sings ;  while  grace  awakes 
At  each  blest  teach,  and,  on  the  lowliest  things. 
Scatters  her  rainbow  hues.    The  6rst  and  best 
Is  thaty  which,  sinking  from  our  eye,  divides. 
Yet  seems  not  to  divi<^  the  shaven  lawn, 
Aod  parts  it  from  the  pasture ;  for  if  there 
Sheep  feed,  or  dappled  deer,  their  wandering  teeth 
Will,  smoothly  as  the  scythe,  the  herbage  shave. 
And  leave  a  kindred  verdure.    Hiis  to  keep 
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Heed  that  thy  labourer  scoop  the  trench  with  care  ; 
For  some  there  are  who  give  their  spade  repose. 
When  broad  enough  the  perpendicular  sides 
Divide,  and  deep  descend.    To  form  perchance 
Some  needful  drain,  such  labour  may  suffice. 
Yet  not  for  beauty  :  here  thy  range  of  wall 
Must  lift  its  height  erect,  and  o'er  its  head 
A  verdant  veil  of  swelling  turf  expand. 
While  smoothly  from  its  base  with  gradual  ease 
Tlie  pasture  meets  its  level,  at  that  point 
Which  best  deludes  oxir  eye,  and  best  conceals 
Thy  lawn's  brief  limit     Down  so  smooth  a  slope 
The  fleecy  foragers  will  gladly  browse ; 
The  velvet  herbage  free  from  weeds  obscene 
Shall  spread  its  equal  carpet,  and  the  trench 
Be  pasture  io  its  base.     'Thus  form  thy  fence 
Of  stone,  for  stone  alone,  and  piPd  on  high, 
Best  curbs  the  nimble  deer,  that  love  to  range 
Unlimited  ;  but  where  tame  heifers  feed. 
Or  innocent  sheep,  an  humbler  mound  will  serve 
Unlin'd  with  stone,  and  but  a  green-svrard  trcuch. 
Here  midway  down,  upon  the  nearei  bank 
Plant  thy  thick  row  of  thorns,  and  to  defend 
Their  infant  shoots,  beneath,  on  oaken  stakes, 
Extend  a  rail  of  elm,  securely  arm'd 
With  spiculated  pailiog,  in  such  sort 
As,  round  some  citadel,  the  engineer 
Directs  bis  sharp  stoccade.     But  when  the  shoots 
Condense,  and  interweave  their  prickly  boughs 
Impenetrable,  then  withdraw  their  guard, 
They've  done  their  office ;  scorn  thou  to  retain. 
What  frowns  like  military  art,  in  scenes      [stroy'd. 
Where  peace  should  smile  perpetual.     These  de- 
Make  it  thy  vernal  care,  when  April  calls 
New  shoots  to  birth,  to  trim  the  hedge  aslaunt. 
And  mould  if  to  the  roundness  of  the  mound. 
Itself  a  shelving  hill ;  nor  neH  wc  here 
The  rule  or  line  precise,  a  casual  glance 
Suffices  to  direct  the  careless  sheers. 

Yet  learn,  that  each  variety  of  ground 
Claims  its  peculiar  barrier.     When  the  foss 
Can  steal  transverse  before  the  central  eye, 
'Tis  duly  drawn ;  but,  up  yon  neighb'ring  hill 
That  fronts  the  lawn  direct,  if  labour  delve 
The  yawning  chasm,  *twtll  meet,  not  cross  our  view  ; 
No  foliage  can  c5nceal,  no  curve  correct 
The  deep  deformity.    And  yet  thou  mean'st 
Up  yonder  hill  to  wind  thy  fragrant  way, 
And  wisely  dost  thou  mean ;  for  its  broad  eye       ^ 
Catches  the  sudden  charms  of  laughing  vales. 
Rude  rocks  and  headlong  streams,  and  antique  oaks 
Lost  in  a  wild  horizon  ;  yet  the  path  ' 

That  leads  to  all  these  charms  expects  defence : 
Here  then  suspend  the  sportsman's  hempen  toils. 
And  stretch  their  meshes  on  the  light  support 
Of  hazel  plants,  or  draw  thy  lines  of  wire 
In  fivefold  parallel;  no  danger  then 
That  sheep  invade  thy  foliage.     To  thy  herds. 
And  pastured  steeds  an  opener  fcnCe  oppose, 
Form'd  by  a  triple  row  of  cordage  stronij. 
Tight  drawn  the  stakes  between.    The  simple  deer 
Is  curb'd  by  mimic  snares  ;  the  slenderest  twine 
(If  sages  err  not)  that  the  t)eMame  spins. 
When  by  her  wintry  lamp  she  plies  her  wheel, 
Arre&ts  his  courage ;  his  iinp'jtaous  hoof. 
Broad  chest,  and  branching  antlers  nought  avail ;   . 
In  fearful  gaze  he  stands^  the  nerves  that  bore 
His  bounding  pride  o'er  lofty  mounds  of  stone, 
Cc 
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A  single  thread  defies.    Such  foroe  has  fear. 

When  visionary  fancy  wakes  the  fiend, 

In  brute,  or  man,  most  powerful  when  most  vain. 

Still  must  the  twain,  who  spreads  theiie  corded 
guards. 
Expect  their  swift  decay.    The  noontide  beams 
Relax,  the  nightly  dews  contract  the  twist.  . 
Oft  too  the  coward  hare,  then  only  bold 
When  mischief  promj^ts,  or  wintry  (amine  pines. 
Will  quit  her  rush-grQwn  form,  and  steal,  with  ear 
Up-prick'd,  to  gnaw  the  toils ;  and  oft  the  ram 
And  jutting  steer  drive  their  entangling  boms 
Thro'  the  frail  meshes,  and,  by  many,  a  chasm, 
Proclaim  their  hate  of  thraldom.    Nothing  brooks 
Confinement,  save  de^nerate  man  alone,  ^ 
Who  deems  a  monarch's  smile  can  gild  his  chains. 
Tir'd  then,  perchance,  of  nets  ths^t  daily  clfum 
Thy  renovating  labour,  thou  wilt  form. 
With  elm  and  oak,  a  nistic  balustrade 
Of  firmest  junctuiie ;  happy  could  thy  to'^l 
Make  it  as  fair  as  firm ;  yet  vain  the  wish. 
Aim  but  to  hide,, not  grace  its  formal  line. 

Let  those,  who  weekly,  from  the  city's  smoke, 
Crowd  to  each  neighboring  hai^let,  there  to  hpld 
Their  dnsty  sabbath,  tip  with  gold  and  red 
The  milk-white  palisades,  that  Gothic  now. 
And  tiow  Chinese,  now  neither,  and  yet  both, 
Cheoquer  their  trim  domain*    Thy  sylvan  scene 
Would  fede,  indignant  at  the  tawdry  glare. 

Tis  thine  alone  to  seek  what  shadowy  hues 
Tinging  thy  fence  may  lose  it  In  the  lawn  j 
And  these  to  give  thee  Painting  Wkvalt  descend 
£v*n  to  her  meanest  office  j  grind,  compound. 
Compare,  and  by  the  distanced,eye  decide. 

For  this  she  first,  with  SQOwy  ceruse,  joins 
The  ochr'ous  atoms  that  chalybeate  rills 
Wash  from  their  jmineral  channels,  as  they  glide, 
In  flakes  of  earthy  gold  j  with  these  unites 
A  tinge  of  blue,  or  that  deep  azure  gray, 
Form'd  from  the  calcin'd  fibres  of  the  vine ; 
And,  if  she  blendsjt,  with  sparing  hand  she  b^endl 
That  base  metallic  drug,  then  only  pri^'d. 
When,  aided  by  the  humid  touclti  of  tim^ 
It  gives  a  Nenvs  or  some  tyrant's  cheeky 
Its  precious  canlier.    These  witti  fluent  oil 
Attempered,  on  thy  length*ning  rail  shall  spread 
That  sober  oliv^green  which  Nature  wears 
Ev'n  on  her  vernal  bosom;  qor  misdeem, 
For  that,  illnmin'd  with  the  oooutide  i]fiy, 
She  boasts  a  brighter  garment,  .there&re  Ait 
A  livelier  verdure  to  thy  aid  should  bring. 
Know  when  th^  Art,  with  ey'ry  varijed  hu^ 
Portrays  the  living  Ijandscape^  when  her  hand 
Commands  the  canvass  plane  to  glide  with  streaoif. 
To  wave  with  foliage,  or  with  fiowera  to  breathe. 
Cool  olive  tints,  in  sodEt  gradation  laid,  ^ 

Create  the  general  herlMge :  there  alone. 
Where  darts,  with  vivid  force,  the  ray  supreme, 
(Jnsullied  verdure  reigns;  and  tells  our  eye 
U  stole  its  .bright  reflection  from  the  Sun. 

The  paint  is  spread ;  the  barrier  pales  retire, 
Snatch'd,  as  by  magic,  from  the  gazer's  view. 
So,  when  the  sable  eiosign  of  the  night, 
UnfuH'd  by  mist-impelling  Eurus,  veils 
The  last  red  radiance  of  declining  daiy. 
Each  scattered  village,  and  each  holy  spire 
That  decked  Mie  diatopce  c^  the  sylvan  scene. 
Are  sunk  in  sudden  gloom :  the  plodding  hind. 
That  homeward  hies,  jLens  not  the  cheering  lite 


Of  his  calm  cahbio,  which»  a  momtaXyittt, 
Stream'd  from  its  roof  an  azure  corl  or  smol 
Beneath  the  sheltering  cqppice,  and  gare  sign 
Of  warm  domestic  welcome  from  his  toil. 

Nor  is  that  cot,  of  which  food  Fancy  diavi 
This  casual  picture,  alien  from  onr  tbeone. 
Revisit  it  at  mom ;  its  opening  latch, 
Tho*  Penury  and  Toil  within  reside. 
Shall  pour  thee  forth  a  youthful  progeny 
Glowing  with  health  ana  beauty  (socb  the  dover 
Of  equal  Heav'n).   See,  how  the  ruddy  tribe 
Throng  ronnd  the  threshold,  and,  with  vacant  gwCb 
Salute  thee :  call  the  loiterers  into  use. 
And  form  of  these  thy  fence,  the  living  fence 
That  graces  what  it  guanls.  Thou  think'st,  perchasdi 
That,  skilPd  in  Nature's  heraldry,  thy  art 
Has,  in  the  limits  of  yon  fragrant  tuit. 
Marshal  rd  each  ruse,  that  to  the  eye  of  Jonf 
Spreads  its  peculiar  crimson :  do  not  err. 
The  loveliest  still  is  wanting ;  the  fresh  roie 
Of  innocence,  it  blossoms  on  their  cheek. 
And,  lo,  to  thee  they  bear  it !  striving  all. 
In  panting  race,  who  £rst  shall  reach  the  lawn, 
Proud  to  be  call'd  thy  shepherds.     Want,  alas  I 
Has  o'er  their  little  limbs  her  livery  hung. 
In  many  a  tatter'd  fold,  vet  still  those  limbs 
Are  shapely ;  their  rude  locks  start  fra«n  their  broM^ 
Yet,  on  that  open  brow,  its  dearest  throne. 
Sits  sweet  simplicity.     Ah,  clothe  the  troup 
In  such  a  rus$et  garb  as  best  befits 
Their  pastoral  office ;  let  the  leathern  scrip 
Swing  at  tlieir  side,  tip  thou  their  crgok  with  ftejplt 
And  braid  their  hat  with  n6hes;  then  to  each 
Assign  his  station  ;  at  the  close  of  eve. 
Be  it  their  care  to  pen  ift  hurdled  cote 
The  ilock,  and  when  the  matin  prime  returm^ 
Th^ir  care  to  set  them  free ;  yet  watchiug  stUl 
The  liberty  they  lend,  oft  shalt  thou  hear 
Their  whistle  shrill,  and  oft  their  faithful  dog 
Shall  with  obedient  barkings  frijs;ht  the  ^odc 
From  wrong  or  robbery.    The  livelong  day 
Meantime  rolls  lightly  o'er  their  happy  beads; 
They  bask  on  sunny  hillocks,  or  desport 
In  rustic  pastime,  while  that  loveliest  jgnice, 
Which  only  lives  iu  action  unrestrain'd^'^], 
To  ev'ry  simple  gesture  lends  a  charm.  ]' 

Pride  of  the  year,  purpureal  Sjj^png  }  attebf^ 
And,  in  the  cheek  of  these  sweet  i^nocebts  \ 
Behold  your  beauties  pictur'd.    As  t^e  cloud 
That  weeps  its  moment  from  thy  sappkife  Heat^ 
They  frown  with  CAUseless  sorrow  ;  as  the  heu^f  . 
Gilding  that  cloud,  with  causeless  mirth  t^y  sotd^ 
Stay,  pitying  Time  !  prolong  their  vernal  hpis. 
Alas !  ere  we  can  note  it  in  our  song. 
Comes  manhood's  feverish  summer,  chilPd  full  noo 
By  cold  autuqaual  care,  till  wintry  age 
Sinks  in  the  frore  severity  of  deatL 

Aht  who,  when  such  life's  momentary  ^Itfim,  . 
Would  mix  in  hireling  senates,  strenuous  these:.  , 
To  crush  the  venal  hydra*  whose  fell  crefts 
Rise  with  recruited  venom  firom  the  woim4  ^ 
Who,  for  so  vain  a  opnflict  would  for^ 
Thy  sylvan  haunt$,  celestial  Solitude ! 
Where  self-Rnprovei|iept,  crown'd  with  selfNCOOteoV 
Await  to  bless  thy  votary }    Nurtur'd  thus 
Ja  tranquil  groves,  list'mng  to  Nature's  voice, 
That  preach'd  from  whispering  trees,  and  jbaMliqg 
A  lesson  seldom  learnt  in  reason's  school,  |]tin)0^ 
The  wise  SidonianUv'd:  and,  tho' tj^e  |1^ 
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Of  1twle»  ^yraimsr  ftraund  bkn  rtf  *d ; 
TM  Stnto,  gieat  alone  in  Penw'f  f<4d, 
UncalPd,  aahallow'd  by  the  people's  cboioe» 
Usurp'd  the  tbrooe  of  his  brave  ancetton, 
Yet  was  bis  soul  all  peace;  a  gaidea's  cave 
His  ooljr  thought,  iu  chamis  bis  only  pride. 
Bat  now  the  conqoering  arms  of  Macedon 
Had  humbled  Persia.     Now  Phsenicia's  realm 
Jteoenes  the  son  of  Ammon ;  at  whose  frowa 
Her  tributary  ktogs  or  quit  their  thrones, 
Drat  bis  smile  retain ;  and  Sidon,  now 
Freed  from  her  tyrant,  poinU  the  ▼ietor^  step 
To  wheie  her  rightful  aov¥eign,  doubly  dear 
By  birth  and  vhlue,  prun*d  his  garden  grove. 

Twas  at  that  early  hour,  when  now  the  Sun 
Behind  majestic  Lebanon's  dark  veil 
Hid  his  asoending  splendour,  yet  thro*  each 
Her  cedar-vested  sides  his  flaunting  beams 
Shot  to  the  strand,  and  purpled  all  the  mam. 
Where  CDmmerce  saw  her  Sidon's  freighted  wealth. 
With  laoguid  streamers,  and  with  folded  sails, 
Fk)at  in  a  lake  of  gold.    The  wind  was  hush'd ; 
And,  to  the  beach,  each  slowly.lifted  wave, 
Oeeping  with  silver  curl,  just  kist  the  shore. 
And  alept  in  sileQce»    At  this  tranquil  hour      ^ 
Did  Sidon^s  senate,  and  the  Grecian  host, 
led  by  the  conqueror  of  the  world,  approach 
The  aecret  glade  that  veiPd  the  man  of  toil. 

Nowr  near  the  mouatain*s  foot  the  chief  arriv'tf. 
Where  round  that  glade,  a  pointed  aloe  screen, 
Entvrin'd  with  myrtle,  metJn  tangled  brakes. 
That  bar'd  all  entrance,  save  at  one  low  gate, 
Whoee  time-di8)ointed  arch,  with  ivy  chained, 
Bad  atoop  the  warrior  train.     A  pathway  bi^wn 
Led  thn/  the  pai«,  meeting  a  fretful  brook. 
And  wandering  near  its  channel,  while  it  leapt 
O'er  maiky  a  rocky  fragment,  where  rude  Art 
Had  eas'd  perchance,  but  not  piescrib'd  its  way. 

Ctote  vaa  the  vale  and  shady ;  yet  ere  loqg 
Its  forest  sides  retiring^  left  a  lawn 
Of  an»bs  circuit,  where  the  widening  stream 
No«r-6^er  its  pebbled  channel  ninthly  tript 
In  many  a  lucid  maze.    From  the  flower'd  veige 
Of  tfaia  clear  rill  now  strayM  the  devious  path, 
Amid  ambrosial  tnfU  where  spicy  plants, 
Weempip  their  perfum'd  tears  of 'myrrh,  and  nard. 
Stood  cnmnM  with  Sharon  s  rose ;  or  where,  apart, 
Hw  p^irjarch  paTm  his  load  of  sngar'd  dates 
Bh0f^4  l^tnteousj   where  the  fig,  of  standard 

strength, 
J^aA  rich  pomegranate,  wrapt  in  dulcet  pulp 
Their  raoy  seeds  ;  or  where  the  citron^s  bough 
Bent  with  its  load  of  golden  fruit  mature. 
MeMiwhile4be  lawn  beneath  the  scatter'd  shade 
Spread  its  serene  extent ;  a  stately  file 
Of  etreliiig  cypress  markM  the  distant  bound. 
NoWj.to  the  left,  the  path  ascending  pierc'd 
A  smaller  sylvan  theatre,  yet  deck'd 
With  more  majestic  foliage.    Cedars  here, 
Coeval  with  the  sky-civ>wn'd  diountaio's  self. 
Spread  wide  their  giant  arms ;  whence,  from  a  rock 
CraggT  and  black,  that  seemM  its  fountain  bead, 
The  aMv«9  fell  headlong  ;  yet  Still  higher  rose, 
EVn  in  th*  eteroar snows  of  Lebanon, 
Tbat  hallowed  sprinv ;  thence,  in  the  porous  earth 
Long  while  insrulph^d,  its  crystal  weight  here  forc'd 
Its  way  to  light  and  freedom.     Down  it  dash'd ; 
A  bed  of  native  marble  pure  received 
Tbe  new-bura  Maiad,  and  rtpof *d  her  wava,  ' 


Till  with  o^er-flowing  pride  it^skho'd  the  lawa. 
Fronting  this  lake  there  rose  a  solemn  grot. 
O'er  which  an  ancient  vine  luxuriant  flung 
Its  purple  clusters,  and  beneath  its  roof 
An  unhewn  altar.     Rich  SabsMm  gums 
That  altar  pil'd,  and  there  with  torch  of  pine 
The  venerable  sage,  now  first  descry'd. 
The  fragrant  incense  kindled.    Age  had  shed 
Tbat  duA  of  sihrer  o'er  bis  sable  locks. 
Which  spoke  his  strength  mature  beyond  its  prioM^ 
Yet  vigorous  still,  for  ^m  his  healthy  cheek 
Time  had  not  cropt  a  rose,  or  on  his  brow 
One  wrinkling  furrow  ploughed;  his  eagle  eye 
Had  all  Ha  youthful  lightening,  and  each  limb 
The  sinewy  strength  that  toil  demands,  and  gives. 
TIk  warrioor  saw  and  pans*d :  his  nod  withheld 
The  eiowd  at  awful  distance,  where  their  ears, 
In  mute  attention,  diank  the  sage's  prayer. 
<*  Parent  of  good,  *•  he  cried",  behold  the  gifte 
Thy  humble  votary  brings,  and  may  thy  smile 
Hallow  his  cnstom'd  offering.     Let  the  hand 
That  deals  in  blood,  with  bidod  thy  shrines  diatain  ; 
Be  mine  this  harmless  tribute.     If  it  speaks 
A  grateful  heart,  can  hecatombs  do  more  ? 
Parent  of  good  !  theycwinot     Purple  pomp 
May  call  thy  presence  to  a  prouder  fhue 
Than  this  poor  cave ;  but  will  thy  presence  there 
Be  more  devoutly  felt  ?  Parent  of  good ! 
It  will  not.    Here  then,  shall  the  prostrate  heart. 
That  deeply  feels  thy  presence,  lift  its  pray'r. 
But  what  has  be  to  ask  who  ixithing  needs. 
Save  what,  unask'd,  is  fVom  thy  Heav'n  of  Heaven! 
Giv'n  in  diurnal  good  }  Yet,  holy  power  I 
Do  all  that  call  thee  lather  thus  exult 
In  thy  propitious  presence  ?  Sidon  sinks 
Beneath  a  tyrant's  scourge.    Parent  of  good ! 
Oh  free  my  captive  oouotry."-^-'Sudden  here 
He  pausM  and  sigh'd.    And  now,  the  raptur'd  crowd 
Blurmur  applaud  :  he  heard,  he  tum'd,  and  taw 
The  king  cif  Macedon  with  eager  step 
Burst  fh>m  his  warrior  plwlanx.    From  the  youth. 
Who  bore  its  state,  the  conqueror's  own  right  hand 
Snatcb'd  tbe  rich  wreath,  and  bound  it  on  his  brow. 
His  swift  attendants  O'er  bis  shoulders  cast 
The  robe  of  empire,  while  the  trumpet's  voice 
Proclaim'd  him  king  of  Sidon.    Stem  he  stood. 
Or,  if  he  smll'd,  'twas  a  contempibous  smile. 
That- held  the  pageant  honours  in  dtsdam. 
llien  burst  the  people's  voice.  In  loud  acclaim. 
And  bade  him  be  their  father.    At  the  word, 
The  honoor'd  blood,  tbat  warm'd  him,  fiush'd  hts 
His  brow  expanded ;  bis  exalted  step  [cheek  ; 

March'd  firmer ;  grack>uslT  he  bow'd  the  h«ad. 
And  was  the  sire  thev  call'd  him.  "  Tell  me,  king," 
Young  Ammon'ory'd,  while  o'er  his  brigfat'ning  form 
He  cast  tbe  gaze  of  wonder,  <*  how  a  soni 
Dke  thine  could  bear  the  toils  of  penury  ?" 

Oh  grant  me,  gods  ^"  he  answer'd,  '*  so  to  bear 
Hiis  load  of  royalty.     My  toil  was  crownM 
With  bleasings  lost  to  kings ;  yet,  righteous  pgirere! 
If  to  my  country  ye  transfer  the  boon, 
I  triumph  in  the  loss.    Be  mine  tbe  chains 
That  fetter  sov'reigoty ;  let  Sidon  smile 
With,  your  best  blesrioga,  liberty  and  peace.'' 


BOOK  THE  THiRDi 

Clo8'»  ii  that  curious  ear,  by  Death*?  cold  hand,  j 

That  msvk'd  egeh  Crroor  of  my'auviMt  itrain      < 
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With  kind  aeverity ;  to  whom  my  Mute 
Still  Ipv'd  to  whisper,  what  she  meant  to  sin^^ 
In  louder  accent;  to  whose  taste  supreme  - 
She  first  and  last  appealed,  nor  wished  for  praise, 
Save  when  his  smile  was  herald  to  her  fame. 
Yes,  thou  art  gone ;  yet  friendship's  faiult'ring  tongue 
Invokes  thee  still ;  and*  still,  by  fancy  sooth'd. 
Fain  would  she  hope  her  Gray  attends  the  call. 
Why  then,  alas  !  in  this  my  fav'rite  haunt 
Place  I  the  urn,  the  hust,  the  sculptured  lyre. 
Or  fix  this  votive  tablet,  fair  inscribed 
With  numbers  worthy  thee,  for  they  are  thine  ^ 
Why,  if  thou  hear'st  me  still,  these  symbols  sad 
Of  fond  memorial  ?  Ah  !  my  pensive  sou}  I 
He  hears  ipe  not,  nor  ever  mdre  shall  hear 
The  theme  his  candour,  not  his  taste  approved. 

Oft,  *'  smiling  as  in  seom,"  oft  would  he  cry, 
"  Why  waste  thy  numbers  on  a  trivial  art. 
That  ill  can  mimic  even  the  humblest  charms 
Of  all-majestic  Nature  ?'*  at  the  word 
His  eye  would  gUstenj  and  his  accents  glow 
With  all  the  poeVs  frency,  •*  Sov'reign  queen  ! 
Behold,  and  tremble,  while  thou  view'st  her  state 
ThronM  on  the  heights  of  Skiddaw:  call  thy  art 
To  build  her  such  a  throne ;  that  art  will  fi^l 
How  vain  her  best  pretensions.    Trace  her  march 
Amid  the  purple  craggs  of  Borrowdale ; 
And  try  like  those  to  pile  thy  range  of  rock 
In.  rude  tumultuous  chaos.    See !  she  mounts 
Her  naiad  car,  and  down  Lodore's  dread  cliff 
Falls  many  a  fathom,  like  the  headlong  bard 
My  fabling  fancy  plung'd  in  Conway's  flood; 
Yet  not  like  him  to  sink  in  endless  night : 
For,  on  its  boiling  bosom,  still  she  guides 
Her  buoyant  shell,  and  leads  the  wave  along  ; 
Or  spreads  it  bread,  a  river,  or  a  lake, 
As  suits  her  pleasure  :  will  thy  boldest  song 
E'er  brace  the  sinews  of  enervate  art 
To  such  dread  daring  ?  Will  it  ev'n  direcft 
Her  hand  to  emulate  those  softer  charms 
That  deck  the  banks  of  Dove,  or  call  to  birth 
The  bare  romantic  craggs,  and  copses  green. 
That  sidelong  grace  her  circuit,  whence  the  rilb, 
■  Bright  in  their  crystal  purity,  descend 
,To  meet  their  sparkling  queen  ?  Around  each  fount 
The  haw-thorns  crowd,  and  knit  their    blossom'd 

.sprays 
To  keep  their  sources  sacr^,     Here,  even  here. 
Thy  art,  each  active  sinew  stretch'd  in  vain. 
Would  perish  in  its  pride.     Far  rather  thou 
Confess  her  scanty  power,  correct,  control* 
Tell  her  bow  far,  nor  farther,  she  may  go ; 
And  rein  with  reason's  curb  fantastic  taste." 

Yes  1  will  hear  thee,  dear  lamented  shade. 
And  hold  each  dictate  sacred.     What  remains 
Unsung  shall  so  each  leading  rule  select 
As  if  still  guided  by  thy  judgment  sage; 
While,  as  still  modell'd  to  thy  curious  ear. 
Flow  my  melodious  numbers;  so  shall  proise, 
ff  ought  of  praise  the  verse  I  weave  may  claioiy 
From  just  posterity  reward  my  son?. 

Erewhile  to  trace  the  path,  to  form  the  fence, 
To  mark  the  destin'd  limits  of  the  lawn. 
The  Muse  with  measured  step,  preceptive,  pac'd. 
Now  from  the  surface  with  impatient  flight 
She  mounts,  Sylvanus  !  o'er  thy  world  of  shade 
To  spread  her  pinions.     Open  all  thy  glades. 
Greet  her  from  aU  thy  echoes.    Orpheus-like, 
Arm'd  with  the  s(»q11s  of  bannony  she  coqaes^ 


To  lead  thy  forests  fbrth  to  loveKer  hautit^ 
Where  Fancy  waits  to  fisc  them  :  from  the  delt 
Where  now  they  lurk  the  calls'them  to  possew 
Conspicuous  stations ;  to  their  varied  forma 
Allots  congenial  place ;  selects,  dhndet. 
And  blends  anew  in  one  Elysian  scene. 

Yet,  while  Ithus  exult,  my  weak  toagne  feels 
Its  indfectual  powers,  and  seeks  in  vain 
That  force  of  ancient  phrase  which,speakm;,  painty 
And  is  the  thing  it  sings.     Ah  Virgil !  why, 
By  thee  neglected,  was  this  loveliest  theme 
Left  to  the  grating  voice  of  modem  reed  ? 
Why  not  array  it  in  the  splendid  robe 
Of  thy  rich  diction,  and  consign  the  charge 
To  Fame,  thy  hand-maid,  whose  immortal  plume 
Had  bom  its  praise  beyond  the  bounds  of  Time  ? 

Countless  is  Vegetation's  verdant  brood 
As  are  the  stars  that  stud  yon  cope  of  Heaven; 
To  marshal  all  her  tribes  in  order'd  file. 
Generic,  or  specific,  might  demand 
His  science,  wond'rous  Swede !  whose  ample  mind. 
Like  aneient  Tadmor's  philosophic  king:, . 
Stretched  from  the  hyissop  creeping  on  the  wall 
To  Lebanon's  proudest  cedars.    Skill  like  this, 
Which  spans  a  third  of  Nature's  copious  realm, 
Our  art  requires  not,  sedulous  alone 
To  note  those  general  properties  of  form. 
Dimension,  growth,  duration,  strength,  and  hoe. 
Then  first  imprest,  when,  at  the  dawn^of  time. 
The  form-deciding,  life-inspiriug  word 
Pronounc'd  them  into  being.    These  prime  marb 
Distinctive,  docile  Memory  makes  her  own. 
That  each  its  shadowy  succour  may  supply 
To  her  Wish'd  purpose ;  first,  with  needful  shade^ 
To  \eil  whate'er  of  wall,  or  fence  uncouth 
Disgusts  the  eye,  which  tyrant  use  has  reared, 
And  stem  necessity  forbids  to  change. 

Lur'd  by  their  hasty  shoots,  and  branching  rtenu, 
Planters  there  are  who  chuse  the  race  «f  pine 
For  this  great  end,  erroneous ;  witless  they 
That  as  their  arrowy  heads  assault  the  sky. 
They  leave  their  shafts  unfeather*d :  rather  thoa 
Select  the  shrubs  that,  patient  of  the  knife. 
Will  thank  thee  for  the  wound,  the  hardy  thorn. 
Holly,  or  box,  privet»  or  pyracantbb 
They,  thickening  from  their  base,  with  tenfold  sbsdt 
Will  soon  replenish  all  thy  judgment  pma'd. 

But  chief,  with  willing  aid,  her  glittering  green 
Shall  England's  laurel  bring;  swift  shall  shespvcsl 
Her  broad-leav'd  shade,  and  float  it  fair,  and  widt, 
Proud  to  be  cali'd  an  inmate  of  the  soil. 
T^t  England  prize  this  daughter  of  the  East 
Beyond  that  Latian  plant,  of  kindred  name, 
That  wreslh'd  the  head  of  Julius  ;  basely  twin'd 
Its  flattering  foliage  on  the  traitor's  brow 
Who  crush'd  his  country's  freedom.     Sacred  tiee^ 
Ne'er  be  thy  brighter  verdure  thus  debas'd  ! 
Far  happier  thou,  in  this  sequester'd  bower. 
To  shroud  thy  poet,  who,  with  fbst'ring  hand, 
Here  bade  thee  flourish,  and  with  grateful  strsia 
Now  chants  the  praise  of  thy  matucer  bloom.- 
And  happier  far  that  poet,  if  secure 
His  hearth  and  altars  from  the  pilfering  slaves 
Of  power,  bis  little  eve  of  lonely  life 
May  here  steal  on,  blest  with  the  heartfelt  calm 
That  competence  aud  liberty  inspire^ 

Nor  are  the  plants  which  England  calls  her  ow 
Few,'  or  unlovely,  that,  with. laurel  join'd 
And  kindxsMl  foliage  of  perennial  green^ 
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Will  form  %  ekaa-knit  curtain.    Shrabs  there  are 
Of  bolder  growth,  that,  at  the  call  of  Springy, 
Bunt  forth  in  Uoaaom'd  fragrance ;  lilacs  rob'd 
In  now-white  innocence,  or  purple  pride  j 
The  fweet  syringa  3rielding  but  in  scent 
To  the  rich  orange ;  or  the  woodbine  wild 
That  loves  to  hang,  on  barren  boughs  remote. 
Her  wreaths  of  flowery  perfume.    These,  beside 
Myriads  that  here  the  Mute  neglects  to  name. 
Will  add  a  vernal  lustre  to  thy  veil. 

And  what  if  chance  collects  the  Taried  tribes. 
Yet  fear  not  thou  bat  unexpected  charms 
Will  from  their  union  start    But  if  our  song 
Supply  one  precept  here,  it  bids  retire 
Each  leaf  or  deeper  dye,  and  lift  in  front 
Folinge  of  paler  vcidsre,  so  to  spread 
A  canvas,  which  when  touched  by  Autumn's  hand 
Shall  gleam  with  dusky  gold,  or  russet  rays. 
But  vhy  prepare  for  her  funereal  hand 
That  canvas  ?  she  but  comes  to  dress  thy  shades, 
As  lovelier.victims  for  their  wintry  tomb. 
Bather  to  flowery  Spring,  to  Summer  bright. 
Thy  labour  consecrate ;  their  laughing  reign. 
The  youth,  the  manhood  of  the  growing  year. 
Deserves  that  labour,  and  rewaids  its  pain. 
Yet,  heedful  ever  of  that  ruthless  time 
When  Winter  shakes  their  stems,  preserve  a  file 
With  ever-during  leaf  to  brave  his  arm. 
And  deepening  spread  their  undiminishM  gloom. 

But,  if  the  tall  defect  demands  a  screen 
Of  forest  shade  high  tow'ring,  some  broad  roof 
Perchance  of  glaring  tile  that  guards  the  stores 
Of  Ceres ;  or  the  patch'd  disjointed  choir 
Of  KNne  old*  fane,  whose  steeple's  Gothic  pride 
Or  pinnacled,  er  spir'd,  would  bolder  rise 
"  In  tufted  trees  high  bosom'd,"  here  allot 
Coavenient  space  to  plant  that  lofty  tribe 
Behind  thy  underwood,  lest,  o'er  it*s  head 
The  forest  tyrants  shake  their  lordly  arms, 
And  shed  their  balefnl  dews.  Each  plant  that  springs 
Holds,  like  the  people  of  soma  free-born  state. 
Its  rights  foir  franchisM :  rooted  to  a  spot 
It  yet  has  claim  to  air ;  from  liberal  Heav'n 
'  It  yet  has  claim  to  sunshine,  and  to  showers : 
Air,  showers,  and  sunshine  are  \U  liberty. 

That  liberty  secured,  a  geaeml  shade, 
Dense  and  impervious,  to  thy  wish  shall  rise 
To  bide  each  form  nnconth  ;  and,  this  obtained. 
What  next  we  from  the  Dryad  powers  implore 
Is^cace,  is  ornament:  for  see!  our  lawn, 
Though  cloth'd  with  softest  verdure,  though  reliev'd 
By  many  a  gentle  fall  and  easy  swell, 
Eaqpwcts  that  harmony  of  light,  and  shade, 
Which  foliage  only  gives.    Come  then,  ye  plants  ! 
That,  like  the  village  troop  when  Maia  dawns, 
Delight -to  nungle  social ;  to  the  crest 
Of  yonder  brow  we  safely  may  conduct 
Your  numerous  train ;  no  eye  obstructed  there 
Will  blame  jrour  interpos'd  society : 
But,  on  the  plain  bek>w,  in  single  stems 
Disparted,  or  in  sparing  groups  distinct. 
Wide  must  ye  stand,  in  wild,  disorder'd  mood. 
As  if  the  seeds  from  which  yoor  scyons  sprang 
Had  there,  been  scattered  from  the  aflris^ted  beak 
Of  some  maternal  bird  whom  the  fierce  hawk 
Panned  with  iekm  daw.    Her  young  meabwbile. 
Callow,  and  cold,  from  their  moss-woven  nest 
Peep  forth;  they  stretch  their  Jittle  eager  throats 
Bnidtothe  wmd,  and  plead  to  the  lon^  spray 


Their  famish'd  plaint  importunately  shrilL 

Yet  in  this  wild  disorder  Art  presides. 
Designs,,  corrects,  and  regulates  the  whole. 
Herself  the  while  unseen.     No  cedar  broad 
Drops  his  dark  curtain  where  a  distant  scene 
Demands  distinction.    Here  the  thin  abele 
Of  lofty  bole,  and  bare,  the  smooth-stem'd  beech. 
Or  slender  alder,  give  our  eye  free  space 
Beneath  their  boughs  to  catch  each  lessening  charm 
Rv'n  to  the  for  horizon's  azure  bound. 

Nor  will  that  80v*reign  arbitreu  admit. 
Where'er  her  nod  decrees  a  mass  of  shades- 
Plants  of  unequal  size,  discordant  kind. 
Or  rul'd  by  foliation's  different  laws ; 
But  for  that  needfol  purpose  those  prefers 
Whose  hues  are  friendly,  whose  coeval  leaves 
The  eariiest  open,  and  the  latest  fode. 

Nor  will  she,  scorning  truth  and  taste,  devote 
To  strange,  and  alien  soils,  her  seedliog stems; 
Fix  the  dank  sallow  on  the  mountain's  brow, 
Or,  to  the  moss-grown  margin  of  the  lake. 
Bid  the  dry  pine  descend.     From  Nature's  laws 
She  draws  her  own :  Nature  and  she  are  one. 

Nor  will  she,  led  by  foshion^  lore,  select. 
For  objects  interpos'd,  the  pigmy  race  * 

Of  shrubs,  or  scatter  with  unmeaning  hand 
Their  offiipring  o*er  the  lawn,  scorning  to  patch 
With  mauy  a  meagre  and  disjointed  toft 
Its  sober  surfoce :  sidelong  to  her  path 
And  polish'd  foreground  she  confines  their  growth     - 
Where  o'er  their  heads  the  liberal  eye  may  ranges 

Nor  will  her  prudence,  when  intent  to  form 
One  perfect  whole,  on  feeble  aid  depend. 
And  give  exotic  wonders  to ourgaze. 
She  knows  and  therefore  fears  the  foithlesstraio; 
Sagely  she  calls  on  those  of  hardy  class 
Indigenous,  whe,  patient  of  the  change 
From  heat  to  cold  which  Albion  hoarly  feels. 
Are  brac'd  with  strength  to  brave  it.  These  adone 
She  plants  and  prunes,  nor  grieves  if  nicer  eyes  • 
Pronounce  them  vulgar.  These  she  calls  her  friendSy 
That  veteran  troop  who  will  not  for  a  blast 
Of  nipping  air,  like  cowards,  quit  the  field. 

Far  to  the  north  of  thy  imperial  towers, 
Augusta !  m  that  wild  and  Alpine  vale. 
Thro' which  the  Swale,  by  mountain-torrents  swell'd^ 
Flings  his  redundant  stream,  there  liv'd  a  youth 
Of  polish'd  manners  ;  ample  his  domain. 
And  fair  the  site  of  his  paternal  dome. 
He  lov'd  the  art  1  sing ;  a  deep  adept 
In  Nature's  story,  well  he  knew  the  names 
Of  an  her  verdant  lineage :  yet  that  skill 
Misled  his  taste ;  scornful  of  every  bl<x)m 
That  spreads  spontaneous,  from  remotest  Ind 
He  brought  his  foliage ;  careless  of  its  cost, 
Gv'n  of  its  beauty  careless :  it  was  rare. 
And  therefore  beanteous.    Now  his  laurel  screen. 
With  rose  and  woodbine  negligently  wove, 
Bows^  the  axe;   the  rich  magnolias  claim 
The  sta^on ;  now  Herculean  beeches  fell'd 
Resign  their  rights,  and  warm  Virginia  sends 
Her  cedars  to  usurp  them ;  the  proud  oak 
Himself,  ev'n  he  the  sov'reign  of  the  shade. 
Yields  (o  the  fir  that  drips  with  Gilead's  balm. 
Now,  Albion,  gaze  at  glories  not  thy  own ! 
Pause,  rapid  Swale !  and  see  thy  margin  crown'd 
With  all  the  pride  of  Ganges  :  veinal  showers 
Have  iix'd  their  roots ;  nutricious  summer  suns 
Favoured  their  growth  j  and  mildest  Autumn  smil'd 
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Beoignant  o*er  ^hem :  Tigoroaf,  fcir,  and  tally 
They  waft  a  gale  of  spioei  a'cr  the  plan. 
But  Winter  comes,  and  with  turn  watry  Jove, 
And  with  him  Bortas  in  hit  fraEcn  tbroud : 
The  savage  spirit  of  eld  Swale  is  rous'd ; 
He  howls  amidst  hia  loam.     At  the  dread  sight 
The  aliens  stand  aghast;  they  bow  their  hoads. 
In  vain  the  glassy  penthouse  ia  snpply'd  t 
The  pelting  storn  with  icy  hoUeta  bwaks 
Its  fragile  barrier ;  aee !  they  fiide,  they  diai 

Warn'd  by  his  errour,  lei  the  planter  slight 
These  shiv^rmg  rarities  $  or  if,  to  please 
Fastidious  fkshion,  be  most  needs  allot 
Some  space  for  fineign  foLiage,  lei  him  ohose 
A  sidelong  glade,  shelter'd  froan  east  and  nortliy 
And  free  to  southern  and  to  weatem  galea; 
There  let  him  fix  their  station,  thitbet  wind 
Some  devious  path,  that»  ham  the  chief  design 
Detach^,  may  lead  to  where  they  safely  bloom* 
So  in  the  web  of  epic  song  soblime 
The  bard  Maoniaa  interweaves  the  chaffB 
Of  softer  episode,  yet  leaves  nnbralM 
The  golden  thread  of  his  majestic  theme. 

What  else  to  shun  of  formal,  fidse,  or  vain. 
Of  long-lin'd  vistas,  or  plantations  qoemt 
Our  former  strains  have  taught.    Inatroetion  now 
Withdraws;  she  knows  her  limits ;  knows  that  grace 
Is  caught  by  strong  perception,  not  from  rules ; 
That  undrest  Nature  claims^  all  her  limba 
Some  shsple  garb  peculiar,  which,  howe'er 
Pistinct  their  size  and  shape,  ia  simple  still  r 
This  garb  to  chuse,  with  cloHung  dense,  or  thi% 
A  part  to  hide,  another  to  adorn. 
Is  Taste's  important  task;  pieceptiveasng 
From  errour  in  the  choice  can  only  warn. 

Bat  vain  that  warning  voMe ;  ^in  ev'ry  aid 
Of  genius,  judgment,  fimcy,  to  secure 
The  planter's  lasting  ihrae :  there  is  a  power* 
A  hidden  power,  at  once  bis  friend,  and  Ibe : 
Tis  vegetation.    Gradual  to  his  groves 
She  gives  their  wishM  effect ;  and,  that  displayed. 
Oh,  that  her  poiwer  would  pause!  bat4M)tiv«  still. 
She  swella  eaeh  •atcm^  iproloagi  each  vsmnt  hough. 
And  darts  with  uasamitting  vigour  bakf 
From  grace  to  wild  toauriaaee.    Happier  far 
A«fi  you,  ye  sons  of  Olanda  1  who,  ftooi  the  nuae^ 
The  earth,  or  juice  of  h«b  er  flower  oonaete. 
Mingle  the  masa  whence  yonr  Arcadiaaaprinf : 
The  beauteous  outlme  of ^rour  piotur^  shades 
Still  keeps  the  bound^ou  gave  it;  time,  that  pales 
Your  vivid  haes^  respects  your  pleaainy  forms. 
Not  so  our  kndsoapes :  though  we  paint  hka  yon, 
We  paint  with  growing  coleua ;  ei^  3Fear 
0>erpassing  that  which-  gives  the  breadth  of  shade 
We  sought,  by  rude  addition  nan  our  eoone. 

Rouse  then,  ye  hinds  1    e'er  yat  yoa 


Blot  out  the  purple  di6tance,aiQft  prevent  [hoagbt 
The  spreading  evil :  thm  the  crawded  gladnT 
While  yet  of  slander  siae  each  sUsm  will  thrive 
Transplanted!  twice  repeat  the  anaoal  toil  $ 
Nor  let- the  axe  its  beak,  the. sawito  tooth. 
Ref ra'in,  whenefer  soaaft  randoti  branch  haa  stiay'd 
Beyond  the  bouods  of  beauty ;  else^fuU  soon, 
Ev'n  ere  the  planter'alife  has  paatitaprim^ 
Will  Albion's gacden'ftownaa  la^jsanwild. 

Foreboding  leai^  aaauot !  Jbe  ouia-to  nife- 
Each  presei^pwrpeaebgp  what  iaveaffii^lMaoa^   : 
May  woik  iu  end  dasif^U  .  Why 'depretate  . 
ThadMntaHnit»ailiiMlguhliBiiarythiac%.^^  .  *■ 


Sad  lot  of  their  ematen«a>  Shalt  «•! 
To  give  the  charm  of  water  to  our  s 
Fur  that  the  congregated  rains  asay  swell 
its  tide  into  a  flood  f  or  that  yon  Sun, 
Now  on  the  lion  mounted,  to  his  noon 
Impells  him,  shaking  from  his  fiery  mane 
A  heat  may  parch  its  chaanai }  O,  ye  oaves^ 
Deepen  your  dripping  rooft !  this  feverish  hoar 
Claims  sJl  your  ooelness;  in  your  humid  cells 
Permit  me  to  forget  the  planiiar's  tail ; 
And  while  1  woo  yuur  Naiada  to  my  aid. 
Involve  me  in  impenetrable  gkiom* 

Blest  m  the  man  (if  bUss  be  human  boast) 
Wbote  fertile  soil  is  wash'd  with  frequent  jtraaaH^ 
And  springs  salubciuua :  be  ^sdains  to  toea 
In  rainbow  dews  their  crystal  to  the  Son  ^ 
Or  sink  in  subterranean  cisterns  deep  ; 
That  soi  through  leaden  siphons  ttpwBi4  diawn. 
Those  streams  may  leap  fisotastic    fie  his  ear 
Shuts  to  tbe  tunefol  triflii^  of  the  bapid. 
Who  trick*d  a  gothic  tlieme  with  claanc  flowers^ 
And  sung  of  fountains  bursting  from  the  shells 
Of  brazen  Tritons,  spouting  tbteugh  the  jaws 
Of  GorgoQS,  Uydra%  and  Chinuaras  direl 

Peape  to  his  manes  1  let  the  oyssphs  of  Scxaa    - 
Cherish  his  fsmew    Thy  poet,  llbion  I  aaoms^  . 
Ev'n  for  a  odd  uocooscioos  element. 
To  forge  the  fottecs  he  would  soocn  to  wear* 
Uis  song  shall  reprobate  each  efio^  vUt^  . 
That  aims  to  fooca  the  giamis  of  the  stream. 
Beyond  his  native  height  i  or  dares  to  psess 
Above  that  deatm'd  line  th*  unwilling  wave. 

Is  there  within  the  circle  of  thy.  view 
Some  sedgy  flat,  where  the  laita.ripen'd  sb«una  . 
Stand  brown  witt^uahlest  milflew  ?  >^  tbe  bed 
On  whichan  aaiple  lake  in  ciyatal  peace   .  ,  -4.  ^ 
Might  sleep  majeatia    Panae  we  yet  j^  pcycliaaca 
Sume  midw^  channel,  where  thejoil  declipi% 
Might  there  be  delv'd,  by  levels  duly  led.    \ 
In  bold  and  broken  curves:  for  water  losea;. 
A  wilder  outline  than  the  woodland  path*     '    ^  . 
And  winds  with  shorter  bend.    Todcfin.tl^r^  .  . 
The  shelving  spade  may  toil,  till  wintry  sboweis  -  ^ 
Find  their  free  course  down  eaab  declmini;  bank* 
Quit  then  the  thought  (  a  river'^  wi9idii)f>fosflW   " 
With  many  a  sinttous  bay,  mi^  island  graa%t  .<  r 
AtlesseapeoaeofJaboarandofkady.  ,    . 

Will  give  thee  equal  befiaty  •  J^eMomAil^.    ^ .  ^ 
Can  easidata  that  broad  and  bald  eaitent;    ,. 
'  Which  charms  in  nativ  lakes^  aadJaUiffg,th«|% 
Her  wods&batiay  their  charafltar.apdnaipf^      ^ 
And  dwindle  into  poola^    Not  that  our  ^^wn^  -.j^  ^  . 
Fastidious,  shaU  disdain  a JmalicaimMa 
Of  stagnant  fluid,  in  asme  saaae  eanfla*(i^. 
Circled  witiL  vwied ahade^  whar%  thro'tbe leaves. 
The  half-admiHed  sanbeam  tfsgpMing  p^ps 
On  its  clear  boaomi  where  aqnaftia.iiafU  ^,  • 
Of  varied  trtb%  and  varied  Cmttavsaili.     ^r- : 
And  where  the  finnop  aaea^  their  flitteapfaqalni 
;  Unwillingly  sewsai :-  ihecfy  thwwmkai^    .«  f.    . 
I  Where  bursts  the  seaatal  prasppfrtrqa  o^r^^fayr 
Weapom these warryjiauhasi;  TJwPHf  ^wwirR 
Seen  in  disjoiaftad/ipQIi^ whese  sallows  hida    .  ^ ^n 
Hk  first  held  premmca,  isapia  a  «tring.ar  pooU ^.^ 
A  ch^jrt  and  ooa»pasa  fMiat  eiqilainrivs  canvaih 

He,  wha>aNmJd  a«wia  tbe  fivar'f  «iiv'veijpi«baa»^ 
Must  wind  the  moaiiig  manor  thaopfh^iiihvaa 
gv>nJo  frnnatafttidirtan(ia.j  deep  vmit  dgdvw 
The  gravelly  .ohawnatthat  grnainhm  ila  oomaij    .' 
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Cknlf  oMM  metk  lehttiiuitio^  bdHiid 
By  hill  or  shails  oflpitoM ;  snd  to  iti  bnk 
luting  the  lerd  of  the  eopiocM  stream, 
Hon  there  retaio  it    But  If  thy  ftunt  tpringf 
Refoie  this  Urge  supply,  steel  ttny  firm  soul 
With  stoic  pride ;  imperfect  churms  despise : 
Bessty,  like  Tifiue,  knows  no  grovetSng  mean. 

Who  hot  mostrpity  that  peourioos  taste, 
Whieb  down  the  qoick-deaibeiidtng  vale  prolongs, 
Slope  belosr  slope,  a  stiff  and  Qntiok'd  chain 
Of  flit  cmak;  then  leads  the  straifger's  eye 
Tosooie  predotin'd  station,  there  to  catch 
Tber  seeming  unkm,  and  the  fraud  approre  ? 
Who  hot  must  change  that  pity  into  scorn, 
If  dtfvn  each  Tcrdaot  slope  a  narrow  flight 
Of  eealral  steps  decline,  where  the  spare  stream 
Steab  triekKog ;  or,  withheld  by  cunning  skill. 
Hoards  Us  scant  treasures,  till  the  master's  nod 
Decree  id  fiall :  then  down-  the  fbrmal  stairs 
It  leaps  with  shOit-litP'd  fury ;  wasting  there, 
Foot  prodigal  *  #hat  many  a  sommerii  ram 
And  many  a  winter's  snow  sfahtt  late  restore. 

Lesm  Chat,  whene'er  in  somfe  snblimer  scene 
lapsnal  Iffatore  of  her  headlong  floods 
Fnub  001'  iraitatkn,  she  herself 
Prepare!  their  i  etei*  voir ;  condeal*d  perctiance 
la  aeighh'ring  hills,  where  flrsct  tt  well  behoves 
Oar  ttril  to  search,  and  stnd'ionsly  augment 
The  wst'ry  store  with  springs  and  sluices  drawn 
Fnm  poolt,  that  dn  the  heath  drink  up  the  ndtt. 
Be  these  collected,  lllie  the  miser's  gold, 
lo  one  ioereashig  Aiitd,  nor  dare  to  pour, 
Ddvb  thy  ittpenditig  momid,  the  bright  caacide; 
Till  richly  sore  of  its  redundant  fkll. 

That  mound  to  raise  alike  demands  tiiy  toil, 
Ere  Art  adorn  its  surftce.    Here  adopt 
That  telle  mode  whidi  his  inventive  powers 
Tint  ptemPd,  who  led  to  rich  Manconium's  mart 
Hit  loog-drawn  line  of  navigated  stream, 
^pendkiiis  tksk !  hi  vain  stood  tow'ring  hills 
Oppia*d ;  in  vam  did  dmple  Irwell  poor 
Her  tM€tittisferse :  he  piere*d  the  tow'ring  hill, 
He  bridgM  the  ample  tide,  and  high  in  air, 
Aodd«!ptbrMigh  earth,  his  freighted  barge  he  bore. 
Thn  mode  shalf  temper  ev*n  the  lightest  soil 
Fina  to  thy  purpose.    Then  let  taste  select 
The  Qofaewn  fragments,  that  may  give  its  front 
A  rocky  rudeness ;  poroted  some,  thai  there  [smooth, 
The  fbthy   tfponfs  may  break ;    some  slanting 
That  there  in  silver  sheet  the  ware  may  slide. 
Here  too  infix  some  moss-grown  trunks  of  oak 
l^anaatie,  tum'd  by  gelid  lakes  t<)  stone, 
Yet  IS  dlspoiPd  as  if  they  owed  their  change 
To  what  they  now  control.    Then  open  wid^ 
Tb^io6d.gates;  then  let  down  thTtbrront:  then 
Rejoice;  arifthetbnnd'rittgTlBCs'hfmself 
lUgoM  there  amid  bis  cauracts  sublime,    [selves, 

And  then  hast  cause  ftr  triumph  !  Kings  them- 
^ith  aV  a  aifion^a  wealth,  an  ai«ry'a  toil. 
If  Ititore  frown  averse,  shall  ne'er  achieve 
^  wnriefs :  Nature's  ynttthe  giorioas  gift ; 
Tay  an  1ier  menial  handhiaid.     Listening  youths  1 
J]^vhoseiAgetati(As  hearts  I  sflnaddrem  ^ 

,  Thefiiendly  strain,  from  such  sevwre  attempt 
^  pnteee  warn  you.    lYnv  to  this  clear  rill, 
^^  while  I  bid  yoof  heM  ambition  oease, 
Mas  ntRiBoring  at  my  afda:  o^er  many  a  rood 
j^armfvaiy  lead  tte  wamlerfcr  r  many  m  nottod 
Of  pMiv  mM,  lolittt  imrhitker  co«n 


Impatient'?  loader  the«  will  be  her  aofig; 
For  she  will  'plain,  and  gnrgle,  as  she  goes; 
As  does  the  wldow'd  ring-dove.    Take,  vain  pomp  f 
Thy  lakes,  thy  long  canals,  thy  trim  cascades. 
Beyond  them  all  true  taste  will  dearly  prisse 
This  litlte  dimplhig  ti«asure. '  Mark  the  deft. 
Through  which  she  bursts  lo  day*,    fiehind  that  rock 
A  Naiad  dwells;  Liaeia  is  her  name ; 
And  she  has  sistcfs  in  contiguous  cells. 
Who  never  saw  the  -San.     Pond  Fancy's  eye. 
That  inly  gives  locality  and  form 
To  what  she  prises  bert,  f^ll  oft  pervades 
Those  hidden  caverns,  where  pale  chrysoUtes^ 
And  glittering  spatrs  diart  a  mysterious  gleam 
Of  inborn  lustre,  from  lh«  gariA  day 
Uaborrow'd.    There,  by  the  wild  goddem  led. 
Oft  have  1  seen  them- bending  o'er  their  urns, 
Chanting  alternate  airs  of  Dorian  mood,  *       [locks 
While  smooth  they  oomb'd  their  moist  cerulean 
With  shells  of  living  pearl.     Yes,  let  me  own. 
To  these,  or  classic  deities  like  these. 
From  very  childhood  was  1  prone  to  pay 
Harmless  idolatry.    My  infant* eyes 
First  open'd  on  that  bleak  and  buist'rous  shore. 
Where  Humber  weds  the  nymphs  of  Trent  and  Onaa 
To  his,  and  Ocean's  Tritons :  thence  full  soon 
My  youth  retir'd,  and  left  the  busy  strand 
To  commerce  and  to  care.     In  Margaret's  grovn. 
Beneath  whosie  time-wtmi  shade  old  Camus  slaepi^ 
Was  nest  my  traiiquil  station :  Scaeuoe  there 
Sat  mnking :  and  to  tUose  that  lonr*d  the  lore 
Pointed,  with  myific  wand,  to  truths  invt>lfd 
In  geometric  symbols,  scorning  those. 
Perchance  too  much,  wfaowno^dtbethrilUess  Most. 
Here,  though  in  warUing  whisper  oft  I  bi«ath'd 
The  lay,  were  wanting,  what  yoaafs  Fancy  deems 
The  Jife-springs  of  her  b^ing,  roicks,  and  cave^ 
And  huddling  brodks,  andtorrent-fidls  divina. 
In  quest  of  these,  at  summer's  vacant  hour, 
Pleas'd  W9uld  I  ttray,  a^en  in  a  tiorthem  vld^ 
So  chance  ordain'd,  a  NaiAd  Sad  I  found 
Robb'd  of  her  silver  vase ;  !  sooth*d  the  nymph 
With  song  of  sympathy,  and  onrstthe  fiend 
Who  stole  the  gift  of  Thfeti*.    Hanoa  the  cause 
Why,  fiivonr'd  by  the  Uue-ey'd  sisterhood^ 
They  sooth  with  songs  my  solitary  ear. 

Nor  is  Lhieia  silent—^'  Long,*'  she  cries, 
"  Too  long  has  man  wag'd  sacrilegious  war 
With  the  vext  elements,  and  chief  with  tha^ 
Which  elder  Thales,  and  the  bard  of  Tbebee 
Held  first  of  things  terrMtrial ;  nor  misdeemM  : 
For,  when  the  Spirit  creative  deign'd  to  move> 
He  mov'd  upon  the*  waters.    O  revere 
Our  power:  for  were  its  vitid  force  withheld, 
.Where  then  were  vegetation^  vemAl  bloom. 
Where  its  autumnal  wealth  ?  but  we  are  khid 
As  powerfol ;  O  let  revereMe  lead  to  love. 
And  both  to  emelation  I  Not  a  rill, 
That  whuls  its  sparkling  ourrent  (/ter  the  plain, 
Befiecting  to  the  Sun  bright- i^oompetise 
For  ev'ry  beam  he  lends,  but  reads  thy  soul 
A  geqproos  lecture.    Notapansy^iale, 
That  drinks  ite  daHy  naiture  fitmi  that  rill. 
But  breathes  in  fi^agmnt  accents  to  thy  soul, 
<  So  by  thy  pity  cheered,  She  langniafa'd  hsa^ 
Of  Poverty  might  smile.'    Who  e'er  beheld 
Our  htunble  traha  forsake  theif  netive  Tide 
To  climb  the  haughty  hill }  Ambftioa,  speak ! 
Hebloshes^midif  dute.    WhUididoar^ialamSy 
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By  force  onpent,  in  duU  stagnatioD  sleep  } 

lit  Sloth  unfold  his  arms  aod  tell  the  tioae. 

Or,  if  the  tyranoy  of  Art  iofrioj^d 

Our  rights,  when  did  our  patient  floods  submit 

Without  recoil  ?  Servility  retires. 

And  clinks  his  gilded  chain.    O,  learn  from  us. 

And  tell  it  to  thy  nation,  British  bard  ! 

Uncurb'd  Ambition,  unresisting  Sloth, 

And  base  Dependence  are  the  fiends  accurst 

That  pull  down  mighty  empires.     If  they  scorn 

The  awful  truth,  be  thine  to  hold  it  dear. 

So,  through  the  vale  of  life,  thy  flowing  hours 

Shall  glide  serene ;  and,  like  Iineia*s  rill, 

Their  free,  yet  not  licentious  course  fiilfiUM, 

Sink  in  the  ocean  of  eternity." 


BOOK  THE  FOURTH. 

Nor  yet,  divine  Simplicity,  withdraw 

That  aid  auspicious,  which,  in  Art's  domain^ 

Already  has  reformed  whatever  preyail'd 

Of  foreign,  or  of  false ;  has  led  the  curve 

That  Nature  loves  thro'  all  her  sylvan  haunts; 

Has  stol'n  the  fence  unnoticM  that  arrests 

Her  vagrant  herds  j  giv'n  lustre  to  her  lawns. 

Gloom  to  her  groves,  and,  in  expanse  serene, 

X)6volv'd  that  wat'ry  mirror  at  her  foot, 

O'er  which  she  loves  to  bend  and  view  her  charms. 

And  tell  me  thou,  whoever  hast  new-arrang'd 
By  her  chaste  rules  thy  garden,  if  thy  heart 
.  Teelt  not  the  warm,  the  self-dilating  glow 
Of  true  benevolence.    Thy  flocks,  thy  herds. 
That  browze  luxurious  o'er  those  very  plots 
Which  once  were  barren,  bless  the^  for  the  change  ; 
The  birds  of  air  (which  thy  funereal  yews 
Of  shape  uncoutii,  and  leaden  sons  of  earth, 
AntsBUS  and  Enceladus,  with  clubs 
Uplifted,  long  had  frighted  firom  the  scene) 
Now  pleas'd  return,  they  perch  on  ev'ry  spray. 
And  swell  their  little  throats,  and  warble  wild 
Their  vernal  minstrelsy ;  to  Hcav'n  and  thee 
It  is  a  hymn  of  thanks :  do  thou,  like  Heav'n, 
With  tutelary  care  reward  their  song. 

Ere-wbile  the  Muse,  industrious  to  combine 
Nature's  own  charms,  with  these  alone  adorn'd 
1'he  genius  of  the  scene ;  but  other  gifts 
She  has  in  store,  which  gladly  now  she  brings. 
And  he  shall  proudly  wear.    Know,  when  she  broke 
The  spells  of  fashion,  from  fbe  cnimbling  wreck 
Of  her  enchantments  sagely  did  she  cull 
Those  reliques  rich  of  old  Vitruvian  skill. 
With  what  the  sculptor's  hand  in  classic  days 
Made  breathe  in  brass  cr  marble ;  these  the  hag 
Had  purloin'd,  and  dispos'd  in  Folly's  fane  ; 
To  him  these  trophies  of  her  victory 
She  bears ;  and  where  bis  awful  nod  ordains 
Conspicuous  means  to  place.    He  shall  direct 
Her  dubious  judgment,  from  the  various  hoard 
Of  ornamental  treasures,  how  to  chuse 
The  simplest  ana  the  best ;  on  these  his  seal  " 
Shall  stamp  great  Nature's  image  and  his  own. 
To  charm  for  unborn  ages. — Fling  the  rest 
Back  to  the  beldame,  bid  her  whirl  them  all 
In  her  vain  vortex,  lift  them  now  to  day. 
Now  plunge  in  night,  as,  thro'  the  humid  rack 
Of  April  cloud,  swift  flits  the  Irembliog  beam. 


But  precepts  tire,  and  tint  laatidioas  aga 
Rejects  the  strain  didactic :  try  we  then 
In  livelier  narrative  the  truths  to  veil 
We  df  re  not  dictate.    Sons  of  AUmoo,  bear ! 
The  tale  I  tell  is  full  of  strange  event, 
And  piteous  circumstance;  yet  deem  not  ye. 
If  names  I  feign,  that  therefore  facts  ase  feign'd : 
Nor  hence  refuse  (what  most  augments  the  chann 
Of  storied  woe)  that  fond  credulity 
Which  binds  th'  attentive  soul  in  cloaer  chains. 

At  manhood's  prime  Alcander's  duteous  tear 
Fell  on  his  father's  grave.    The  fair  domain, . 
Which  then  became  hi^  ample  heritage. 
That  father  had  reform'd ;  each  line  dntioy'd 
Which  Belgic  dulness  plann'd ;  and  Nature's  self 
Restor'd  to  all  the  rights  she  wish'd  to  claim. 

Crowuing  a  gradual  hill  his  mansion  roae 
In  ancient  English  grandeur :  turrets,  spires. 
And  windows,  climbing  high  from  bas^  to  roof 
In  wide  and  radiant  lows,  bespoke  its  birth 
Coeval  witli  those  rich  cathedral  (iines. 
(Gothic  ill-nam'd)  where  harmony  results 
From  disunited  parts ;  and  shapes  minut^ 
At  once  distinct  and  blended,  boUly  form 
One  vast  majestic  whole.    No  modem  art 
Had  marr'd  with  misplac'd  symmetry  the  piU* 
Alrander  held  it  sacred :  on  a  height. 
Which  westering  to  its  site  the  front  survey'd. 
He  first  his  taste  employ'd :  for  there  a  line 
Of  thinly  scatter'd  beech  too  tamely  broke 
The  blank  horiizon.    *'  Draw  we  round  yon  knowl," 
Alcander  cry'd,  '*  in  stately  Norman  mode, 
A  wall  embattled ;  and  within  its  guard 
Let  every  structure  needful  for  a  form 
Arise  in  castle-semblance ;  the  hnge  bam 
Shall  with  a  mock  portcullis  arm  the  gate. 
Where  Ceres  entering,  o'er  the  flail-proof  floor 
.In  golden  triumph  rides ;  some  tower  rotund 
Shall  to  the  pigeons- and  their  callow  yonog 
Safe  rj)ost  atTord;  and  ev'ry  buttress  broad. 
Whose  proud  projection  seems  a  mass  of  stone^ 
Give  space  to  stall  the  heifer,  and  the  steed. 
So  shall  each  part,  tho'  tum'dto  rural  use. 
Deceive  the  eye  with  Uiose  bold  feudal  forms 
That  Fancy  loves  to  gaze  on."    This  achiev'd 
Now  nearer  home  he  calls  returning  Art 
To  hide  the  structure  rude  where  Winter  poonds 
In  conic  pit  his  congelations  ho^r, 
That  Summer  may.  his  tepid  beverage  cool 
With  the  chill  luxury  ;  bis  dairy  too 
There  stands  of  form  unsightly :  both  to  veil. 
He  builds  of  old  disjointed  moss-grown  stone 
A  time-struck  abbey.    An  impending  grave 
Screens  it  behind  with  reverential  shade : 
While  oright  in  front  the  iktream  reflecting  spreads, 
Which  winds  a  mimic  river  o'er  his  lawn. 
The  fone  conventual  there  is  dimly  seen. 
The  mitred  window,  and  the  cloister  pale. 
With  many  a  mouldering  column ;  i^  soon 
Round  the  rude  chinks  her  net  of  foliage  spresds; 
Its  verdantjneshes  seem  to  prop  the  wait 

One  native  glory,  more  than  all  sublime, 

Alcatxler's  scene  possest :  'twas  Ocean's  self 

He,'l)ois>t'rou8  king,  against  the  eastern  diflis 
Dash'd  his  white  foam ;  a  verdant  vale  between 
Gave  spleudid  ingress  to  his  world  of  waves. 
Slanting  this  vale  the  mound  of  that  clear  stream 
Lay  hid  in  shade,  which  slowly  lav'd  his  lawn : 
But  there  s^t  free,  the  rill  resum'd  its  pace,  ' 
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And  Innrricd  to  tiie  main.    Tbe  dell  it  past 

Was  rocky  and  retir'd :  here  Art  witb  eaae 

Might  lead  it  o*er  a  grot,  and  filtered  there. 

Teach  it  to  sparkle  down  its  craggy  sides, 

And  fall  and  tinkle  oo  its  pebbled  floor. 

Here  then  that  grot  he  builds,  and  conchs  with  spars. 

Moss  petrified  with  branching  corallines 

bk  mingied  mode  arranges ;  ail  found  here 

Propriety  of  place ;  what  viewM  the  main 

Might  well  the  shelly  gifts  of  Thetis  bear. 

Not  so  the  inland  cave :  with  richer  store      [yield 

Than  those  the  neighboring  mines  and  mountains 

To  hang  its  roof,  would  seem  incongruous  pride. 

And  frigfat  the  local  genius  firom  the  scene. 

One  vernal  mom,  as  urging  here  the  work 
Sonoanded  by  his  hinds,  from  mild  to  cold 
The  season  cbang'd,  from  cold  to  sudden  storm, 
fnm  storm  to  whirlwind.    To  the  angry  main 
Swiftly  be  turns  and  sees  a  laden  ship 
Dismasted  by  its  rage.    *•  Hie,  hie  we  all," 
Akander  aryod,  "  quick  to  the  neighb'ring  beach." 
They  flew ;  they  came  but  only  to  behold. 
Tremendous  sight  I  the  vessel  dash  its  poop 
Amid  the  boiling  breakers.    Need  I  tell 
What  strenuous  arts  were  un'd,  when  all  were  us'd. 
To  save  the  sinking  crew  }  One  tender  maid 
Akuie  escaped,  sav'd  by  Alcander's  arm, 
Who  boldly  swam  to  snatoh  her  from  tbe  plank 
To  which  she  feebly  clung ;  swiftly  to  shore. 
And  swifter  to  his  home  the  youth  conveyed 
His  day-cdd  prize,  who  at  his  portol  first 
By  one  deep  sigh  a  sign  of  life  betray'd. 

A  maid  so  sav*d,  if  but  by  Nature  blest 
With  common  charms,  bad  soon  awak'd  a  flame 
More  strong  than  pity,  in  that  melting  heart 
Which  pity  warm'd  before.    But  she  was  iair 
As  poeti  picture  Hebe,  or  the  Spring ; 
Graceful  withal,  as  if  each  limb  were  cast 
In  that  ideal  mould  whence  Raphael  drew 
His  GiUatea :  yes,  th*  impassion'd  youth 
Felt  more  than  pity  when  he  viewM  her  charms. 
Yet  she,  (ah  strange  to  tell)  tho'  much  he  lov'd, 
Sapprest  as  much  that  sympathetic  flame 
Which  love  like  his  should  kindle :  did  he  kneel 
In  raptnre  at  her  feet  ?  she  bow'd  the  bead. 
And  coldly  bad  him  rise  ;  or  did  he  plead, 
lo  term  of  purest  passion,  for  a  smile  ? 
She  gave  him  but  a  tear :  his  manly  form. 
His  virtues,  ev*n  the  courage  that  preserved 
Her  life,  beseemed  no  sentiment  to  wake 
Warmer  than  gratitude ;  and  yet  the  love 
Withheld  from  him  she  freely  gave  his  scenes ; 
On  all  their  charms  a  just  applause  bestow'd  j 
And,  if  she  e'er  was  happy,  only  then     [display'd. 
When  wandering  where  those  charms  were  most 
M  thro*  a  neighb'ring  grove,  where  ancient  beech 
Their  awful  foliage  flung,  Alcander  led 
Tbe  pensive  maid  along,  "  Tell  me,"  she  cry'd, 
**  Why,  on  these  forest  features  all- intent, 
Fovbean  my  friend  some  scene  distinct  to  give 
To  Ftora  and  her  fragrance  ?  Well  I  know 
That  in  tbe  general  landscape's  broad  expanse 
Then-  little  blooms  ate  lost ;  but  here  are  glades, 
Circled  with  shade,  yet  pervious  to  the  Sun, 
Wbere,  if  enamell'd  with  their  rainbow-hues, 
Tbe  eye  would  cateb  their  splendour :  turn  thy  taste, 
Ev'd  m  this  grassy  circle  where  we  stand,    [bower. 
To  farm  their  plots;    there  weave   a  woodbine 
And  odl  that  bower  KerinaV    Atthewofd 


Alcander  amiPd }  hit  fancy  instant  fenn'd   . 

The  fragrant  scene  she  wish'd ;  and  Love,  with  Art 

Uniting,  soon  produc'd  the  finished  whole. 

Down  to  the  south  the  glade  by  nature  leanM  ; 
Art  form'd  the  slope  still  softer,  bpening  there 
Its  foliage,  and  to  each  Etesian  gale 
Admittance  free  dispensing ;  thickest  shade 
Guarded  the  rest — His  taste  will  best  conceive 
The  new  arrangement,  whose  free  footsteps,  us'd 
To  forest  haunts,  have  piero'd  their  opening  dells. 
Where  frequent  tofts  of  sweetbriar,  box,  or  thorn,^ 
SteaV^n  the  green  sward,  but  admit  foir  space 
For  many  a  moisy  maze  to  wind  between. 
So  here  did  Art  arrange  her  flow'ry  groups 
Irregular,  yet  not  in  patches  quaint, 
But  interpos'd  between  the  wand'ring  lines 
Of  shaven  turf  which  twisted  to  the  path. 
Gravel  or  sand,  that  in  as  wild  a  wave 
Stole  round  the  verdant  limits  of  the  scene ; 
Leading  the  eye  to  many  a  sculptur'd  bust 
On  shapely  pedestal,  of  sage  or  bard. 
Bright  heirs  of  fome,  who  living  lovM  the  haunts 
So  fragrant,  so  sequester'd.    Many  an  urn 
There  too  had  place,  with  votive  lay  inscribed 
To  Freedom,  Friendship,  Solitude,  or  Love,  [change. 

And  now  each  flow'r  that  bears  transplanting 
Or  blooms  indigenous,  adoni'd  the  scene : 
Only  Nerina's  wish,  her  woodbine  bower» 
Remained  to  crown  the  whole.    Here,  far  beyond 
That  humble  wish,  her  lover's  genius  form'd 
A  glittering  fane,  where  rare  and  alien  plants 
Might  safely  flourish ;  where  the  citron  sweet. 
And  fragrant  orange,  rich  in  fruit  and  flowers, 
Might  hang  their  silver  stors,  their  golden  globes. 
On  the  same  odorous  stem :  yet  sooming  there 
The  glassy  penthouse  of  ignoble  form. 
High  on  Ionic  shafts  he  bad  it  tower 
A  proud  rotonda ;  to  its  sides  conjoin'd 
Two  broad  piazzas  in  theatric  curve. 
Ending  in  equal  porticos  sublime. 
Glass  roofd  the  whole,  and  sidelong  to  the  south 
'Twixt  ev'ry  fluted  column,  lightly  rear'd 
Its  wall  pellucid.    All  within  was  day. 
Was  genial  Summer's  day,  for  secret  stoves 
Thro'  all  the  pile  solstitial  warmth  convey'd. 

These  led  thro'  isles  of  fragrance  to  the  doqne. 
Each  way  in  circling  quadrant    That  bright  spaee 
Guarded  the  spicy  tribes  from  Afric's  shore. 
Or  Ind,  or  Araby,  Sabsean  plants 
Weeping  with  nard,  and  balsam.     In  the  midst 
A  stetue  stood,  the  work  of  Attic  art ; 
Its  thin  light  drapery,  cast  in  fluid  folds, 
Proclaim'd  its  ancientry ;  all  save  the  head. 
Which  stole,  (for  Love  is  prone  to  gentle  thefts) 
The  features  of  Nerina  ^  yet  that  head. 
So  perfect  in  resemblance ;  all  its  air 
So  tenderly  impassion'd ;  to  the  trunk. 
Which  Grecian  skill  had  form*d,  so  aptly  joiu'd, 
Phidias  liimself  might  seem  to  have  inspired 
The  chissel,  brib'd  to  do  the  am'rous  fraud. 
One  graceful  hand  held  forth  a  flow'ry  wreath. 
The  other  prest  her  zone ;  while  round  the  base 
Dolphins,  and  Triton  shells,  and  plants  marine 
Proclaim'd,  that  Venus,  rising  from  the  sea. 
Had  veil'd  in  Flora's  modest  vest  her  charms. 

Such  was  the  fone,  and  such  the  deity 
Who  seem'd,  with  smile  auspicious,  to  inhale 
That  incense  which  a  tributary  world 
From  all  its  regions  round  her  altar  breath'd  : 
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And  yet,  wheat  totfitt  ^rine  Afcttid^  led 

His  liviDg  ifodden,  only  with  ft  sigh, 

And  starting  tedr,  the  statue  and  the  dome 

Rehictantly  she  tiewM.    And  "  Why,"  she  cryM, 

"  Why  tvould  tny  best  preserver  here  erect. 

With  all  the  fond  idolatry  of  love, 

A  wretch's  image 'whom  his  pride  shouM  scom, 

(For  so  his  country  bids  him) }  Drite  me  henoe. 

Transport  mc  quick  to  Gallia's  hostile  shore, 

Hostile  to  thee,  yet  not,  alas  !  to  her, 

Who  there  was  meant  to  sojourn :  there,  perchance. 

My  father,  wafted  by  more  prosp'rous  gales, 

Now  mourns  his  daughter  lost ;  my  brother  there 

Perhaps  rtow  sooths  that  venerable  age       [chance 

He  should  not  sooth  alone.     Vain  thooght  f  per- 

Both  perish'd  at  Esopns — do  not  blush. 

It  was  not  thou  that  lit  the  ruthless  flame ; 

It  was  not  thou,  that,  like  remonefesi  Ctrin, 

Thirsted'  for  brother's  Wood :  thy  heart  discfehiB 

The  savage  imputation.    Rest  thee  there. 

And,  tbo'  thou  pitiest,  yeC  fotf>ear  to  graoe, 

A  wretched  alien,  and  a  Ubel  deemM, 

With  honour)  ill-beseeming  her  to  claiiiu 

My  wish,  thou  know'st,  was  humble  as  my  state  ; 

i  only  b^g^d  a  little  woodbine  bower. 

Where  I  might  sit  and  weep,  while  all  afound 

The  lillies  and  the  blue  bells  hong  their  heads 

In  seeming  sympathy.*''  '*  Does  then  the  scene 

Displease  f"  the  disappointed  lover  cry'd  ; 

**  Alas  !  too  mnch  it  pleases,"  sigh'd  the  fiiir  ; 

*'  Too  strongly  paints  the  passion  which  stem  Fate 

Forbids  me  to  return  ;**  *'  Dost  thou  then  love 

Some  happier  youth  ?*'  "  No;  tell  thy  generous 

^       soal 
Indeed  I  do  not"    More  she  would  have  said^ 
But  gushing  grief  prevented.    FVom  the  fene 
Silent  he  led  her,  as  from  Eden's  bower 
The  sire  of  men  his  weepmg  partner  ted. 
Less  lovely,  and  less  innocent  than  she. 

Yet  still  Alcander  hop'd  what  last  she  sigh'd 
SpcA^e  more  than  gratitude :  the  war  might  end  j 
Her  iather  might  consent ;  fbr  that  aTone 
Now  seem'd  the  duteous  tntrrier  to  his  bUlss. 
Already  had  he  sent  a  ikithftil  friend 
To  learn  if  France  the  reverend  exile  held : 
That  friend  retum'd  not    Mean- while  ev'ry  sun 
^  Which  now  (a  year  elaps'd)  dinmal  rose 
.  Beheld  her  still  more  pensive;  inward  pangs 
From  griefs  concealment,  hourly  seem'd  to  Ibrce 
Health  from  her  cheek,  and  quiet  from  her  soul. 
Alcander  mouni'd  the  change,  yet  still  he  hop'd ; 
For  Love  to  Hope  his  ftickerin|^  taper  lends. 
When  Reason  with  his  steady  torch  rethres : 
Hence  did  he  try  by  ever-varjring  arts. 
And  scenes  of  novel  charm  her  grief  to  calm. 

Nor  did  he  not  employ  the  syren  powers 
Of  music  and  of  song ;  or  FnintJng,  thine. 
Sweet  source  of  pure  delight !  But  I  record 
Those  arts  alone,  which  form  my  Sylvan  theme. 

At  stated  hours,  ftilt  oft  had  he  dbserv'd, 
She  fed  with  welcome  grain  the  faoosehold  fowl 
Thai  trespassed  on  his  lawn ;  this  wak'd  a  wUh 
To  give  her  fieath^r'd  fev'rites  space  of  land, 
And  lake  appropriate  t  hi  a  neig:hb*ring  tsopse 
He  plann'd  the  scene ;  for  there  the  crystal  spring, 
That  formed  bis  river,  from  a  rocky  cIcA 
First  bubbling  broke  to  day ;  and  spreading  there 
Slept  on  its  rushes.    **  Here  my  delving  hinds," 
He  cry'd,  **  diatt  SDoa  tkw  nun^y  toil  i«nto¥e^ 


And  spread,  in  brier  extent,  st  gnfteniig  in% 
Chequer'd  with  isles  of  verdure ;  on  yon  rock 
A  sculplorM  river-ffod  shall  rest  his  nm  ; 
And  thro'  that  urn  the  native  fountain  flow. 
Thy  wish'd-for  bower,  Nerina,  shall  adorn 
The  southern  bank ;  the  downy  race,  that  swim 
The  lake,  or  pace  the  shore,  with  livelier  chamy 
Yet  no  less  niral,  here  will  meet  thy  gfance. 
Than  flowers  inanimate."    Full  soon  was  scoopt' 
The  wat'ry  bed,  snd  soon  by  margin  gi^en 
And  rising  banks  enclos'd ;  the  highest  gate 
Site  to  a  rustic  fisbric,  sbelvhig  deep 
Within  the  thicket,  smd  in  front  Compdisk 
Of  three  unequal  arches,  lowly  all 
The  surer  to  expel  the  noontide  glare. 
Yet  yielding  liberal  intet  to  the  scene ; 
Woodbine  With  jasmine  carelessly  entwfif  d 
Conoeaf d  the  needful  masonry,  and  frnog 
In  free  festoons,  and  rested  all  the  eetL 
Hence  did  the  lake,  the  islands,  and  the  rddc, 
A  Kting  landscape  spread ;  the  feathered  Ifebt, 
Led  by  two  mantling  swans,  at  ev'ry  creek 
Now  toueh'd,  and  now  mmoor'd ;  now  cm  frif f  itil. 
With  pennons  spread  and  oary  f^el  they  i^'d 
Their  vagrant  voyage ;  and  now,  as  IfbeiafftaM, 
Tween  shore  and  shore  at  andior  seemM  tb  sleep 
Around  those  sffidres  the  fowl  flnit  fear  flie  ^freum 
At  mndom  rove :  hither  hot  Gahietf  sends" 
Her  gaddmg  troop ;  here  midst  bis'  sp^cMMrdssncft 
The  pigtny  Chanticleer  of  Bantam  wiiriSs 
His  claricn ;  wtril^  snprente  hi  gllWrififg  states. 
The  peacock  spreads  his  rainboWtrahk,  iriCft  ^^yes 
Of  sapphire  bright,  irradiate  each  with  gbML 
Mean-while  fnta.  eVry  spray  tiie  ringdoves  coo^ 
The  linnets  warble,  captive  none,  but  lur'd 
By  food  to  haunt  the  umbrage :  all  the  glad* 
Is  life,  is  music,  libeKy,  and  love. 

And  is  there  now  to  pleasure  or  to  nse 
One  scene  devoted  m  the  wide  domain 
Its  master  has  not  polish'd  ?  rumoar  spretfll 
Its  praises  for,  and  many  a  stranger  sibpe 
With  curious  eye  to  censure  or  admire. 
To  all  his  lawns  are  pervious;  Oft  hfoiself 
With  courteous  gree&ng  will  the  crifie  faldl. 
And  join  hinun  the  circuit    Give  we  here 
(If  candour  will  with  patient  ear  attend)  ' 
The  social  dialogue  Alcander  held 
With  one,  a  youth  of  mild  yet  nnmly  meii^' 
Who  seem'd  to  taste  the  beantiea  he  sarv*^)^ 

*'  Little,  I  foar  me*  will  a  stmngei^  eye 
Find  here  to  praise,  where  ricb  Vitnivfan  ait 
Has  rear'd  no  temples,  no  trimnphal  arcs  ; 
Where  no  Palladian  bridges  span  the  str^flm. 
But  all  is  homebred  Fancy."    **  For  that  caose^ 
And  chiefly  that,"  the  polishM  youth  reply^, 
"  I  view  each  part  with  rapture.    Ornament^ 
When  loreign  or  nntasbc,  never  (^ara'd 
My  judgment;  here  I  tread  on  British  gronttfl; 
With  British  annals  all  I  view  accords. 
Some  Yoriiist,  or  Lancastrhin  baron  boM^ 
To  awe  his  vassals,  or  to  stem  his  foes, 
Yon  massy  bulwaik  bnilt;  on  yon(torpil^ 
In  rum  banteons,  1  distinctly  manr* 
llie  ruthless  tracest)f  stem  HeniT**  traod.* 

«"  Yet,"  cry*d  Alcander,  (interrupting  nnid 
The  stranger's  speech)  ^  if  so  yon  aoeieiit  Sidi; 
Pride  of  ray  ancestors,  had  Hiodk'd  Tnair,-  ,  . 

And  by  proportjunl  Oreek  or  Roman  laiws 
That  liUe  bad  been  lelmat,  ttami  imkbtiMA'tfeD, 
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I  tntft,  htfe  bbm'd*  if  tbert  on  Doric  i 
Atempleroie;  if  •oim  Uli  obelisk 
O^ertofiC  yoo  grove,  or  bold  tnumpbal  arch 
Usurpt  my  ontle'ft  statioa."— **  Spare  me  yet 
Yoo  Mileiini  rain/'  tbe  quick  jOQtb  retaro'd, 
"  No  moold'riog  aqnediiet,  no  yawniB^  crypC 
Sepolcbml,  will  oooaole  me  for  its  fiite." 

'M  mean  aol  the  V  the  master  of  tbe  soeoa 
Reply'd;  "  tho*  classio  rales  to  modem  piles 
Sboold  giYe  ibe  josl  arrangement,  shoii  we  bere 
By  those  to  form  our  rains ;  mnchveown 
They  please,  wbeo,  by  Pantm's  pencil  drawa; 
Or  dsrfcly  grav'd  by  Piranesi's  band. 
And  fitly  might  some  Toican  garden  grace: 
Bat  Time's  rude  mace  bas  bere  all  Roman  piles 
Letetrd  to  low^  that  wbo,  on  Britisb  ground 
Attempts  tbe  task,  builds  but  a  splendid  lye 
Which  mocks  bistoric  credence.     Hence  tbe  cause 
Why  SssoB  piles  or  Norman  here  prevail : 
Fona  they  a  rude,  tis  yet  au  English  whole.'* 

**  And  much  I  praise  thy  choice/'  tbe  straoger 
cty'd; 
"Socb  chaste  selection  shames  t])e  common  mode. 
Which*  mingling  structures  of  for  distant  times. 
Far  distant  legiops,  bere,  perchance,  erects 
A  Cue  to  Freedom,  where  her  Bratns  stands 
Id  act  to  strike  the  tyrant;  tfaereatent» 
With  creacent  crown'd,  with  scymitart  adoni*dy 
Meet  for  some  Bi^aset ;  northward  we  turn, 
Aod  lo !  a  pigmy  pyramid  pieteods 
We  tiesd  the  reafaoBs  of  Pharoah;  quickly  tfaenee 
Oar  southera  step  presents  us  heaps  of  stone 
Kang'd  in  a  Draid  circle.    Thus  from  age 
To  age,  from  clime  to  clime  inoessant  borae, 
ImaginatioQ  flounders  headlong  on, 
Till,  like  fotigu*d  Villario,  soon  we  find 
We  better  like  a  field.'*    «  Nicely  thy  hand 
The  childish  landscape  touches,"  criea  bis  host. 
For  Fashion  ever  is  a  wayward  child ; 
Yet  tare  pd  ought  forgiTe  bev  faults  like  these. 
If  bat  in  separate  or  in  single  scenes 
She  thus  with  Fancy  wanton'd.   Should  I  lead 
Thy  step,  my  friend,  (for  our  aocordant  tsstea 
Prompt  me  to  give  thee  that  fomiliar  name) 
Behind  this  screen  of  ehn,  thou  there  roigbt'st  find 
ItoohadMllyplay*dtbetruanespart,       [there," 
And  brake  tbe  bounds  of  judgment."  **  Lead  me 
Briskly  the  youth  retura'd,  '*  for  having  pror'd 
Ihy  epic  genius  hese,  why  not  peruse 
Thy  lighter  ode  or  eclogue  ?"  Smiling  thence 
Aleander  M  him  to  the  woodbine  bower 
Which  hot  our  song  describ'd«  wbo  seated  there, 
lo  nleut  trausport  view'd  tbe  lively  soena»  . 

**  1  see,"  his  host  resum'd,  *'  my  sportire  art 
Freds  pardon  here  j  not  ev'o  yoo  classic  form, 
Fooriog  h»  liquid  treasurss  from  bis  vase, 
Tho*  foreign  frouk  the  soil,  provokes  thy  frown. 
Try  we  t)iy,  candour  fortber:  higher  art 
And  more  luxurious,  haply  too  more  vain, 
Adonis  yon  soutbera  coppice."    On  they  past 
Thra^  a  iflM  thicket,  till  the  perfum'd  air 
Gave  to  another  sense  its  prelude  rich 
Od  what  the  eye  shouM  foasL    But  now  the  grove 
Eipands;  and  now  tbe  rose,  the  garden's  queen, 
imidst  her  bfoomiug  snigects*  humbler  charms. 


Others  whose  fruit,  burni4Fd  with  gclUm  tkki. 
Hang  amiable,  Hesperian  fobles  true. 
If  trae,  here  only."    Thus,  in  Mi1tou*s  phns* 
Sublime,  the  youth  bis  admiration  poured. 
While  passing  to  tlM^dome;  his  next  short  step 
I'd  the  oentA 


Oo  ev'iy  plot  her  crimson  pomp  displaya 
"  Oh  Fkradiee !»  the  enfiing  youth  excl 
wiwm  wboaeiich  t 
Mm, 


i  enfiing  youth  exclaim^. 


Unvea'd  the  oentin    statue :    '«  Heav'ns  f   just 

Heav'ns, 
He  cry*d,  **  tie  my  Nerioa."    **  Thine,  mad  youth  } 
Forego  the  woni,"  Alcaoder  said,  aod  pans'd ; 
His  utterance  foii'd  f  a  thousand  clost'ring  tbougMi; 
And  all  of  blackest  omen  to  his  peace, 
Reooird  upon  his  brain,  deadened  all  sense, 
And  at  the  statue's  base  him  beadloog  cast, 
A  lifeless  load  of  being.— Ye,  whose  hearts 
Are  ready  at  homaoity*8  soft  call 
To  drop  the  tear,  I  chaige  joa  weep  not  yet; 
But  fearfully  suspend  the  bursting  woes 
Nerina's  self  appean  j  the  further  isle 
She,  fete-directed,  treads.    Does  she  too  fesnt } 
Woukl  Heav*n  she  coaki !  it  were  a  happy  swodtt 
hTight  soften  her  fixt  form,  more  rigid  now 
Than  is  her  marble  semblance;    One  stiff  band 
lies  leaden  on  her  breast ;  the  other  rais'd 
To  Heaven,  and  half-way  clench'd ;  stedfest  her  eyes. 
Yet  viewless;  and  ber  lips,  which  op*d  to  shriek, 
Gan  neither  shriek  nor  close.    So  might  she  stand 
For  eter :  he,  whose  sight  caus'd  the  dread  change^ 
Tbo*  now  he  clasps  her  in  his  anxious  arm. 
Fails  to  unbend  one  sinew  of  her  frame ; 
Tis  foe ;  'tis  steel.    But  see,  Aleander  wakes  ; 
And  waking,  as  by  magic  sympathy, 
Neiina  whispers,  *'  AM  is  well,  my  friend  & 
TVas  but  a  vision ;  I  may  yet  revive—- 
But  still  his  arm  supports  me ;  aid  him,  friend^ 
And  bear  me  swiftly  to  my  woodbine  bower  ; 
For  there  indeed  I  wish  to  breathe  my  last** 

So  saying,  her  cold  cheek,  aod  parched  biow, 
Tum'd  to  a  livid  paleness ;  her  dim  eyes 
Sunk  in  their  sockets ;  sharp  contraction  piest 
Her  temples,  ears  and  nostrils;  signs  well  known 
To  those  that  tend  the  dying.    Both  tbe  youths 
PerceivM  the  change;  and  had  stem  Death  himself 
Wav'd  his  black  banner  visual  o'er  their  beads. 
It  could  not  mone  appall,     ^ith  trembling  step, 
And  silent,  both  convev'd  her  to  tbe  bower. 

Her  languid  limbs  there  decently  oompos'd. 
She  thus  her  speech  zesum*d :  "  Attend  ray  wokdi; 
Brave  Cleon !  dear  Aleander !  generous  pair : 
For  both  have  tender  interest  in  this  heart 
Which  soon  shall  beat  no  more.    That  I  am  thine 
By  a  dear  fether's  just  commands  I  own, 
Moch-bonoor'd  Cleon  t  take  the  hand  he  gave. 
And  with  it,  oh,  if  ( could  give  my  heart» 
Thou  wert  its  worthy  owner.    All  I  can, 
(And  that  preserved  with  chastest  fealty) 
Duteous  I  give  thee,  Cleon,  it  is  thine; 
Not  eVn  this  dear  preserver,  e'er  could  gain 
More  from  n^y  soul  than  friendship— that  be  hit; 
Yet  let  me  own,  what,  dying,  sooths  tbe  pang, 
Tha^  had  thyself  and  duty  ne*er  been  knuwu. 
He  must  bate  had  my  love."  abe  paus'd ;  aod  dVopt 
A  silent  tear ;  then  prest  the  straoger's  band ; 
Tlien  bow^d  her  head  upon  Alosader's  breast. 
And  «Bless  them  both,  kind  JieaVn  !>'  sheprayd. 


<'  And  blest  art  tboo,"  cry'd  Ceoo,  (in  a  vuio« 
Straggling  with  grief  for  utt^ance)  **  blest  to  ditf 
Ere  thou  hddst  questfoo'd  me^  and  I  perfoioe 
Had  told  a  tde  whiok  omit  Innre  imt-thy  tM" 
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In  hommr  from  thy  boiom.'    Now  it  leaves 
A  smile  of  peace  upon  those  pallid  lips. 
That  speaks  its  parting  happy.    Go  fair  taint ! 
Go  to  thy  palm-croirn*d  father !  thron'd  in  hliss. 
And  seated  hy  his  side,  thou  wilt  not  now 
Deplore  the  savage  stroke  that  s6al*d  his  doom  $ 
Go  hymn  the  Fount  of  Mercy,  who,  from  ill 
Educing  good,  makes  ev^  a  death  like  his, 
A  life  surcharge  with  tender  woes  like  thine. 
The  road  to  joys  eternal.    Maid,  farewell ! 
I  leave  the  casket  that  thy  virtues  held 
To  him  whose  breast  sustains  it;  more  belov'd. 
Perhaps  more  worthy,  yet  not  loving  more 
Than  did  thy  wretched  Cleon."    At  the  word 
He  bath*d  in  tears  the  hand  she  dying  gave» 
Jtetum^  it  to  her  side,  and  hasty  rose. 
Alcander,  starting  from  his  trance  of  grief,  [stay,*' 
Cry'd  **  SUy,  I  charge  thee  sUy  V'  *'  And  shall  he 
Cleon  replied,  "  whose  presence  stabbM  thy  peace } 
Hear  this  before  we  part :  that  breathless  maid 
Was  daughter  to  a  venerable  sage. 
Whom  Boston,  when  with  peace  and  safety  blest. 
In  rapture  heard  pour  from  his  hallow'd  tongue 
Religion's  purest  dictates.    Twas  my  chance. 
In  early  period  of  our  civil  broils. 
To  save  his  precious  life :  and  hence  the  sire 
Did  to  my  love  his  daughter's  charms  consign ; 
But,  till  the  war  should  oease,  if  ever  cease, 
Deferred  our  nuptials.    Whither  she  was  sent 
In  search  of  safety,  well,  I  trust,  thou  know*st ; 
He  meant  to  follow ;  but  those  ruthless  flames. 
That  spar'd  nor  friend  nor  foe,  nor  sex  nor  age. 
Involved  the  village,  where  on  sickly  couch 
He  lay  confinM,  and  whither  he  had  fled 
Awhile  to  sojourn.    There  (I  see  thee  shrink) 
Was  he  that  gave  Nerina  being,  burnt ! 
Burnt  by  thy  countrymen  !  to  ashes  burnt ! 
Fraternal  hcmds  and  christian  lit  the  flame. — 
Oh  thou  hast  cause  to  shudder.     1  meanwhile 
With  his  brave  son  a  distant  warfare  wag'd ; 
And  Urn,  now  I  have  found  the  prize  I  sought. 
And  finding  k>Bt,  I  hasten  to  rejoin ; 
Vengeance  and  glory  call  me,"    At  the  word. 
Not  fiercer  does  the  tigress  quit  her  cave 
To  seize  the  hinds  that  robb'd  her  of  her  young. 
Than  he  the  bower.    *'  Stay,  I  conjure  thee,  stay," 
Alcander  cry'd,  but  ere  the  word  was  spoke 
Ceon  was  seen  no  more.     '*  l*hen  be  it  so," 
The  youth  centinu'd,  clasping  to  his  heart 
The  beauteous  corse,  and  smiling  as  he  spoke, 
(Yet  such  a  smile  as  far  out-sorrows  tears) 
"  Now  thou  art  mine  entirely — ^Now  no  more 
Shall  duty  dare  disturb  us— love  alone — 
But  hark !  he  comes  again— Away  vain  fear ! 
*Twa8  but  the  fluttering  of  thy  feathe^d  flock. 
True  to  thieir  custom^  hour,  behold  they  troop 
From  island,  grove,  and  lake.    Arise,  my  love, 
BsEtend  thy  hand— I  Ua  it,  but  it  iklls. 
Hence  then,  fond  fools,  and  pine  1  Neriua's  hand 
Has  lost  the  power  to  feed  you.    Hence  and  die." 

,  Thus  plaining,  to.  his  lips  the  icy  palm 
He  lifted,  and  with  ardent  passion  kist ; 
Then  cry'd  in  agony,  **  On  this  dear  hand, 
Onc^  tremblingly  alive  to  l6ve*s  soft  touch, 
I  hop'd  to  seal  my  faith :"  this  thought  awak'd 
Another  sad  soliloquy,  which  they, 
Who  e'er  have  lov'd,  will  from  their  hearts  supply. 
And  they  who  have  not  will  but  hear  and  smile. 

And  let  then  smiley  but  let  the  tcorntrs  leam 


There  is  a  solemn  luxury  in  grief 
Which  they  shall  never  taste;  well  known  to  those, 
And  only  those,  in  solitude's  deep  gloom 
Who  heave  the  sigh  sincerely :  Fancy  there 
Waits  the  fit  moment ;  and,  when  time  has  ealm'd 
The  first  o'erwhelming  tempest  of  their  woe, 
Piteous  she  steals  upon  the  mourner's  breast 
Her  precious  balm  to  shed  :  oh,  it  has  power, 
Has  magic  power  to  soften  and  to  sooth. 
Thus  duly  minister'd.    Alcander  felt 
The  chanp,  yet  not  till  many  a  liogVing  Mooa 
Had  hong  upon  her  zenith  o'er  his  couch. 
And  heaid  his  midnight  wailings.     Does  he  stray 
But  near  the  fated  temple,  or  the  bower  ? 
He  feels  a  chilly  nooiutor  within. 
Who  bids  him  pause.     Does  he  at  distance  viev 
His  grot  ?  'tis  darken'd  with  Neriua's  storm, 
Ev'n  at  the  blaze  of  noon.     Yet  there  are  walks 
The  lost  one  never  trod ;  and  there  are  s^ats 
Where  he  was  never  happy  by  her  side. 
And  these  he  still  can  sigh  in.     Here  at  length. 
As  if  by  chance,  kind  Fancy  brought  hef  aid, 
When  wand'ring  thro'  a  grove  of  sable  yew, 
Rais'd  by  his  ancestors  :  their  sabbath-path 
Led  thro'  its  gloom,  what  time  too  dark  a  stole 
Was  o'er  religion's  decent  features  drawn 
By  Puritanic  zeal.    Long  had  their  boughs 
Forgot  the  sheers ;  the  spire,  the  holy  ground 
They  banish'd  by  their  umbrage.  "  What  if  bare^'^ 
Cry'd  the  sweet  soother,  in  a  whisper  soft, 
"Some  open  space  were  form'd,  where  other  shades, 
Yet  all  of  solemn  sort,  cypress  and  bay 
Funereal,  pensive  birch  its  languid  arms 
That  droops,  with  waving  willows  deem'd  to  weep, 
And  shiv'ring  aspens  mixt  their  varied  green  ? 
What  if  yon  trunk,  shorn  of  its  murky  crest, 
BeveaVd  the  sacred  £sne  ?"  Alcander  heard 
The  charmer ;  ev'ry  accent  seem'd  his  own. 
So  much  they  touch'd  his  heart's  sad  unison. 
**  Yes,  yes,"  he  cry'd,  •*  why  not  behokl  it  all  I 
That  bough  remov'd  shows  me  the  very  vault 
Where  my  Nerina  sleeps,  and  where,  when  Hesv'a 
la  pity  to  my  plaint  the  mandate  seals, 
My  dust  with  her's  shall  miugle."    Now  his  hiods, 
Cail'd  to  the  task,  their  willing  axes  wield  j 
Joyful  to  see,  as  witless  of  theciuse. 
Their  much-lov'd  lord  his  sylvan  artsretnme. 
And  next,  within  the  centre  of  the  gloom, 
A  shed  of  twiiiting  roots  and  living  moss. 
With  rushes  thatch'd,  with  wattled  oziers  Iin'd, 
He  bids  them  raise  :  it  seem'd  a  hermii's  cell; 
Yet  void  of  hour-glass,  scull,  and  maple  dish. 
Its  mimic  garniture :  Alcander's  taste 
Disdains  to  trick  with  emblematic  toys 
The  place  where  he  and  Melancholy  mean 
To  fix  Neriuas  bust,  her  genuine  bust. 
The  n^odel  of  the  marble.    There  he  hides, 
Close  as  a  miser's  gold,  the  sculptur'd  day; 
And  but  at  early  mom  anfl  latest  eve 
Unlocks  the  simple  shrine,  and  heaves  a  sigh : 
Then  does  he  turn,  and  thro'  the  glimm'riflggUuls 
Cast  a  long  glance  upon  her  house  of  death ; 
Then  views  the  bust  again,  and  drops  a  tear. 
Is  this  idolatr}',  ye  sage  ones  say  ? — 
Or,  if  ye  doubt,  go  view' the  num'rous  train 
Of  poor  and  fatherless  his  care  consoles  ; 
The  sight  will  tell  thee,  he  that  dries  their  tears 
Has  unseen  angels  hov'ringo'er  his  head. 
Who  leave  their  HeaV'n  to  see  him  shed  his  own. 
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Here  doie  tre,  fweet  Simplicity,  t  the  tale. 
And  with  it  let  vn  yield  to  youthfal  berdt 
That  Dbriao  reed  we  but  awalc'd  to  voice 
When  Fancy  prompted,  and  when  Leisure  smit'd , 
HopeleM  of  general  praise,  and  well  repaid, 
If  they  of  classic  ear,  unpallM  by  rhyme,        [free, 
Whom  changeful  pause  can  please,  and  numbers 
Accept  our  song  with  candour.    They  perchance. 
Led  by  the  Muse  to  solitude  and  shade, 
May  turn  that  art  we  sing  to  soothing  use. 
At  this  ill-omen'd  hour,  when  Rapine  rides 
In  titled  triumph ;  when  Corruption  waves 
Her  banners  broadly  in  the  face  of  day. 
And  frbows  th*  indignant  world  the  host  of  slates 
She  turns  from  Honour*s  standard.    Patient  there. 
Yet  not  desponding,  shall  the  sons  of  peace 
Await  the  day,  when,  smarting  with  his  wrongs, 
Old  England^s  genius  wakes ;  when  with  him  wakes 
That  plain  integrity,  contempt  of  gold, 
Disdain  of  slav'ry,  liberal  awe  of  rule 
M'hich  fixt  the  rights  of  people,  peers,  and  prince, 
And  on  them  founded  the  majestic  pile 
Of  British  freedom  $  bad  fair  Albion  rise 
The  scourge  of  tyrants ;  sovereign  of  the  seas ; 
And  aibitress  of  empire*.     Oh  return. 
Ye  long-lost  train  of  virtues  !  swifV  return 
To  save  ('tis  Albion  prompts  your  poet*s  prayer) 
Her  throne,  her  altars,  and  her  laureat  bowers. 


THI 

JRT  OF  PAINTING 

OP 
CHARLES  ALPHONSE  DU  FRESNOY. 

TVAMSLATBD  IMTO  B1IOLI9B  TBRSB. 


EPISTLE 

TO 

SIR  JOSHUA  REYNOLDS. , 

Wmbii  Dryden,  worn  with  sicknes8,.bowM  with  years 
Was  doom'd  (my  friend  let  pity  warm  thy  tears) 
The  galling  pang  of  penury  to  feel, 
For  ill'plac'd  loyalty,  and  courtly  zeal. 
To  see  that  laurel,  which  his  brows  overspread. 
Tramplanted  droop  on  Shadwell's  barren  head. 
The  bard  oppressed,  yet  not  subdu'd  by  fate. 
For  Tery  brnd  descooded  to  translate : 
And  be,  whose  fimcy,  copious  as  his  phrase, 
Coald  light  at  will  expression's  brightest  blaze. 
On  Fretnoy's  lay  employ'd  his  studious  hour  ; 
But  niggard  there  of  that  melodious  power. 
Hit  pen  in  baste  the  hireling  task  to  close, 
Transform'd  the  studied  strain  to  careless  prose. 
Which,  fondly  lending  faith  to  French  pretence. 
Mistook  its  meaning,  or  obscur'd  its  sense. 

Yet  still  he  pleased,  for  Dryden  still  must  please. 
Whether  with  artless  elegance  and  ease 
He  glides  in  prose,  or  from  its  tinkling  chime. 
By  varied  pauses,  purifies  his  rhyme,        [sublime. 
And  mounts oo  Blaro^s plumes, and  soars hUheights 


This  artless  elegance,  this  native  firtf 
Provok*d  his  tuneftil  heir '  to  strike  the  lyre. 
Who,  proud  his  numbers  with  that  prose  to  join. 
Wove  an  illustrious  wreath  for  Friendship's  shrine. 

How  oft,  on  that  fair  bhrine  when  poets  bind 
The  flowers  of  song,  does  partial  passion  blind 
Their  judgment's  eye  !  How  oft  does  Truth  disclaim 
The  deed,  and  scorn  to  call  it  genuine  fome  ! 
How  did  she  here,  when  Jervas  was  the  theme. 
Waft  thro'  the  ivory  gate  the  poet's  drean^! 
How  view,  indignant,  errour's  base  alloy 
The  sterling  lustre  of  his  praise  destroy. 
Which  now,  if  praise  like  his  my  Muse  could  coia« 
Current  thro'  ages,  she  would  stamp  for  thine. 

Let,  Friendship,  as  she  caus'd,  excuse  the  deed  ^ 
With  thee,  and  such  as  thee,  she  must  succeed. 

BuC  what,  if  Fashion  tempted  Pope  astray  ? 
The  witch  has  spells,  and  Jervas  knew  a  day 
When  mode-struck  belles  and  beaux  were  proud  tv 

come 
And  buy  of  him  a  thousand  years  of  bloom  '• 

Ev^n  then  I  deem  it  but  a  venial  crime : 
Perish  alone  that  selfish  sordid  rhyme, 
Wbich  flatters  lawless  sway,  or  tinsel  pride  j 
Let  black  oblivion  plunge  it  in  her  tide. 

From  fate  like  this  my  truth-supported  lays, 
Ev'n  if  aspiring  to  thy  pencil's  praise. 
Would  flow  secure ;  but  humbler  aims  are  mine  ? 
Know,  when  to  thee  I  consecrate  the  line, 
'Tis  but  to  thank  thy  genius  for  the  ray 
Which  pours  on  Fresnoy's  rules  a  fuller  day  : 
Those  candid  strictures,  those  reflections  new, 
Refin'd  by  taste,  yet  still  as  nature  true. 
Which,  blended  here  with  his  instructive  strains. 
Shall  bid  thy  art  inherit  new  domains ; 
Give  her  in  Albion  as  in  Greece  to  rule. 
And  guide  (what  thou  hast  form'd)  a  British  schoolj 

And,  O,  if  ought  thy  poet  can  pretend 
Beyond  his  fav'rite  wish  to  call  thee  friend. 
Be  it  that  here  his  tuneful  toil  has  drest 
The  Muse  of  Fresnoy  in  a  modern  vest ; 
And,  with  what  skill  his  fancy  could  bestow. 
Taught  the  close  folds  to  take  an  easier  flow  ; 
Be  it,  that  here  thy  partial  smile  approv'd 
The  pains  he  lavish'd  on  the  art  he  lov'd. 

Oct  10,  1782.  W.  MASON. 


PREFACE. 

Ths  poem  of  M.  Du  Fresnoy,  when  considerod  aa 
a  treatise  on  painting,  may  unquestionably  claim 
the  merit  of  giving  the  leading  principles  of  the 
art  with  more  precision,  conciseness,  and  accuracy, 
than  any  work  of  the  kind  that  has  either  preceded 
or  followed  it;  yet  as  it  was  published  about  the 
nuddle  of  the  last  century,  many  of  the  precepts 
it  oonUins  have  been  to  frequently  repeated  by 
later  writers,  that  tliey  have  lost  the  air  of  novelty, 
and  will,  consequently,  n6w  be  held  oommoD ; 
some  of  then  too  may,  perhaps,  not  be  so  geoe- 

1  Mr.  Poipe,  in  hisEpintle  to  Jervas,  has  these  linea. 
Read  these  instructive  leaves  hi  which  conspire 
presnoy's  dost  art  with  Dryden's  native  fire. 

'  Alluding  to  another  couplet  in  the  sftme  epiitle.' 
Beauty,  frail  flower,  that  every  season  fesrs,  * 

Blooms  in  thy  colours  for  a  thousand  years. 
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tally  true  as'to  claim  the  aptbority  af  absolute  rules : 
Yet  the  reader  of  taste  wilt  always  be  pleased  to 
see  a  Freuchnian  holding  out  to  bis  oountryjoen  the 
study  of  nature,  and  the  chaste  models  of  antiqui- 
ty, when  (if  we  except  Le  Sueur  and  Nicolo  Pous- 
sin,  who  •  were  Fresooy's  contemporaries)  so  few 
painters  of  that  nation  bave  regarded  either  of 
these  architypes.  The  mudem  artist  also  will  be 
proud  to  emulate  that  simplicity  of  style,  which 
this  work  ha^  for  more  than  a  century  recommend- 
ed, and  which,  having  only  very  lately  got  the  bet- 
ter of  fluttering  drapery  and  theat/ical  attitude,  is 
become  oue  of  the  principal  tests  of  picturesque 
excellence. 

But  if  the  text  may  have  lost  somewhat  of  its 
original  merit,  the  notes  of  Mr.  Dn  Piles,  which 
have  hitherto  accompanied  it,  have  lost  much 
more.  Indeed  it  may  be  doubted  whether  they  ever 
had  merit  in  any  considerable  degree.  Certain  it 
B  that  they  contain  such  a  parade  of  common-place 
quotation,  with  so  small  a  degree  of  illustrative 
icien<!e,  that  I  have  thought  proper  to  estpel  them 
from  thiA  edition,  in  order  to  make  room  for  their 
betters. 

As  to  the  poetical  powers  of  my  author,  I  do  not 
■uppoK  that  these  alone  would  ever  have  given  him 
a  place  in  the  numerous  libraries  which  he  now 
hplds ;  and  I  have,  therefore,  often  wondered  that 
M.  De  Voltaire,  when  he  gave  an  account  of  the 
authors  who  appeared  in  the  age  of  Louis  XIV. 
should  dismiss  Frcsnoy,  with  saying,  in  bis  decisive 
manner,  that  **  his  poem  has  suc^eded  with  such 
persons  as  could  bear  to  read  Latin  verse,  not  of 
the  Augmdan  age  >."  This  is  the  critKism  of  a 
mere  poet.  No  body,  I  should  snppose,  ever  read 
Fresnoy  to  admire,  or  even  criticise  bis  versifica- 
tion, but  either  to  be  instnicted  by  him  as  a  pain^ 
ter,  or  improved  as  a  virtuoso^ 

It  was  this  latter  motive  only,  I  confess,  that  led 
me  to  attempt  the  following  translation  j  which  was 
begun  in  very  early  youth,  with  a  double  view  of 
implanting  in  my  own  memory  the  principles  of  a 
fiivourite  art,  and  of  aoquiriug  a  habit  of  versifica* 
tion,  for  which  purpose  the  dose  and  condensed 
style  of  the  original  seemed  peculiarly  calculated, 
especially  when  considered  as  a  sort  of  school  ex- 
ercise. However  the  task  proved  no  difficult,  that 
when  I  had  gone  through  a  part  of  it  I  remitted  of 
my  diligence,  and  proceeded  at  such  separate  in- 
tervals, that  i  had  passed  many  posterkyr  produc- 
tions through  the  press  before  this  was  brought  to 
fay  eoncliisk>n  in  manuscript ;  and,  after  it  was 
m>f  it  lay  long  neglected,  and  would  oartamly 
haive  never  been  made  public,  had  not  sir  Josboa 
^«ynokls  requested  a  sight  of  it,  and  made  an 
obliging  offin*  of  lllostrating  it  by  a  series  of  his 
««■  notes.  This  prompted  me  to  revise  it  w'lth  all 
possible  accuracy ;  and  as  I  had  preserved  tlie 
strictures  which  my  Ute  excellent  friend  Mr.  Ofay 
l)ad  made  many  years  before  on  the  verskm,  as  it 
than  atood,  1  aUeoded  to  each  of  them  in  their 
«fder  with  that  deforanoe  which  every  oritioisB  of 

s  DnFftnoi  (Cbarlee)  n4  4  Paris  1611,  peintre 
k  po^.  Sou  poeme  de  la  peinture  a  reussi  aupras 
de  ceux  qui  pwvent  lire  d'antres  van  latins  que 
ccax  du  jnwk  d'Augo«U»  SiecU  da  Louis  XIV. 
tbm.  i. 


his  must  demand.  Besides  this,  m  much  wnon 
time  was  now  elapsed  siqca  I  bad  myself  panned 
the  copy,  my  own  eye  was  become  more  open 
to  its  defects.  I  found  the  rule  whk^h  my  an- 
thor  had  given  to  his  painter  full  as  nsefol  to  a 
writer, 

Ast  ubi  ccMlsiliam  deerit  sapientis  amid 
Id  tempos  debit,  atque  mora  intermissa  labori. 
And  I  may  say,  with  trutli,  that  having  become 
from  this  circumstance,  as  impartial,  if  not' as 
fostidious,  to  my  own  work,  ae  any  other  critic 
could  possibly  huve  been,  I  hardly  left  a  single  liaa 
in  it  without  giving  it,  what  I  thought,  an  emenda- 
tion. It  is  not,  therefore,  as  a  juvenile  work  that 
I  now  present  it  to  the  public,  but  as  one  which 
I  bave  improved  to  the  utmost  of  my  mature  abi- 
lities, in  order  to  make  it  more  worthy  of  its  aa- 
notator* 

In  the  preceding  epistle  I  have  obviated,  I  hope, 
every  suspicion  of  arrogance  iu  attempting  tbii 
work  after  Mr.  Dryden.  The  single  ooosiderstioo 
that  his  venion  was  in  prose  were  in  itself  soffici' 
eati  because,  as  Mr.  Pope  has  justly  obaerved, 
verse  and  even  rhyme  is  the  best  mode  of  convey- 
ing preceptive  truths,  '<  as  in  this  way  they  are 
more  shortly  expressed,  and  more  easily  retain- 
ed s."  Still  less  need  I  make  an  apdogy  for  un- 
dertaking it  after  Mn  Wills,  who,  m  the  yetr 
1754,  published  a  translatkm  of  it  m  metre  with- 
out rhyme  \ 

This  gentleman,  a  pamter  by  pMfearion,  assum- 
ed for  his  motto, 

Tractant  fobrilia  hhn  i 
but  however  adroit  he  might  be  in  handling  tha 
toob  of  his  own  ait,  candour  must  own  that  foe 
tools  of  apoet  and  a  translator  vera  beyend  hii 
manag«Qent|  attemptinf  «lao  n  tnric  nhsotelely 
impossible,  that  of  exprm^ng  the  sense  olhis  anthoE 
iu  an  equal  nombar«f  lines,  h^prodnoad  a  Tefaon^ 
which  (if  it  was  ever  rend  tfarongfa  by  any  penoo 
except  myself)  is  now  toteHy  forgotten.  Neverthe- 
less I  must  do  bun  the  justice  to  own  that  hnnndBr- 
stood  the  original  tmcts  that  be  deAteted  mtm: 
enouis  in  Mr.  Dryden's  tvansktion,  which  faai 
escaped  Mr.  Jerras  (aaMtod,as  itk  naid,  by  hist 
friend  Mr.  Pbpe)  in  that  conoctnd  aditiMS'vbich' 
Mr.  Oraham  inscribed  to  the  eadof  Bnilingtaa,'' 
and  that  I  have  myself  sometiaea  praflted  by  his 
labours.  It  is  also  from  his  edItioD  ttmi  IvrnprioT 
the  following  life  of  the  author,  which  smsdrMU 
up  from  FeUbten  and  other  biograplie«i  by  thelste. 
t>r.  Bitch,  who  with  bis  usual indnstry,  faaacolMctdf. 
all  they  have  said  on  Fresnoy's  siAgeot. 

•  See  his  Advertisement  before  the  Ettay  on  Bfsib 

3  I  call  it  so  rather  than  blank  veiae^  becsose  it 
was  devoid  of  an  harmony  of  numbeis.'  'Tbebegiii- 
ing,  which  I  shall  here  insert,  is  a  wfioiant  prorf 
of  the  truth  of  this  assertion.  j 

As  Paiotbg,  Poesy,  so  fimilar 
To  Poesy  be  Painting  $  emulous 
Alike,  each  to  her  sister  doth  refer. 
Alternate  change  the  oOce  and  the  name  r 
Mute  verse  is  this,  that  speaking  pictnn  oall'l 
From  this  little  speoimen  the  reader  will  eaifly 
fbna  a  judgment  of  the  whole. 
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LIFE 

o» 

1I0N&  DU  FRESNOY. 

CtAKiM  ALPiiovM  DO  mMNOT  WW  bom  it  Vvm 
io  the  year  1611.  Hit  father,  who  wat  ao  emiiMiit 
apothecary  i&  Chat  city,  mtendiog  him  for  the  pro* 
fewoB  ofpbysie,  gave  him  aa  good  an  edecation  as 
jMMsible.  Daring  the  firat  year  which  he  epent  at 
the  college,  be  made  a  very  considerable  progress 
ia  his  itadies ;  but  as  soon  as  he  was  raised  to  the 
Ugher  classes,  and  began  to  contract  a  taste  of 
poetry,  his  genius  for  it  opened  itself,  and  he  earned 
all  the  priaes  in  it,  which  were  proposed  to  excite 
the  emulatioo  of  ftis  feliow-studentSw  His  inclina- 
tion for  it  was  heightened  by  eaercise;  and  his 
eariiert  performances  showed,  that  he  was  capable 
of  heeommg  one  of  the  greatest  poets  of  his  age,  if 
hrs  love  of  painting,  which  equally  possessed  him, 
had  not  divided  his  time  and  application.  At  last 
he  laid  aside  all  thoughts  of  the  study  of  phyaic, 
and  declared  obsolately  for  that  of  painting,  notwith- 
itandiog  the  opposition  of  bis  parents,  who  by  all 
kinds  of  severity,  endeavoured  to  divert  him  from 
ponaiug  hit  pansion  for  that  art,  the  profession  of 
which  they  unjustly  considered  in  a  very  con- 
temptible light.  But  the  strength  of  bis  inclination 
defeating  all  the  measures  taken  to  supprem  it,  he 
took  the  first  opportunity  of  cultivating  his  fovourite 
fltndy. 

He  was  nmeteen  or  twenty  years  of  age  when  he 
began  to  learn  to  design  under  Francis  Periar ;  and 
hivhig  spent  two  years  in  the  school  of  that  painter, 
and  of  Simon  VtikA,  he  thought  proper  to  take  a 
journey  mto  Italy,  where  he  arrived  in  the  end  of 
1633,  or  the  bngnming  of  1634. 

As  he  had,  dmiog  his  stndies,  appKad  himself 
iMTfioeh  to  thai  of  geometry,  he  began,  upon  his 
coming  to  Rome,  to  paint  landscapes,  buildings,  and 
waent  s«ma«  Bot,  for  the  first  two  yean  of  his 
imideoco  in  that  city,  ho  had  the  utmost  difflenlty 
to  soppoft'hiouolf,  being  abandoned  by  hiapaiopts, 
who  mm  mad  M9  having  refected  their  adviee  in  the 
rof  iBB  prafosaiee;  ami  the  lUtle  stock  of 
y,  whioh  he  had  pnieicled  before  ho  left  Fkraooa, 
'soaroo  saflleisftit  for  the  expenaes  of  his 
to  Holy.  Being  destitaite,  thereloie,  of 
lad.ocqpmanftBDOe  wt  Room,  he  was  reduced 
to  such  distrem«  Hwt  hie  chief  oidmtence  for  the 
greatest  part  of  that  time  was  bread  and  a  small 
quantity  of  cbeoM.  Bot  he  diverted  the  sense  of 
his  uneasy  circumstances  by  an  intense  and  Inde- 
^igable  application  to  painting,  till  the  arrival  of 
the  celebrated  Peter  Mignard,  who  had  been  the 
companion  of  his  studies  under  Voiiet,  set  him  more 
«l  ease.  They  immediately  engaged  in  the  strictest 
friendship,  living  together  In  the  same  house,  and 
being  commonly  known  at  Rome  by  the  name  of 
the  "  inseparaMesL**  They  were  employed  by  the 
cardinaiof  Lyoite  in  copying  aH  the  best  pieces  in 
th^  Fastteae  palace.  Bat  their  principal  study 
wuthe  VQsfcf  of  Raphael  and  other  great  nMsten, 
and  the  antiques ;  and  they  were  constant  id  their 
•ttsndaaot  ovary  eveiiiqgat  the  academy  m  design- 


big  after  models.  Migaard  had  loperior  talents  ip 
practice ;  but  Du  Fnesnoy  was  a  greater  master  of 
the  rules,  history,  and  theory  of  bis  profession. 
The^  oommnoicated  to  each  other  their  remarks  and 
aentimeats,  Du  Fresnoy  fumiahing  his  friend  with 
noble  and  eaicellent  ideas,  aixl  the  hitter  instructing 
the  former  to  paint  with  greater  expedition  and 


Poetry  ahared  with  painting  the  time  and  thought3 
of  Du  Fresnoy,  who,  as  be  penetrated  into  the  secretf 
of  the  latter  art,  wrote  down  bis  observations;  and 
having  at  last  acquired  a  fiilJ  knowledge  of  the 
subject,  formed  a  design  of  writing  a  poem  upon  i^ 
which  he  did  not  finish  till  many  years  after,  when 
he  had  consulted  the  best  writers,  and  examined 
with  the  utmost  care  the  most  admired  pictures  in 
Italy. 

While  be  resided  there  he  painted  several  pic* 
tares,  particular  the  ruins  of  the  Campo  Vacctno, 
with  the  city  of  Rome  in  the  figure  of  a  woman ;  a 
young  woman  of  Athens  going  to  see  the  monument 
*of  a  lover  j  .£oeas  canrying  his  father  to  his  tomb  ; 
Mars  finding  I^vinia  sleeping  on  the  banks  of  the 
Tyber,  descending  from  his  chariot,  and  lifting  np 
the  veil  which  covered  her,  which  is  one  of  his  best 
pieces ;  the  birth  of  Venus,  and  that  of  Cupid.  H« 
bad  a  peculiar  esteem  for  the  works  of  Titian, 
several  of  which  he  copied,  imitating  that  excellent 
painter  in  his  colouring,  as  he  did  Carracbe  m  hit 
design. 

About  the  year  1G53  be  went  with  Mignard  to 
Venice  ^,  and  travelled  throughout  Lombanly ;  and 
during  his  stay  in  that  city  painted  a  Venus  for 
signer  Mark  Panita,  a  noble  Venetian,  and  a 
Madonna,  a  half  length.  These  pictures  showed 
that  he  bad  not  studied  those  of  Titian  without 
success.  Here  the  two  friends  Kparated,  Mignard 
returning  to  Rome,  and  Du  Fresnoy  to  France, 
He  bad  read  his  poem  to  the  best  painters  in  all 
places  through  which  he  passed,  and  particularly 
to  Albano  and  Guercino,  then  at  Bologna ;  and  hie 
consulted  several  men  fomous  for  their  skill  in  polite 
literature. 

He  arrived  at  Paris  in  1 656,  where  he  lodged  with 
Mons.  Potal,  greffier  of  the  council,  in  the  street^ 
Beautreillis,  where  he  painted  a  small  room :  after- 
wards a  picture  fiir  the  altar  of  the  church  of  St. 
Margaret  in  the  suburb  St  Antoine.  Mons.  Bordier, 
intendant  of  the  finances,  who  was  then  finishing 
his  house  of  Rinci,  now  Livry,  having  seen  this 
picture,  was  so  highly  pleased  with  it,  that  he  took 
Du  Fresnoy  to  that  house,  which  is  but  two  leaguet 
from  Paris,  to  painc  the  saloon*  In  the  ceiling  was- 
represented  the  burning  of  Troy ;  Venus  is  standing 
by  Paris,  who  makes  her  remark  how  the  fire  con- 
sumes that  great  city  ;  in  the  front  is  the  god  of 
the  river  which  runs  by  it,  and  other  deities :  tbia 
is  one  of  bis  best  performance^,  both  for  disposition 
and  colouring    He  afterwards  painted  a  consider* 

>  This  is  the  aoooant  of  Mons.  Felibien,  Entro* 
tiens  sur  les  vies  et  sor  les  oovrages  des  pittt 
excellens  peintres,  tom.  iL  edit  Lond.  1705, 
p.  333.  But  the  Ute  author  of  AbKg«  de  la  vie  dea 
plus  fameux  peintres,  part  if.  p.  ^4,  edit  Par^^ 
1745,  in  4to,  says,  that  Fresnoy  went  to  Venice 
without  Migpard  j  and  that  the  latter,  h^ing  im- 
portuned by  the  letters  of  the  forfOer,  made  «  vifit . 
to  him  in,  that  city. 
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able  Dumber  of  pietmes  for  the  cabinets  of  tbe  curious, 
particularly  an  aharpiece  for  the  church  of  Lagni, 
representiog  the  aasumptioo  of  the  Tirgiu,  and  the 
twelve  apostles,  all  as  ]ar{;e  as  life.  At  the  Hotel 
d*Erval  (now  d'Armenonville)  he  painted  several 

S'ctures,  and  among  them  a  ceiling  of  a  room  with 
ur  beautiful  landscapes,  the  figures  of  which  were 
by  Mignard.  As  he  understood  architecture  very 
well,  he  drew  for  Moos,  de  Vi  largely  alt  the  design 
•of  a  house,  which  that  gentleman  built  four  leagues 
finom  Avignon ;  as  likewise  those  for  the  Hotel  de 
Lyonne,  and  for  that  of  the  Grand  Prior  de  Souvr^. 
The  high  altar  of  the  Filles-Dieo,  in  the  street  St 
Denis,  was  also  designed  by  him. 

Though  he  had  finished  his  poem  before  he  had 
left  Italy,  and  communicated  it,  as  has  been  alrea- 
dy mentioned,  to  the  best  judges  of  that  ooimtry; 
yet,  after  his  return  to  France,  he  continued  still  to 
revise  it,  with  a  view  to  treat  more  at  length  of 
some  things,  which  did  not  seem  to  him  sufficiently 
explained.  This  employment  took  up  no  small  ^ 
part  of  his  time,  and  was  the  reason  of  his  nothav-' 
mg  finished  so  many  pictures  as  he  might  otherwise 
have  done.  And  tho*  he  was  desirous  to  see  his 
work  in  print,  he  thought  it  improper  to  publish  it 
without  a  French  translation,  which  he  d^erred  un- 
dertaking from  time  to  time,  out  of  difiMence  of  his 
own  skill  in  his  native  language,  which  he  had  in 
some  measure  lost  by  bis  long  residence  in  Italy. 
Mons.  de  Piles  was  therefore  at  last  induced,  at  his 
desire,  and  by  the  meHt  of  the  poem,  to  translate 
it  into  French,  iiis  version  being  revised  by  Do  Fres- 
noy  himself:  and  the  latter  had  bcgnn  a  commen- 
tary upon  it,  when  he  was  seized  with  a  palsy,  and, 
after  languishing  four  or  five  months  under  it,  died 
at  the  house  of  one  of  his  brothers  at  Villiers-le-bel, 
four  leagues  from  Paris,  in  1 665,  at  the  age  of  fifty- 
four,  and  was  interred  in  the  parish  church  there. 
He  had  quitted  his  lodgings  at  Moos.  Potel*s  upon 
Mignard's  return  to  Paris  in  1638,  and  the  two 
friends  lived  together  from  that  time  till  the  death 
of  Du  Fresnoy. 

His  poem  was  not  published  till  three  years  after 
bis  death,  when  it  was  prhited  at  Paris  in  12mo. 
with  the  French  version  and  remarks  of  Mons.  de 
Piles,  and  has  been  justly  admired  for  its  elegance 
and  perspicuity. 

THE  ART  OF  PAINTIS'G. 

Taut  Poetry  the  painter's  power  displa3rs ; 
True  Painting  emulates  tbe  poet's  lays ; 
The  rival  sisters,  fond  of  equal  fame. 
Alternate  change  their  office  and  their  nama ; 
Bid  silent  poetry  the  eanvas  warm, 
The  tuneful  page  with  speaking  picture  charm. 

What  to  the  ear  snbtimer  raptore  brings, 
That  strain  alone  the  genuine  poet  sings  i 


That  form  alone  where  glows  peculiar  gneei 
The  genuine  painter  condescends  to  trace : 
No  soffdid  theme  will  verse  or  paint  admit. 
Unworthy  colours  if  unworthy  wit 

From  yon,  blest  pair !  ReKgioo  deigns  to  claim 
Her  sacred  honours;  at  her  awfhl  name 
High  o'er  the  sters  you  Uke  your  soaring  flight. 
And  rove  the  regions  of  supernal  light ; 
Attend  to  lays  that  flow  from  tongues  divine ; 
Undazsled  gaze  where  charms  ampbic  shiae  ; 
Trace  beauty's  beam  to  its  eternal  spruig. 
And  pure  to  man  tiie  fire  celestial  bring. 

Then  round  this  globe  on  joint  pnrMiit  ye  stiay, 
Time's  ample  amals  studiously  survey ; 
And  from  the  eddies  of  oblivion's  stream. 
Propitious  snatch  eacl^  memorable  theme.       [ses. 

Thus  to  each  form,  in  Heav'n,  and  earth,  and 
That  wins  with  giaee,  or  awes  with  dignity. 
To  each  exalted  deed,  which  dares  to  claim 
The  glorious  meed  of  an  immortal  fame. 
That  meed  ye  grant    Hence,  to  renoCcrt  age, 
The  hero's  soul  darts  from  the  poet's  page; 
Hence,  from  the  canvas,  still,  with  wonted  state, 
He  lives,  he  breathes,  he  braves  the  frown  of  Pate. 
Such  powers,  such  praises,  heav'n>bonirpahrbeloDg, 
To  magic  colouring,  and  creative  aon^. 

But  here  I  pause,  nor  ask  Fieria's  inm. 
Nor  Phoebus  self  to  elevate -the  stratD  ; 
Vain  is  the  flow'ry  verse,  when  reasODing  sage. 
And  sober  precept  fill  the  studied  pag«  ; 
Enough  if  there  the  fluent  numbenplease, 
Tuciive  eaae. 


With  native  clearness,  and  instructive  « 

Nor  shall  my  rules  the  artist's  hand  confine. 
Whom  practice  gives  to  strike  the  free  design ; 
Or  banish  fancy  from  her  fairy  plains. 
Or  fetter  genius  in  didactic  chains : 
No,-  'tis  their  liberal  purpose  to  convey 
That  scientific  skill  which  wins  its  wa^r 


DE  AETE  GRAPHICA. 

Ut  Pictura  Poesis  erit ;  similitque  Poesi 
Sit  Picture ;  refcrt  par  cmula  quiaqne  sororem, 
Altemantque  vices  At  uomina ;  mota  poeos 
Dicitur  haec,  pictura  Ibquens  so!et  ilia  vocari. 

Quod  ftitt  auditu  gratum  cecinere  poetss ; 
Quod  pulchram  aspectu  pictores  pingere  ctorant : 


Quieque  poetarum  numeris  indigna  fii^re, 

Non  eadem  piciomm  operam  studiumq ;  merentar  : 

Ambse  quippe  sacros  ad  religionis  hooores 
Sydereos  superant  ignes,  aulamqce  tonaatls 
logresse,  divdm  aspectu,  alloquioque  firAnntar; 
Oraqoe  magna  defim,  Ac  dicta  obcei  vau  wportant, 
Coelestemqoe  soorum  opernm  mortalibds  igneHL 

Inde  per  hunc  orbem  studiis  cotentibas  errant^ 
Caipentes  quae  digna  sut,  i^evolutaque  histrent 
Tempera,  qusBrendis  consortibos  aignmentb. 

Denique  qua^conq  ;  in  cmlo,  tenrflqne,  mariqae 
Longius  in  tempos  durare,  nt  pnlchra,  merentar, 
Nobilitate  sitft,  claioque  insignia  casn. 
Dives  &  ampla  manct  pictores  atque  poetas 
Materies  ;  inde  aha  sonant  per  saecula  mnndo 
Nomina,  magnanlmis  heroibus  inde  soperstes 
Gloria,  perpetuoque  operum  mhacula  restint : 
Tantus  incst  divis  honor  artibus  atqne'potestas. 

Non   mihi  Pieridlum  chorus  hie,    nee  Apollo 
vocandu«, 
Majns-ut  eloqnium  numeris,  ant  gratia  fandi 
Dogmaticis  illustret  npns  rationibus  h<irren&i 
Cum  nitidi  tantum  &  fbciti  di^r(>st&  loquelA,    ' 
Omari  praecepta  ncgent,  contrnta  doceri. 

Nee  mihi  mens  animnsre  fuit  constringere  nodos 
Artificium  manibus,  qudi  tanti^m  diHgit  uses ; 
Indolis  ut  vigor  inde  potens  obstrictus  hebescst, 
Normarum  nttmero  immani,  geoiumq;  morscor: 
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On  dodte  natnra,  snd  tnmnits  to  youtb. 
Talents  to  mcb,  and  taste  to  relish  truth ; 
While  inboni  genios  from  their  aid  leceiveB 
&ich  sapplemental  art  that  practice  gives. 

Tis  peintiog^s  first  chief  business  to  explore 
What  lovelier  forms  in  nature's  boundless  store 
Are  best  to  art  and  antient  taste  allied, 
For  antient  taste  those  forms  has  best  applied. 

Till  this  be  leamM,  how  all  thmgs  disagree; 
Hoir  all  one  wretched,  bihkl  barbarity ! 
Tbe  fool  to  native  ignorance  confined, 
Ko  beanty  beaming  on  his  ckmded  mind  j 
Untaught  to  relish,  yet  too  proud  to  leaniy 
He  sooms  the  grace  his  dulness  cant  discem. 
Henoe  reason  to  caprice  resigns  the  stage. 
And  heDOe  that  maxim  of  the  ancient  sage, 
«  Of  all  vam  fools  with  coioomb  talents  curst. 
Bad  paitttets  and  bad  poets  are  the  worst" 

When  first  the  orient  rays  of  beauty  move 
The  coateioui  soal,  they  light  the  lamp  of  love, 
JLow«  wakes  those  warm  desires  that  prompt  our 
To  fblloar  and  to  fix  each  flying  graces        {chace, 
But  earth-born  graces  sparingly  impart 
The  symosetry  supreme  of  perfect  art; 
Por  the^  our  casual  glance  may  sometimes  meet 
With  cbaivM  that  strike  the  soql,  and  see^i  com- 
Yet  if  those  chaiMS  too  closely  we  defioe,     [plete, 
Ceeteut  Id  copy  natme  Kne  for  line, 
Oar  end  is  lort.    Not  such  the  master^s  care, 
Curioa<  he  calls  the  perfect  from  the  fahr ; 
Jodge  of  Ms  art,  tbro^  beauty's  realm  he  fiiea, 
Seie«ts»  eombmes,  improves,  divenifies ; 
With  nimble  step  pursues  the  fleeting  throng, 
And  clasps  each.Veous  as  she  glides  along. 

Yet  aome  there  are  who  indiscreetly  stray. 
Where  purMind  practice  only  pointa  the  way, 
Who  ev'ry  theoretic  troth  disdain. 
And  Uimder  oa,  aecbaaicany  vain. 


6ed  vernm  nt  poHens  ars  cogniUone,  gradathn 
Natnrsi  aeae  Insinnet,  verique  capacem 
TVasmeat  in  genium  {  gentusq;  oso  indoat  artem. 

Pvmeipna  imprimis  avtisc|ue  potissima  pars  est, 
Vdmm  quid  in  rebus  natora  creftrit  ad  artem  [tarn : 
BakAaoMf  idqae  modom  juxta,  mentemque  vetns- 

Qni  sine  barbaries  cssca  ic  temeraria  pulchmm 
NegUiJt,  insultans  ignoie  aodador  arti, 
Ut  curare  nequit,  que  non  modo  noverit  esse  | 
niod  apud  veteres  ftiit  unde  notahile  dictum, 
"  Nil  jNCtore  malo  securios  atque.poeUL'^ 

Cognita  amas,  8c  amata  cupis,  sequerisq;  coptta^ 
Paaaibiia  aasequeris  tandem  que  fervidns  urges : 
Ilia  taflden  qnss  pulohra  decent;  non  omnia  casus 
Qmliacumqae  dabunt,  etiamve  similKma  veris : 
Nam  quamcnmqoe  modo  servili  baud  sufficit  ipsam 
Natoran  evprimere  ad  vivum ;  sed  ut  arbiter  artis, 
S^get  ex  illt  taotikm  polcberrima  pictor.        [ipse 
Qnodque  minus  pnlchnim,  aut  mendosum,  corriget 
Marte  boo,  forme  Veneres  eaptando  fogaces. 

Utqoe  menus  grandi  nil  nomine  practice  dignum 
^kneqaitnr,  primmn  arcane  quam  deficit  artis 
lAiniee,  Ic  in  preceps  abitura  ut  ceoa  vagatur ; 
Sic  mhil  ars  operi  manuum  private  supremnm 
Bbequitttr,  sed  laogoet  iners  uti  vincta  lacertos  $ 
DHpositomque  typum  non  linguA  pinxit  Apelles. 

Eigo  licet  totft  normam  baud  possimus  in  arte 
Vcnen  (cum  neqneant  que  fimt  polchenrima  did) 

\ou  XVUL 


Some  too  there  are  within  whose  languid  breasts 
A  lifeless  heap  of  embryo  knowledge  rests, 
When  nor  the  pencil  feels  their  drowsy  art. 
Nor  the  skiird  hand  explaimi  the  meaning  heart. 
in  chains  of  sloth  such  talents  droop  confined  : 
'Twas  not  by  woids  Apelles  cbarmM  mankind. 

Hear  then  the  Muse ;  tho'  perfect  beauty  towers 
Above  the  reach  of  her  descriptive  powers, 
Yet  will  she  strive  some  leading  rules  to  draw 
From  sovereign  Nature's  universal  law ; 
Stretch  her  wide  view  o'er  ancient  art's  domain. 
Again  establish  reason's  legal  reign, 
Genius  again  correct  with  science  sage. 
And  curb  luxuriant  fancy's  headlong  rage. 
"  Right  ever  reigita  its  stated  bounds  between, 
And  taste,  like  morals,  loves  the  golden  mean." 

Some  lofty  theme  let  judgment  first  supply. 
Supremely  fraught  with  grace  and  majesty ; 
For  foncy  copious,  free  to^  ev'ry  charm 
I1iat  lines  can  circumscri(>e  or  colours  warm. 
Still  happier  if  that  artful  theme  dispense 
A  poignant  moral  and  instructive  sense. 

Then  let  the  virgin  canvas  stnooth  expand. 
To  claim  the  sketch  and  tempt  the  artist's  hand  i 
Then,  boM  Invention,  all  thy  powers  diffuse. 
Of  ail  thy  sisters  thou  the  noblest  Muse. 
Thee  ev'ry  art,  thee  ev'ry  grace  inspires. 
Thee  Phoebus  fills  with  all  his  brightest  fires. 

Cbuse  such  judicious  force  of  shade  and  light 
As  suits  the  theme,  and  satisfies  the  sight ; 
Weigh  part  with  part,  and  with  prophetic  eye. 
The  future  power  of  all  thy  tints  descry ; 
And  those,  those  only  on  the  canvas  place. 
Whose  hud  are  social,  whose  efil^t  is  grace. 

Vivid  and  faithful  to  the  historic  page, 
Fjq>res»  the  customs,  manners,  forms,  and  age  j 
Nor  paint  conspicuous  on  the  foremost  plain 
Whate'er  is  false,  impertinent  or  vaiaj 


Nitimur  hcec  paucis,  scrutati  summa  magistras 
Dogmata  Natune,  artisque  exemplaria  prima 
Altius  intuiti ;  sic  mens  habilisque  facultas 
Indolis  excolitur,  gcniumque  scientia  complet ; 
Luxuriansque  in  moastra  fiiror  cumpescitur  arte. 
''^Est  modus  in  rebus,  sunt  certi  denique  fines, 
Quos  ultra  citraque  nequit  consistere  rectum." 

His  p6sitis,  erit  optandom  thema  nobile,  put* 
chrum, 
Quodqne  venustaturo,  circa  formam  atque  colorcm, 
Sponte  capax  amplam  emerilas  mox  praebeat  arti 
Materiam,  retegens  aliquid  .sails  it  docomenti. 

Tandem  opus  aggredior;  primoq;  occnmtinalbo 
Disponenda  typi,  oonoepta  potente  Ifinervi, 
Machine,  quae  nostris  Inventio  dicitur  oris. 

Ilia  quidiem  priils  iagenuis  instnicta  sororom 
Artibus  Aonidum,  &  Phosbi  sublimior  sastu.' 

Quasreadasque  inter  ponturas,  lumiois,  umbras, 
Atque  futurorum  jam  pnesentire  colorum  [nustum. 
Par  erit  harmoniam,  eaptando  ab  utrisque   ve« 

Sit  thematis  genuina  ac  viva  expressio,  jaxti 
Textum  antiquorum,  propriis  oum  tempore  formis. 

Nee  quod  inane,  nihil  facit  ad  rem,  sive  videtur 
Improprium,  minim^iie  urgens,  potiora  tenebit 
Omamenta  operis ;  tragicae  sed  lege  90^orif^ 
Summa  uhi  res  agitur,  vis  summa  reqairitur  artis. 

Ista  labore  gravi,  studio,  munitisque  magistri 
Ardua  pan  nequit  addisci ;  rarissiiaa  namqne,     . 

Od 
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But  like  the  tragic  Muse,  Upy  lottre  throw. 
Where  the  chief  action  claims  its  warmest  glow. 

This  rare,  this  arduous  task  no  rules  can  teach. 
No  skiird  preceptor  point,  no  practice  reach  ^ 
Tis  taste,  'tis  genius,  'tis  the  heav'oly  ray 
Prometheus  ravish'd  from  the  car  of  day. 

In  Egypt  first  the  infant  art  appeared. 
Rode  and  unform'd ;  hut  when  to  Greece  she  steer'd 
Her  prosperous  course,  fair  Fancy  met  the  maid  ; 
Wit,  reason,  judgment,  lent  their  powerful  aid  -, 
Till  all  complete  the  gradual  wonder  shone. 
And  TanqoisbM  Nature  own^d  herself  outdooe* 

*Twas  there  the  goddess  fixt  her  hlest  abodes^ 
There  reign'd  in  Corinth,  Athens,  Sicyoo,  Rhodes. 
Her  Tarious  votaries  various  talents  crowned. 
Yet  each  alike  her  inspiration  own*d : 
Witness  those  marble  miracles  of  grace. 
Those  tests  of  symmetry,  where  still  we  trace 
All  art's  perfection  :  with  reluctant  gaze  ' 

To  these  the  genius  of  succeeding  days 
Looks  dazzled  up,  and,  as  their  glories  spread. 
Bides  in  his  mantle  his  diminished  head.  [law. 

Learn  then  from  Greece,  ye  youths,  proportiOQ*s 
ln(bnn*d  by  her,  each  jurt  position  draw  $ 
adlful  to  range  eaAh  large  unequal  part, 
ll^th  varied  motion  and  contrasted  art ; 
Full  in  the  front  the  nobler  limbs  to  place. 
And  poise  each  figure  on  its  ceqtral  base. 

But  chief  from  her  that  flowing  outline  take. 
Which  floats,  in  wavy  windings,  like  the  snake. 
Or  lambent  flame  s  which,  ample,  broad,  and  long, 
Relieved  not  swelPd,  at  once  both  light  and  stroiig. 
Glides  tkro*  the  graceful  whole.    Her  art  divine 
Cuts  not,  in  parts  minute,  the  tame  desigi^ 
But  by  a  few  bold  strokes,  distinct  and  free. 
Calls  forth  the  charms  of  perfect  symmetry* 
True  to  anatomy,  more  true  to  grace. 
She  bids  each  muscle  know  its  native  place; 


Ri  pri&s  sBthereo  rapoit  quod  ab  aie  PMrnetheut 
Sit  jubar  infusum  meoti  cum  flamine  vitfls. 
Movtali  baud  cuivis  divina  hec  munera  dantur  ; 
Non  uti  Bssdaleam  licet  onmibus  ire  Corinthum. 

JEgypto  informis  quoodam  picture  reperta, 
GrsBciDrum  studiis,  &  mentis  acumine  crevit : 
Kgregiis  tandem  illustrafta  &  adolta  magistris^ 
Naturam  visa  est  miro  superare  labore. 

Ques  inter,  grapfaidos  gymnasia  prima  fu£re 
Poitns  Athenarum,  Sicyon,  Rhodes,  atque  Corio- 
Bisparia  inter  sessodic&n  ratione  laboris ;      [thus, 
lit  patet  ex  vetemm  statuis,  fbrmse  atque  deooris 
Archetypis  ;  quea  posterior  nil  protulit  aetss 
Condignum,  i  aen  inferius  long^,  arte  modoqne. 

Honun  igitur  vera  ad  normam  poiitnra  legetnr : 
Grandia,  insequalis,  fbrmosaque  partibus  ampUs 
Anieriora  dabit  membra,  in  cootraria  mota 
fiiverso  variat%  suo  librataque  centre  ; 

Membrommqne  sinus  igms  flammaatis  ad  iastar, 
Serpenti  undantes  flexu ;  sed  Uevia,  plana, 
Magnaque  signa,  quasi  sine  tubere  subdita  tactu, 
/  "Ex  longo  dedocta  fluent,  non  secta  miautim. 
Insertisqne  teris  sint  nota  ligamina,  juxta 
Compagem  anatomes,  Ac  membrificatio  Grcoo 
]>eformata  mode,  paucisque  ezpressa  lacertis, 
Qualts  apud  veteres  ;  totoque  Eury  thmia  partes 
Componat;  genitumque  sno  generante  sequenti 
Sit  minusy  &  puncto  videantttr  ctmcta  tub  wm. 


Bids  small  firem  great  id  just  gndatiaa  nii^ 
And,  at  one  visual  point,  approach  the  cfss* 

Yet  deem  not,  youths,  that  penpective  csn  give 
Those  charms  complete  by  which  your  wocks  shall 
What  tho*  her  rules  may  to  your  hand  impart  [live; 
A  quick  mechanic  substitute  for  ait ; 
Yet  formal,  geometric  shapes  she  draws.; 
Hence  the  true  genius  scorns  her  rigid  laws. 
By  nature  taught  he  strikes  th*  unerring  Uoes, 
Consults  his  eye,  and  as  he  sees  designs.        [time, 

Man's  changeful  race,  the  iq^oC  chance  aud 
Varies  no  less  in  aspect  than  in  dime ; 
Mark  well  the  dififerenoe,  and  let  each  he  seen 
Of  various  age,  complexioD,  hair,  and  meia. 

Yet  to  each  sep'rate  form  adapt  with  care 
Such  limbs,  such  jrobes,  such  attitude  and  aii^ 
As  best  befit  the  head,  and  best  oombine 
To  make  one  whole,  one  onifiMrm  design  ; 
Leara  action  from  the  dumb,  the  dumb  shall  teuh 
How  happiest  to  supply  the  want  of  speech. 

Fair  in  the  firont  in  all  the  blaze  of  light. 
The  hero  of  thy  pteee  should  meet  the  sigh^ 
Supreme  in  beauty;  lavish  here  thine  art. 
And  bid  him  boldly  from  the  canvas  start  j 
While  round  that  sov'reign  foim  tb'  iuferior  tnia 
In  groups  collected  fill  tbe  pictur'd  plain: 
Fdl,  but  not  crowd :  for  oft  some  open  spaoe 
Must  part  their  ranks,  and  leave  a  vacant  plaoe* 
Lest,  artlessly  dispers'd,  the  seyer'd  crew 
At  random  rush  on  our  bewilder'd  view  ^ 
Or  parts  with  parts,  in  thick  ooofosioQ  bound. 
Spread  a  tumultuous  chaos  o'er  the  groundL 

In  ev'ry  figured  group  the  judging  «ye 
Demands  the  charms  of  contmriety. 
In  forms,  in  attitudes,  expects  to  trace 
Distinct  inflections,  and  oontrssted  gcace. 
Where  art  diversely  leads  each  diaugeful  lins^ 
Opposes,  breaks,  divides  the  vbole  i 


Regula  certa  lioei  acqueatprovectica  did, 
Aut  oomplementum  graphidos ;  sed  in  aria  juTanM% 
Et  oiodus  acoelerans  operandi :  at  corpora  folso 
Sub  visu  in  multis  referens,  mendosa  labasdt: 
Nam  Geometralem  nuaquam  sunt  corpora  juzti 
Mensuram  depicta  oculis,  sed  qualia  visa. 

Non  eadem  forms  species^  non  omnibus  sUs 
JEqualis,  simileaque  color,  crinesqne  figuris : 
Nam,  variis  velut  orta  plagis,  gens  dispare  vultu  est^ 

Singula  membra,  suo  capiti  conformta,  fiaot 
IJnam  idemque  simul  corpus  cum  vestibos  ipsis : 
Mutorumque  silens  positura  imitabitur  acUis. 

Prima  figurarom,  sen  prinocps  dramsitis,  Mi 
Prosiliat  media  in  tabula,  sub  lumine  primo 
Pulchrior  ante  alia^,  reliquis  nee  operta  figuric. 

AggkNODterata  aifluil  siat  membra,  ipes^qee  fif^w 
Stipentur,  circuov|ue  glabos4ocus  ufque  ,vacshil> 
N^,  maid  dispersis  dum  vians  ubiqMC  Qgnris 
Dividitur,  cunbtisque  opens  forventfrtomnltu 
Partibus  impticitis,  crepitans  conliiaio  ssHcp^ 

Inque  figurarum  cumulis  non  omnibqs.Nlem 
Corporis  i^exus,  motosque  ;  vel  aitubus.oma* 
Conversis  pariter  non  coonitantur  epdem « 
Sed  qusdam  m  diverse  trahant  cooitraria  Qienibi% 
Transverseque  aliis pugnent,  h  csBterafrangsnti 
Pluribus  adversis  aversam  oppone  figvram* 
Pectoribasque  hnmeros,  &  deitera  memhrs  lioiitii^ 
Sett  multis  Gonstabit  opus,  pandsre  flgvrisi 
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Thai  vben  the  rest  in  front  Hieir  charms  display. 
Let  oofi  with  hce  averted  turn  away,  "^ 
SbouMen  oppose  to  breasts,  and  left  to  right, 
With  paftetbat  meet  and  parts  that  shon  the  sight. 
This  rule  in  practice  nnifbrmty  true 
fiEtends  alike  to  many  forms  or  few. 

Yet  keep  thro*  all  the  piece  a  perfect  poiz6 : 
If  here  in  freqnent  troops  the  figures  rise, 
There  let  some  object  tower  with  eqnat  pride ; 
And  so  arrange  each  correspondent  side 
That,  tfard*  the  well-connected  plan  appear 
Kg  cold  vacuity,  no  desert  drear. 

Say,  does  the  poet  glow  with  genoine  rage. 
Who  crowdb  with  pomp  and  noise  his  bustling  stage  ? 
Detoid  alik^  of  taste  that  painter  deem,  ' 
Whose  flatt*ring  works  with  numerous  figures  teem ; 
A  task  so  Tarioos  how  shall  art  fiilflll, 
When  oft  the  simplest  fbrms  elude  our  skill  ? 
Bat,  did  the  toil  succeed;  we  still  should  lose 
That  solemn  majesty,  that  soft  repose, 
Bear  to  the  curious  eye,  and  only  flb^nd. 
Where  few  fktr  objects  fill  an  ample  ground» 
Yet  if  some  grand  important  theme  £mand 
Of  many  needfbl  forms  a  busy  band. 
Judgment  will  so  the  seTeral  groups  unite, 
Thst  one  compacted  whole  shall  meet  the  sight 

The  joints  in  each  extreme  distinctly  treat. 
Nor  e'er  conceal  the  outline  of  the  feet : 
The  bands  alike  demand  to  be  exprest 
In  half-shown  figure!*  ranged  behind  the  rest 
Korean  snch  forms  with  force  or  beauty  shine. 
Save  when  the  head  and  hannds  in  action  join. 

Each  air  CG^trainM  and  forc*d,  each  gesture  rode, 
Whate*cr  contracts  or  cramps  the  attitude. 
With  scorn  discard.     When  squares  or  angles  join. 
When  flows  in  t^ious  parallel  the  line, 
Acute,  obtuse,  whene'er  the  shapes  appear. 
Or  take  a  foraud  geometric  air. 


iltera  pars  t&bnhs  vacuo  nen  fri ^da  campo,    . 
Aot  deserta  siet,  dmn  pUtribus  altera  formis 
Ferritta  mole  site  strpremam  exsuiigit  ad  Oram. 
Sed  tibr  sic  posifis  respondeat  utraque  rebus, 
Ut  si  alk|aid  surslim  He  parte  attollat  ro  unA, 
2Sc  aliquid  parte  ex  aliA  consurgat,  &  ambas 
iB()uipareC,  gemfnas  comulando  sequaliter  oras. 
Pluribos  implicitum  personis  dramo  snpremo 
In  genere,  at  rarom  est,  mnltis  ita  densa  fignris 
Karior  est  tsarala  excettens ;  vel  adbnc  ferfe  nulla 
Piastiriti  in  multis,  quod  vix  bene  praestat  in  unA : 
Quippe  solet  rernm  nimio  disperaa  tumuitu, 
lifajestUte  acme  gravi,  reqnieque^  decora  j 
Nee  speciott'  nitet,  vacuo  nisi  libera  campa 
Sed  sropere  in  magno,  phires  thema  grande  requirat 
I^  figuraiuui  cumolos,  speetabitor  unA 
Maehina  tota  cei ;  non  slngnla  qnseqtie  seorsim. 

PnBcipiia  extremis  raro  internodia  membris 
Abdita  smt ;  sed  snmma  pedum  vestigia  nunquam. 
Gratia  nulla  manet,  mottraque,  vigorque  figures 
R«tro  a)ris  sobter  majori  ex  parte  latentes. 
Hi  capitis  motum  manlbus  oomitentor  agendo. 
Bifllrilea  ftigito  aspectus,  contractaque  visu 
Membra  sub  ingrstto,  mottisque,  actusque  coactos ; 
Quodqoe  refert  signis,  rectos  quodammodo  tractus, 
Sive  paraHelos  plures  simul,  i  ye\  acutas, 
▼«J  geoAetFalea  (ut  quadra,  triangula)  formas : 
■  epsnriiNgnonuu  ex  online  quaudaok 


These  all  displease,  and  the  disguf^ted  eye 
Nauseates  the  tame  and  irksome  symmetry. 
Mark  then  our  fonner  rule ;  with  contrast  strong 
And  mode  transverse  the  leading  lines  prolong. 
For  these  ip  each  design,  if  well  exprest. 
Give  value,  forre,  and  lustre  to  the  rest. 

Nor  yet  to  nature  such  strict  homage  pay 
As  not  to  quit  when  genius  leads  the  way; 
Nor  yet,  tho'  genius  all  his  succour  sends. 
Her  mimic  pow*rs  tho'  ready  mem'ry  lends. 
Presume  from  nature  whblly  to  depart. 
For  nature  is  the  arbitress  of  art, 
In  errour's  grove  (en  thousand  thickets  spread. 
Ten,  thousand  devious  paths  oiir  steps  mislead  ; 
*Mid  curves,,  that  vary  in  perpetutil  twine. 
Truth  owns  but  one  direct  and  perfect  line. 

Spread  then  her  genuine  c1iarin<(  o'er  all  the  piece, 
Sublime  and  perfect  as  they  glowM  in  Greece. 
Ti:^ose  genuine  charms  to  seize,  with  zeal  explore 
The  vases,  medals,  statues,  form'd  of  yore. 
Relievos  hi^  that  swell  the  coluthn*s  stem. 
Speak  firom  the  fnarble,  sparkle  from  the  gem : 
Hence,  all-majestic  on  th'  expanding  soul. 
In  copious  tide  the  bright  ideas  roll ; 
Fill  it  with  radiant  forms  unknown  before. 
Forms  such  as  demigods  and  heroes  wore : 
Here  pause  and  pity  our  enervate  days, 
Hopeless  to  rival  their  transcendant  praise. 

Peculiar  toil  on  single  forms  bestow. 
There  let  expression  lend  Its  flnish'd  glow; 
There  each  variety  of  tint  unite 
With  the  fhll  harmony  of  shade  and  lig^t 

Free  o'er  the  limbs  the  flowing  vesture  cast. 
The  light  broad  folds  with  grace  majestic  plac'd  ; 
And  as  each  figure  turns  a  different  way« 
Give  the  large  plaits  their  corresponding  play  ; 
Yet  devious  oft  and  swelling  from  the  part. 
The  flowing  robe  with  ease  should  seem  to  start; 


SymmetHani  '^  setf  prscipua  in  coniraria  semper 
Signa  volunt  duci  transversa,  ut  diximus  ante. 
Summa  igitur  ratin  signorUnl  haheatur  in  omni 
Composite ;  dat  enim  reliquis  pretiu  m,atque  vigorenu 

Nbn  ita  natural  a'stanti  sis  cnique  revinctus, 
Hanc  pneter  nihil  ut  genlo  studioque  relinquas  ; 
Nee  sine  teste  rei  nature,  artisque  magistra, 
Quidlibet  ingenio,  memor  ut  tantummodo  renim, 
Pingere  posse  potcs ;  errorum  est  plurima  sylva, 
Multiplicesque  vise,  bene  agendi  terminus  unus, 
Jjnea  recta  velut  so!a  est,  St  mille  recurvae ; 

Sed  juxta  antiqaos  natnram  imitabere  pulchram, 
Qualem  forma  rei  propria,  objectumque  requirit. 
Non  te  igitur  lateant  antiqua  numismata,  gemman 
Vasa,  typi,  statase  cielat^que  marmora  signis, 
Qnodque  refert  specie  veterum  post  saecula  mentem  : 
Splendidior  quippe  ex  ill  is  assurgit  imago, 
Magnaque  se  rerum  focies  aperit  meditanti ; 
Tunc  nostri  tenuem  saecli  miserebere  sortem, 
C6m  spes  nulla  iet  sreditone  sequalis  in  svum. 

Exquisita  sietformA,  dum  sola  figure 
Plngitur ;  &  multis  variata  coloribus  esto. 

Lati,  amplique  sinus  pannorum,  fc  nobilis  ordo 
Membra  sequens,  subter  latitantia  tumine  &  umbrA 
Exprimet;  iJle  licet  transversus  sspe  feratur, 
Et  circumfUMW  pannorum  porrigat  extra 
Membra  sinus,  non  contiguos,  ipsisque  figuras 
Pattibitt  iffipressos,  quasi  pannus  adbsreat  iilis; 
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Not  on  the  fbrm  in  fltiiTadhatioB  laid, 
Bat  well  reliev'd  by  gentle  light  and  shade. 

Where'er  a  flat  vacnity  is  seen, 
There  let  some  shadowy  bending  inteirene^ 
Above,  below,  to  lead  its  Taried  line^ 
As  best  may  teaoh  the  distant  folds  to  join ;. 
And  as  the  limbs  by  few  bold  strokes  exprest    , 
FAcel  in 'beauty,  so  the  liberal  vest 
In  large,  distinct,  unwtinkled  folds  should  iy  ^ 
Beauty's  best  handmaid  is  Simplicity. 

To  difPrent  ranks  adapt  their  proper  robe ; 
With  ample  pall  let  monarchs  sweep  the  glebe  ;, 
In  garb  succinet  and  coarse,  airay  the  swain. 
In  light  and  silken  veils,  the  virgin- train. 

Where  in  black  shade  the  deeper  hollow  lief. 
Assisting  art  some  midway  fold  supplies, 
That  gently  meets  the  ligjbt,  and  gently  spreads. 
To  break  the  hardnesaof  opposing  shades. 

Each  nobler  symbol  classic  sages  use 
To  mark  a  virtue,  or  adorn  a  Muse, 
Ensigns  of  war,  of  peace,  «r  rites  divine. 
These  in  thy  work  with  dignity  may  shine :. 
But  sparingly  thy  earth-bom  stores  unfold. 
Nor  load  with  gems,  nor  lace  with  tawdry  gold.;. 
Rare  things  alone  are  dear  in  custom's  eye. 
They  lose  their  value  as  they  multiph^. 

Of  absent  forms  the  features  to  define,. 
Prepare  a  model  to  direct  thy  line  ; 
Each  garb,  each  custom,  with  precisioo  trace^ 
Unite  in  strict  decorum  time  with  place  i 
And  emulous  alone  of  genuine  fame. 
Be  grace,  be  majesty  thy  constant  aim. 
That  majesty,  that  grace,  so  rarely  given 
To  mortal  man,  not  taught  by  art  but  Heav'o.' 

In  all  to  sage  propriety  attend. 
Nor  sink  the  elouds,  nor  bid  the  waves  ascend  ; 
Lift  not  the  mansions  drear  of  Hell  or  Night 
Above  the  thunderer's  lofty  arch  of  lights 


Sed  modicd  ezpresoos  cum  loniiBeBenwt  Ic  umfarls: 

Quaeque  intermissis  passim  sunt  dissita  vanis, 
Copulet,  inductis  subtle,  superve  lacemis. 
£t  membra,  ut  msgnis,  paucjsque  expressa  lacertis, 
Majestate  aJiis  prs^tan^  forma,  atque  decore : 
Haud  secus  in  pannis,  quos  supra  o^vimus  amplos, 
Perpaucos  sinuum  flexus,  rugasque,  striasque. 
Membra  super,  versu  fapiles,  indocere  praestaL 

Natuneque  rei  proprius  sit  pannus,  abuodans 
Patriciis  ^  succinctus  erit,  crassusque  bubulcis, 
Mancipiisque  $  levis  teneris,  gracilisque  puellis. 

Inque  cavis  maculisque  umbraruin   aliquaodo 
tumescet, 
ll^umen  nt  ^xcipiens,  operis  qni  massa  requirit, 
Ijttius  extendat,  sublatisque  aggr^et  umbris. 

Nobilia  arma  juvant  virtutum  oroantque  figuras, 
Qualia  Mnsamm,  belli,  cultusque  deorum. 
Nee  sit  opus  aimii^m  gemmis  auroque  refertum  ; 
Rara  etenim  roagno  in  pretio,  sed  plurima  vili, 

Quffi  deinde  ex  vero  nequeant  presente  videri, 
Prototypum  prius  illorum  fortnare  juvabit 

Conveniat  locu6>  atque  habitus;  ritusque  decusque 
Servetur :  sit  nobilitas,  cbaritumque  venustas, 
(Rarum  homini  munus^  ccelo,  non  arte  petendum.) 

Natune  sil  ubique  tenor,  ratioque  seqoenda. 
Non  vicina  pedum  tabulata  exceisa  tonantis 
Astra  domus  depi^ta  gerent,  nubesque,  notoeque ; 
Nee  maredepressum  bquearia  somma,  vel  occum ; 


Nor  build  the  ec^nmn  en  an  osier  bait, 
But  let  each  object  know  its  native  plsioe. 

Thy  last,  thy  noblest  ta^  remains  untold. 
Passion  to  paint,  and  sentiment  unfold ; 
Yet  how  these  motions  of  the  mind  display ! 
Can  colours  catch  them,  or  can  lines  portray  } 
Who  shall  our  pigmy  pencils  arm  with  might 
To  seize  the  soul  and  force  her  inta  sight  ? 
Jove,  Jove  alone;  his  highly-Csvour'd  few 
Alone  can  call  such  miracles  to  view. 

But  this  to  rhetVic  and  the  schools  I  leave. 
Content  from  ancient  lore  one  rule  to  giw^ 
"  By  tedk)us  toil  no  passbns  are  exprest,     [besf 
His  hand  who  fbels  them  strongest  paints  then 

Yet  shall  the  Muse  with  all  her  force  proscribe 
Of  base  and  barbarous  forms  that  Gothic  tribe 
Which  sprang  to  birth,  what  time,  thro'  lust  of  sway, 
Imperial  Latium  bad  the  worki  obey  r 
Fierce  from  the  north  the  hradlong  demoos  flew. 
The  wreaths  of  science  withered  at  their  view. 
Plagues  wore  their  harbingers,  and  War  accunt^ 
And  Luxury,  of  every  fiend  the  wont ; 
Then  did  each  Muse  behokl  her  triumphs  fade. 
Then  pensive  Painting  droop'd  the  languished  bead; 
And  sorrowiqg  Sculpture,  whUe  the  ruthless  flame 
Involved  each  trophy  of  her  sister's  feme. 
Fled  to  sepulchral  cells  her  own  to  save,. 
And  lurk'd  a  patient  inmate  of  the  grave. 
Meanwhile  beneath  the  frown  of  angry  Heav^ 
Unworthy  ev'ry  boon  its  smile  had  given. 
Involved  in  erroQr's  doud,  and  scom'd  of  1^^ 
The  guilty  empire  sunk*    Then  horrid  night. 
And  dullness  drear  their  murky  vigils  kept,. 
In  savage  gloom  the  impious  ages  slept,. 
Till  Genius,  starting  from  his  rugged  bed» 
Fall  late  awoke  the  ceaseless  tear  to  shed 
For  perish'd  «rt ;  for  those  celestial  hues. 
Which  Zeuxis,  aided  by  the  Attic  Musc^ 


Mannoreamque  feret  caonis  va^s  pmofa  moleiB.* 
Congraa  sed  propria  semper  statione  Jocentar. 

Hiec  prster,  motus  animorum,  &  corde  repostoi 
Exprimere  affectus,  paucisque  coloribus  ipsam 
Pingere  posse  auimam,  atque  oculis  praebere  ri- 
dendam,  ^   [amsTit 

"  Hoc  opus,  hie  labor  esL    Panci^  quos  tstpn 
Jupiter,  aut  ardens  evexit  ad  stbera  virtus, 
Dis  similes  potuere"  manur  miracula  tanta. 

Hos  ego  rhetoribus  tractandos  desezo;  iantioi 
Egregii  antiquum  memorabo  sophisma  magtstn, 
"  Verius  afiectus  animi  vigor  eiq^rimlt  a|deiu, 
"  SoUiciti  oimiiim  quam  sedula  curalahoris. 

Denique  nil  sapiat  Gothorum  barbara  trite 
Omamenta  modo,  ssclorum  &  inonstra  OUikxiiin} 
Queis  ubi  bella,  fomem,  &  pestem,  dJscoidia,  lasoH 
£t  Romanorum  res  grandior  fntulii  ortH«, 
Ingenuae  periere  artes,  periere  supecfa^ 
Artificum  moles ;  saa  tunc  miracula  vi^ 
Ignibus  absumi  pictura,  latere  coacta 
Fomicibus,  sortem  &  reUquam  confideoe  cryptSi 
Marmoribusque  diu  sculptura  jfusere  sepultis. 
Imperium  interea,  scelerum  gravitate  ifetisceos,^ 
Horrida  oox  totum  invasit,  donoque  supenii 
Luniinis  indiguum,  enprum  caligine  meinslt,^ 
Impiaque  ignaris  damnavit  saecia  tene^ris*. . 
Unde  coloFBturo  Graiis  hue  usque  magistris     [qne 
Nil  superest  tantonun  homiaooic  quod  oiente  niod^ 
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<3ATe  to  the  waoA*nog  eye :  she  bad  his  name. 
With  thiDe,  Apdles  I  gild  the  litU  of  fame, 
With  thine' to  eekwinng's  brigfatert  glories  Boar» 
The  gods  applaud  him,  and  the  world  adore, 
Alas  \  how  tost  thtee  magic  mixtures  all  I 
Ko  hoes  of  bis  nour  animate  the  wall ; 
How  then  shall  modern  ait  those  hues  applj, 
How  gire  design  its  finish'd  dignity  ? 
Ketam,  fiur  Gdlooring !  all  thy  tures  prepare, 
Each  safe  deiceptiooy^every  honest  snare. 
Which  brings  new  loven  to 'thy  sister*s  train, 
SkiMnl  at  once  to  charm,  and  to  retain ; 
Cooi^  fiuthftti  siren !  chaste  seducer  I  say, 
What  laws  control  thee,  and  what  powers  obey. 

Know,  firrt,  that  light  displaysand shade  destroys 
Refiilgent  nature^  niTiegated  dyeSi 

Thus  bodies  near  the  light  distinctly  shine 
With  rays  direct,  and  as  it  fades  decline. 

Thus  to  the  eye  opposM  with  stronger  light 
They  meet  its  orb,  for  distance  dims  the  sight 

]>am  hence  to  paint  the  parts  that  meet^he 
In  spheric  forms,  of  bright,  and  equal  hue  ;     [view 
While,  from  the  light  receding  or  the  eye^ 
The  sinking  outlines  take  a  fainter  dye* 
Loat  and  confos^  progressively  they  Ibde, 
Not  &II  preeiiMtate  from  light  to  shade. 
This  nature  dietates,  and  this  taste  pursues^ 
Stndiotts  in  gradaal  gloom  her  lights  to  lose. 
The  Tarions  whole  with  •oft'ning  tints  to  fill 
As  if  one  single  head  employ'd  her  skill. 
Thus  if  boM  foncy  plan  seme  proud  dorign. 
Where  many  Tsrious  gnwips  divide  or  join, 
fXho^  sore  l^m  more  than  three  confusion  springs^ 
One  globe  of  light  and  shade  o'er  all  she  flhigs  } 
Yet  akilPd  the  separate  masses  to  dispose, 
Wherever,  in  fiwit,  the  IbUer  radiance  glows, 
Behand,  a  4!alm  reposing  gloom  she  spreads, 
ReUering  shades  with  light,  and  light  with  shades. 


Kostrates  jtnret  artiftces,  dooeatqne  laborem ; 
Nee  qtii  chromatic^  nobis,  hoc  tempore,  partes 
Restitaat,  quales  Zeoxis  tractaverat  olim, 
Hiyus  quaindo  m^ft  tehit  arte  aquavit  Apellem 
Pictorom  afchigrsphum,  meruitque  ooloribus  altam 
Kominis  setemi  famam,  toto  orbe  sonantem. 
Hsec  quiaem  ut  hi  tabulis  fidlax,  sed  grata  venusCas, 
£t  comptemebtmn  graphidos,  mirabile  visu, 
Polchra  vocabatnr,  sed  subdola,  lena  sororis : 
Koo  tamea  hoc  lenocininm,  fucusque^  dolosque 
Dedeoorr  fdit  unqnam ;  ilJi  sed  semper  honori, 
Landifkiar  3t  meritis ;  bane  ergo  noese  juvabiL 

JjBtK  vkrium,  Tivomque  dabit,  nullum  umbra, 
cdlonAn.  [quum, 

Ooo  magis  adversmn  est  corpus,  lucique  propin- 
Cbthisr  est  lumen;  nam  debilitatnr  eoodo. 

Qoo  magis  est  icorpus  direotom,  oculisque  pro- 
pinqiiQtn, 
Cbaa[Hcitsrr  mefius;  nam  visus  hebeseit  eondo. 

Ei^  in  oorpOrHms,  quae  visa  advefsa,  rotondis, 
Integrs  90t^,  extreme  abscedant  perdita  sigois 
Cbofusiai,  non  pfftdpiti  labentnr  in  umbram 
dara  gradu,  aec  adumbrate  in  plant  alte  repents 
Prommpont ;  sed  erit  sensim  hinc  atque  inde  meatus 
Ijneia  9c  nmbtrarum^  capittsque  unius  ad  inster, 
Totnm  ofms,  ex  multis  quamquam  sit  partibos,  unos 
Jjamkus  timbrammque  globus  Uutummodo  fiet. 
Site  daas^  t«l  tmadtomiBum,  nbi  gcandins  esset 


And  as  the  centre  of  some  convex  glass 

Drews  to  a  point  the  congregated  mass 

Of  dazzling  rays,  that,  ibore  than  nature  bright, 

Reflecteach  image  in  an  orb  of  light, 

While  from  that  point  the  scatter'd  beams  retire, 

Sink  to  the  verge  and  there  in  shade  expire  ; 

So  stnmgfy  near,  so  softly  distent  throw 

On  all  thy  rounded  gronps  the  circling  glow. 

As  is  the  sculptor's,  such  the  painter's  aim, 
Their  labour  different,  but  their  end  the  same; 
What  fironi  the  mari>le  the  rude  chisiel  breaks. 
The  softer  pencil  from  the  canvas  takes, 
And,  skill'd  remoter  distances  to  keep, 
Surromids  the  outline  pale  in  shadows  deep : 
While  on  the  front  the  sparkling  lustre  plays. 
And  meets  the  efe  in  fall  meridian  blaze. 
True  colouring  thus  in  plastic  pewer  ezcells, 
Fair  to  the  visual  point  bar  forms  she  swells. 
And  lifts  them  from  their  iat  agral  ground 
Warm  as  the  life,  and  as  the  statue  round* 

In  silver  clouds  in  ether's  blue  domain. 
Or  the  clear  mirror  of  the  watry  plain, 
If  chance -oome  solid  substance  olaim  a  place. 
Firm  and  opaque  amid  the  lucid  space, 
Rough  lel4t  swell  and  boldly  meet  the  sight, 
Mark'd  with  peculiar  etrkigth  of  shade  and  light:; 
There  blend  each  earthy  tint  of  heaviest  sort. 
At  once  to  give  consistence  and  support. 
While  the  bright  wave,  soft  cloud,  or  azure  sky^ 
Light  and  pelhicid  from  that  substance  fly. 

Permit  not  two  censpicueus  lights  to  shine 
With  rival  radiance  in  the  same  design; 
But  yield  to  one  alone  the  power  to  blaze 
And  spread  th'  extensive  vigour  of  its  rays. 
There  where  the  noblest  figures  are  displayed; 
Thence  gild  the  distant  parte  and  lessening  Udez 
As  fade  .the  beams  which  Phmbus  from  the  east 
Fhngs  Tivid  focLh  to  light  the  distant  wes^ 


Bivisum  pegma  in  partes  statipne  remotes. 
Sintque  ita  discreti  inter  se,  ratione  colorum, 
Luminis,  umbrerumque,  antronum  at  corpora  clam 
Obsoura  umbrerum  requies  spectanda  relinquat; 
Claroque  exiliant  umbrate  atque  aspen  campo. 
Ac  veluti  in  speculis  convexis,  eminet  ante 
Asperior  reipsA,  vigor,  d&  vis  auete  colorum 
Partibus  adversis;  magis  k.  fuga  rupte  retrorsnm 
Hlorum  est  (ut  visa  miniks  veigentibus  oris) 
Corporibus  dabimus  formas  hoc  more  rotundas. 

Mente  modoque  igitur  plastes,  U,  pictore,  eodea 
Dispositum  tractabit  opus ;  que  sculptor  in  orbem 
Atterit,  hsBC  rupto  procu!  abscedente  colore 
Assequitar  plctor,  fugieatiaque  illaretrorsum 
Jam  signata  minus  oonfusa  coloribus  aufert: 
Anteriora  qoidem  directs  adverse,  oobre 
Integra  vivaci^  summo  cum  lumine  it  umbra 
Antrorsom  distincte  refert,  vehit  aspera  visu  ; 
Sicque  saper  planum  indocit  leuooma  colores, 
Hos  velut  ex  ips&  natnrft  immetuS  eodem 
Intnitu  circum  statuas  daret  inde  rotundas.  ^ 

Dense  figurerum  solidis  qute  corpora  formis 
Snbdite  sunt  tactu,  non  translucent,  sed  opaoa 
In  transhicendi  spatio  nt  super  aera,  nubes, 
limpida  stegna  undarum,  k,  inania  csstera  debent    . 
Asperiora  illis  prope  circumstantibus  esse ; 
Ut  distincte  magis  firmo  cum  lumine  &  umbra, 
£t  gravioribus  ut  sustente  coloribui^  inter 
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Gradual  thoM  vivid  beuns  forget  to  thioe, 
So  gradual  let  thy  pictured  lights  decline. 

The  scnlptur'd  forms  Miioh  some  proud  eircos 
In  Parian  mart)le  or  Corinthian  brass,  [graoe. 

Illumined  thus,  give  to  the  gazing  eye, 
Th'  expipeisive  bead  in  radiant  miuesty. 
While  to  each  lower  limb  the  fainter  ray 
Lends  only  tight  to  mark,  but  not  display : 
So  let  thy  pencil  fling  its  beams  around, 
Nor  e'er  with  darker  .shades  their  force  confound. 
For  shades  too  dark  dissever'd  shapes  will  give, 
And  sink  the  parts  their  softness  would  relieve ; 
Then  only  well  reliev'd,  when  like  a  veil 
Round  the  full  lights  the  wand'ring  shadows  flbeal  j 
Then  only  justly  spread,  when  to  the  sight 
A  breadth  of  shade  pursues  a  brsafth  of  light.       t 
This  charm  to  give,  great  Titian  wiaely  made 
The  clustered  grapes  his  rule  of  light  and  shade. 

White,  wheu  it  shines  with  onstain'd  iustre  clear. 
May  bear  an  object  back  or  bring  it  near  ; 
Aided  by  black,  it  to  the  front  aspires, 
That  aid  withdrawn,  it  distantly  retires ; 
But  black  unmixt^  of  darkest  midnight  hne. 
Still  calls  each  object  nearer  to  the  view. 

Whatever  we  spy  ihro*  colored  light  or  air, 
A  stain  congenial  on  their  sorfooe  hear, 
While  neighboring  forms  by  joint  reflection  give, 
And  motual  take,  the  dyes  that  they  reeeive^ 
But  where  on  both  alike  one  equal  light 
Biffiisive  spreads^  the  blending  tints  unite. 
For  breaking  colours  thus  (the  ancient  phrase 
By  artists  us^d)  fsir  Venice  claims  our  praise  ; 
She,  cautious  to  transgvess  so  sage  a  rule, 
Con6n'd  to  soberest  tints  her  learned  school. 
For  tho^  she  lovM  by  varied  mode  to  join 
Tumultuous  crowds  in  one  immense  design, 
Yet  there  we  ne'er  oondemn  suc^  hostile  hoes 
As  cut  the  parts  or  glaringly  eonrfose  ; 


Aerias  species  subsistaat  semper  opaca : 

Sed  cuntra,  procul  absoedaut  perlocids,  densia 

Corporibus.levioraj  uti  nubes,  aer,  &  undse* 

Kon'poterunt  diverse  locis  duo  lamina  e&dem 
In  tabuii  paria  aflmitti,  aut  asqualia  pingi : 
Majus  at  in  medtam  lumen  cadet  usque  tabeUam 
Latius  infusum,  primis  qua  summa  figuris 
Res  agitur,  circumque  oras  roinuet^^  euodo : 
Vtque  in  progressu  jubar  attenuatur  ab  orto 
Solis,  ad  occasum  paulatim,  &  cessat  euiido  ^ 
Sic  tabulis  lumen,  tota  in  compage  colorum, 
Primo  A  fonte,  minus  sensim  declinat  eundo^ 
Mujus  ut  in  statuis,  per  compita  stantibus  urbis. 
Lumen  habent  partes  superae,  minus  inferiores; 
Idem  erit  in  tabulis ;  majorque  neo  umbra,  vol  ator 
Membra  figurarom  intrabit  color,  atque  secabit : 
Corpora  sed  circum  umbra  cavis  latitabit  oberrana; 
Atqu^  ita  qaaeretur  lux  opportuna  Bguris, 
Ut  late  infusum  lumen  lata  umbra  sequatur. 
Unde,  nee  immeritb,  fertur  Titianus  ubique 
Lucis  &  umbrarum  normam  appell&sse  racemnm. 

Purum  album  esse  potest  propiusque  magiaque 
remotum : 
Cum  nigro  antevenit  propii^s;  ftigit  absque,  remotum; 
Purom  autem  nigrum  antrorsntn  reuit  usque  pro- 
pinquum. 

Lux  fueata  suo  tingit  misoetqne  colore 
Cnrpon,  sioque  aoo,  per  quern  lus  fiuiditar>  aer. 


In  tin^  trim  no  foppiih  form  is  drsi^ 
Still  flows  in  graoefiil -unity  the  Vest, 
^nd  o'er  that  vest  a  kindred  mantle  spaaadi^ 
Unvaried  but  by  power  of  lights  and  shades, 
Which  mildly  mixing,  ev'ry  soda)  dye 
Unites  the  whole  in  loveKest  hanneny. 

When  smdl  the  space,  or  pun  the  ambisit  m. 
Each  form  is  seen  in  bright  preeisiott  dear  i 
But  if  thick  oHnids  that  purity  de&oe. 
If  for  extend  that  intervening  space. 
There  all  confnsVl  the  ohjeols  fointly  rise, 
As  if  prepared  to  vanish  firom  our  eyes. 

Give  then  each  foremost  part  a  touch  so  bright 
That,  o*er  the  rest,  its  domineering  light 
May  much  prevail ;  yet,  relative  in  all, 
Let  greater  parts  advance  before  the  small. 

Minuter  forms,  when  distantly  we  trace, 
Are  mingled  all  in  one  oompnctod  mass ; 
Such  the  light  learns  that  cWitlie  remoter  «Mdi» 
And  such  the  waves  on  wide  extended  foods. 

Let  each  oondgoous  part  be  Arm  allied, 
Nor  labour  less  the  separate  to  divide  ; 
Yet  so  divide  that  to  th'  approving  eye 
They  both  at  small  and  pissing  distance  li& 

Forbid  two  hostile  oolonrs  dose  to  meet. 
And  win  with  middle  t'nifcs  their  union  sweet, 
Yet  varying  all  thy  tones,  let  some  aspire 
Fiercely  in  front,  some  tenderly  retire. 

Vam  is  the  Iw^  by  colomitig  to  display 
The  bright  eflfhlgence  of  the  noootide  ray. 
Or  paint  the  fnlUorbM  ruler  of  the  skies 
With  penoils  dipt  m  dnll  terrestrial  dyes ; 
But  when  mild  evening  sheds  her  golden  light; 
When  mom  appears  array'd  in  modest  wMe| 
When  soft  sumston  of  the  vernal  showsr 
Dims  the  pale  SAo  ;  or,  at  the  thnnd^riag  h«w, 
When,  wrapt  in  crimson  ctouds,  he  hides  h»  hcsd, 
Then cacch  the  gfow  aadon  tfa«  cantas ipresd. 


Coipoia  juncta  simul,  ehreumfoKVKpK  cokv« 
Exctpio^t,  propriumque  aliis  radiosa  leAectunL 

Plunbus  in  solidis  liquidi  sub  luce  propinqwii 
Participes,  mixtosque  simul  decet  esse  colorev. 
Hanc  oocmaoi  Veneti  (uctores  rit^  sequuti, 
(Quae  fiiit  antiquis  cormptio  dicta  colonvn) 
Ciim  piures  opere  in  magoo.posuere  figures, 
N^  coojuncta  simul  variorum,  inimioa  cc^onim 
Congeries  formam  iipplicitam,  k.  canci$a  miouli* 
Meoihra  daret  paonis,  totam  unamquamque  figunn 
Affini^aut  uno  tantikm  vestire  coloxvu 
Sunt  soliti ;  Variaado  tonis  tunicamque,  logaoiqiKi 
Carbaaeosque  sinus,  vel  amicumin  lumine  &  watv* 
Contiguis  circum  rebus  sociando  colorem. 

Qua  minus  est  spacii  aerei,  ant  qfxk  porior  ser> 
Cuncta  magis  distincta  patent,  speciesque  resenrsnt: 
Qu&oue  magis  densus  nebulie,  aut  plorimus  ser 
Amplum  inter  fiierit  spatium  purrectus,  io  aiuu 
Confundet  Mrom  species,.  &  {wrdet  inanei* 

Anteriora  magis  semper  fiiiita,  remotis 
Incertis  dominentor  &  afaseedentibns,  idque 
More  rclaftivo,  ut  majora,  minoribus  ei^ent. 

Goncta  mmuta  piocni  nNUMm  deosaoUir  n 
unam; 
Ut  folia  aiboribtts  sylvasom^  ft  i«  ssqaoKf  Aveb^ 

Contigua inter  se ooeant^  seddisstta distent, 
Dist^huntque  tamna  grato,.  &  discoBmie  ^uf^ 
cxtranis.OQiitnria  jttDfOp  noiii 
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Bodict  or  poKiVd  or  iMMpttwit^toii^ 
Of  melal,  duryitali  iv*iyi  wood,  or  stone ; 
And  all  wiMHe  rough  ttn«iual  Mti  are  raar'd. 
The  shaggy  fleeoB,  thick  for,  or  bcistly  beard  | 
The  liquid  loo  ;  the  sadly  meltiiig  ore. 
The  weil-coab'd  lodta  that  wave  with  glossy  dye; 
Plumage  aod  silks;  m  floating  form  that  take^ 
Fair  nature's  nurror  the  extended  lake. 
With  what  immersU  thro*  its  calm  medium  shines 
By  reflex  light,  or  lo  its  surihce  joins : 
These  fitat  with  thin  and  even  shades  portray, 
Then,  on  t|idr  flatness,  strike  tfa*  eativenitig  ray. 
Bright  and  distinct,  and  last,  with  strict  review, 
Rtstore  to  eyeiy  ibrm  its  outline  true. 

By  meUowing  skill  thy  ground  at  distance  oast, 
Fiee  as  the  air,  and  transient  as  ils  hlait , 
There  all  thy  liquid  eohMia  sweetly  blend. 
There  all  the  tfeapuras  of  thy  palette  spend. 
And  ev>ry  inkn  retiring  to  that  ground 
Of  hue  CQBflenial  to  itself  compound. 

The  hand  that  eolburs  well,  most  <i6lour  bright; 
Hope  not  that  praise  to  gam  by  sickly  white ; 
But  amply  be4»  in  ftont  each  splendid  dye. 
Then  thin  and  light  withdraw  them  from  the  eye, 
Mij(*d  with  that  sonple  unity  of  shade. 
As  all  were  from  one  single  palette  q>read. 
Much  wiU  the  muior  teach,  or  evenii^p  gny, 
When  p'er  sooib  ample  spooe  her  twilight  ray 
Obscurely  gleams  ;  hence  art  shall  best  perceive 
On  dartant  parts  what  Cnnter  hues  to  give,  [mands, 

Wbate'er  the  form  which  our  flnt  glance  com- 
Wbethier  in  front  or  hi  profile  he  stands. 
Whether  he  rule  the  group,  or  singly  reign, 
Or  shine  at  distance  on  some  ample  pUin, 
Od  that  htgh-finish'd  form  let  paint  bestow 
Uer  midnight  shadow,  her  meridian  glow. 

The  portrait  cUdms  from  imitative  art 


Bed  medio  smt  usque  gradu  sociata  colons.        ^ 
Corporum  erii  tonus  a(qugcofor  variatus  ubique 
Qoa»at  amidtiam  retro:  ferns  emicet  ante* 
Sopremuai  in  tabulis  lumen  capture  diei, 
Iiwanus  labor  artificum;  dim  attingere  tantum 
Noo  pigmenta  queaut :  Uuream  sed  vespere  luoem, 
Seu  modiciimmanealbentem;  sive  aetheris  actam 
Post  hyemem  mmbis  transfuso  sole  caducam : 
Seii  nebulis  fultam  accipient|  lonitruque  rubeutem.. 

Laevia  que  lucent,  veluti  cry'stalla,  metalla, 
Ligna,  oiBa,  k.  lapides  ;  villosa,  ut  vdlera,  peUes, 
Barfose^,  aqoeique  oculi,  crioes,  holoserica,  plume ; 
£t  liquida,  ut  stagnans  acjoa,  refl^KSBque  sub  undis 
Corporese  species,  it  aqufs  contermioa  cuacta, 
Subteir  ad  extremum  liquid^  sint  picta,  superque 
Luminibus  pereussa  suis,  signiaque  repostis. 

Ai^a,  vel  campus  tabulae  vagus  esto,  IfevisquA 
Absoedat  latus,  liquid^ue  bene  unctus  amicis 
Tota  ex  mole  coloribus,  unft.  sive  pateU&; 
Quaeqiae  cadunCretro  in  campum,  confinia  campo. 

Vividtts  esto  color,  nimio  uon  pallidus  albo; 
Adversisqoe  locis  iogestus  plurimus,  ardens : 
Sed  levity  porcine  datus  vergeiitjbus  oris. 
Cuncta  labore  simul  ooeant,  velut  umbrft  ine&dem. 
Tota  siet  tabula  ex  uni  depicta  patellA. 
Ifulta  ex  natur4  speculum  prasclara  docebit^ 
Qoaeque  procul  sero  spatiis  spectantur  in  amplis. 
Difludia  efigieSy  qu»  sola,  vd  integra  phirus 


And  this  to  ghre,  the  ready  hand  and  eye     . 
With  playful  skill  the  kindred  features  ply  ; 
From  part  to  part  alternately  convey 
The  harmonizing  gloom,  the  darting  ray 
With  tones  ko  just,  in  such  gradation  thrown. 
Adopting  Nature  owns  the  work  her  own.  , 

Say,  is  the  piece  thy  hand  prepares  to  trace 
Ordain'd  for  nearer  sight,  or  narrow  space  ? 
Paint  it  of  soft  and  amicable  hue : 
But,  if  predestin*d  to  remoter  view, 
Thy  stong  unequal  varied  coluurs  btend  ; 
Aud  ample  space  to  ample  figures  lend 
Where  to  broad  lights  the  circumambient  shade 
In  liquid  play  by  labour  just  is  laid ; 
Alike  with  liveliest  touch  the  forms  portray. 
Where  the  dim  window  half  excludes  the  day; 
But,  when  exposed  in  fuller  light  ojr  air, 
A  brown  and  sober  cast  the  group  may  bear. 

Fly  ev'ry  foe  to  elegance  and  grace, 
■Each  yawning  hollow,  each  dividied  space; 
Whatever  is  trite,  minute,  abrupt,  or  dry. 
Where  light  meets  »bade  in  flat  equality  ; 
Each  theme  fantastic,  filthy,  vile,  or  vain. 
That  gives  the  soul  di^ust,  or  senses  pain  ; 
Monsters  of  barbarous  birth,  chimeras  drear. 
That  pall  with  ugliness,  or  awe  with  fear. 
And  ail  that  chaos  of  sharp  broken  parts, 
Where  reigns  confusion,  or  whence  discord  starts. 

Yet  hear  me,  youths  1  while  zealous  ye  forsake 
Detected  foults,  this  friendly  caution  take. 
Shun  all  excess ;  and  with  true  wisdom  deem. 
That  vice  alike  resides  in  each  extreme. 

Know,  if  supreme  perfection  be  your  aim. 
If  classic  praise  your  pencils  hope  to  claim. 
Your  noble  outlines  must  be  chaste,  yet  free, 
Gocaected  all  with  studied  harmony ; 
Few  in  their  parts,  yet  those  distinct  aod  great: 
Your  colouring  boldly  strong,  yet  softly  sweet. 


Ante  alias  posita  ad  luoem*  stat'proxima  v'un, 
Et  latis  spectanda  locis,  oculisque  remota, 
Luminis  umbrarumque  gradu  sit  picta  suprema 

Partibus  in  minimis  imitatio  justa  juvabit 
Effigiem,  alternas  referendo  tempore  eodem 
Gonsimiles  partes,  cum  luminis  atque  colons 
Compositis;  justisque  tonis ;  tunc  parta  laborO 
Si  fiu:ili  &  vegeto  micat  ardens,  viva  videtur. 

Visa  loco  angusto  tener^  pingantur,  amioo 
Juncta  colore,  graduque;  procul  qua  picta,  feroci 
Sint  3c  inaequali  variata  colore,  tonoque. 
Grandia  signa  voluot  spatia  ampla,  forosque  colores, 
Lumina  lata,  unctas  simul  undique  copulet  umbras 
Extremus  labor.    In  tabulas  demissa  fenestris 
Si  fuerit  lux  parva,  color  darisshnus  esto; 
Vividus  at  contra,  obscurusque,  in  lumine  aperta 

QuflB  vacufe  divisa  cavis,  vatare  memento ; 
Trita,,  minuta,  simul  que  non  stipata  dehiscunt, 
Barbara,  cruda  oculis,  rugis  fucata  colorum; 
Luminis  umbrarumque  tonis  asqualia  cuncta ; 
Foeda,  cruenta,  cruces,  obsceena,  ingrata,  chimeras, 
Sordidaque  3t  misera,  6t  vel  acuta,  vel  aspera  tactu  ; 
Quaeque  dabunt  formae,  temerft  congesta,  ruinam, 
Implicitas  aliis  confundent  mixtaque  partes. 

Dumque  fngfs  vitiosa,  cave  in  contraria  labi 
Damna  mali ;  vitiam  extremis  nam  semper  inhoeret. 

Pulchre  gradu  summo,  graphidosstabitita  vetustas 
Nobilibus  signis,  sunt  grandia,  di&sita,  pure. 
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Kdo^,  be  that  weU  begins  bas  balf  acbier'd 
His  destinM  work.    Yet  late  sball  be  retrieved 
That  time  mispent,  that  labour  worse  than  lost. 
The  young  disciple,  to  bis  dearest  cost, 
Gives  to  a  dull  preceptor^s  tame  designs  s 
His  tawdry  colours,  bis  erroneous  lines 
Will  to  tbe  soul  that  poison  rank  convey, 
Which  lifers  best  length  shall  fail  to  purge  away* 

Yet  let  not  your  untutor'd  childhood  strive 
Of  Nature's  living  charms  the  sketch  to  give. 
Till,  skill'd  her  separate  features  to  design, 
You  know  each  muscle's  site,  and  how  they  join. 
These  while  beneath  some  master's  eye  you  trace, 
Vers'd  in  the  lore  of  symmetry  and  grace. 
Boldly  proceed,  bis  precepts  shall  impart 
Each  sweet  deception  of  the  pleasing  ait j 
Still  more  than  precept  shall  his  practice  teach, 
And  add  what  self-reflection  ne'er  can  reach. 

Oft  when  alone  tbe  studious  hour  employ 
On  what  may  aid  your  art,  and  what  destroy : 
Diversity  of  parts  is  sure  to  please. 
If  all  the  various  parts  unite  with  ease^ 
As  surely  charms  that  voluntary  style. 
Which  careless  plays  and  seems  to  mock  at  toil : 
For  labour'd  lines  with  cold  exactness  tire, 
*Tis  freedom  only  gives  the  force  and  fire     . 
Ethereal,  she,  with  alchymy  divine. 
Brightens  each  touch,  ennobles  cv'ry  line  j 
Yet  pains  and  practice  only  can  bestow 
'iliis  facile  power  of  band,  whose  liberal  flow 
With  grateful  fraud  its  own  exertions  veils : 
He  best  employs  his  art  who  best  conceals. 

This  to  obtain,  let  taste  with  judgment  join'd 
The  future  whole  infix  upon  thy  mind. 
Be  there  each  line  in  truth  ideal  drawn. 
Or  e'er  a  colour  on  the  canvas  dawn  ; 
Then  as  the  work  proceeds,  that  work  submit 
To  ^ght  instinctive,  not  to  doubting  wit; 


Tersa,  ¥elut  minimi  confiisa,  labore  lig^A, 
PartibuB  ex  magnis  pauciaque  ettigtB,  cok>rum 
Corporibus  distincta  fens,  sed  semper  amicis. 

Qui  bene  caepit,  uti  facti  jam  fertur  habere 
Dlmidium ;  picturam  ita  nil  sub  limine  primo' 
Ingrediens,  puer  offendit  damnosius  artif 
Qixkta  varia  errorum  genera,  ignorante  magistro. 
Ex  previa  libare  typis,  mentemque  veneno 
Inficere,  in  toto  quod  non  abstergitur  svo.     • 

Nee  graphidos  rudis  artis  aUbuc  citb  qualiacunque 
Corpora  viva  super  stndlum  meditabitar,  ante 
Illorum  quitm  symmetriam,  intomodia,  formam 
Noverit,  inspectis,  docto  evolvente  magistro, 
Archetypis,  dulcesque  doles  praesenserit  artis. 
Plusque  manu  ante  oculos  quam  voce  docebitur 
tisus.  [repugnant 

Quaere  artem  quadcunqne  juvant ;  fuge  quseque 

Corpora  divereee  natunc  juncta  placebcint; 
Sic  ea  quae  facili  contempta  labore  videntur  x 
Atbereus  quippe  ignis  inest  &  spiritus  illis ; 
Mente  dhi  versata,  mami  celeranda  repenti* 
Arsqne  laborque  operis  grata  sic  fraude  latebit : 
Maxima  ddnde  erit  ars,  nihil  aitis  inesse  videri. 

Nee  prius  inducas  tabulai  pigmenta  coloram, 
Expensi  quilm  signa  typi  stabilita  nitescaot, 
£l  menti  pnesens  operis  sit  pegma  futuri. 

Prsvaleat  setisns  rationi,  quae  officit  arti 
Coasficomi  ioque  ocoUs  tantummodo  circinus  esto. 


The  eye  eadi  oovioof  ttiMor  imft  oMcdttp 
Hold  then  the  ccNnpass  only  in  the  eyes. 

Give  to  tbe  dictates  of  tbe  kam'd  cespeot^ 
Nor  proudly  untaugfajt  sentimcBta  rgect. 
Severe  to  self  alone  ^  for  self  is  blind. 
And  deems  each  meiit  in  its  oH^ring  joi^dt 
Such  fond  deiuskm  time  can  best  remove. 
Concealing  for  a  while  the  child  we  love  ; 
By  abeenoe  then  the  eye  impartial  ^rown 
Will,  tho*  no  friend  asnst,  MiCh  ecroor  om; 
But  these  subdued,  let  thy  deiemun^d  mini 
Veer,  not  with  ev'ry  critic's  veering  wind. 
Or  e'er  submit  thy  gent^  te  tbe  rules 
Of  prating  fops,  or  setf-important  fools; 
Enough  if  from  the  leam'd  applause  be  «ott  s 
Who  doat  ou  random  praises,  merit  none. 

By  nature's  sympathetic  powor,  we  see. 
As  is  the  parent,  socb  the  progengr  t 
Ev'n  artists,  bound  by  ber  instinettve  lav. 
In  all  their  works  tbeirown  resemblniioe draw : 
Leara  then '<  to  know  thysell,"  that  praoept  sa^e 
Shall  best  allay  luxariaat  foncy's  rage. 
Shall  point  how  fax  indulgent  genios  iiei|^ 
To  aid  her  flight,  and  t«  what  point  restimins. 
But  as  the  blushing  fruits,  tbe  breathing  floweis. 
Adorning  Flora's  and  Pomeoa'a  bowers. 
When  forcing  fires  comfHand  tbeir  buds  to  swell, 
'  Refuse  their  dulcet  taste^  th«r  balmjr  amell  | 
So  labour's  vain  extortiun  ne'er  achieves 
That  grace  supreme  which  willing  genius  gives. 
Thus  tho'  to  pains  and  practice  much  we  owe, 
Tlio'  thence  each  Une  ubtains  its  easy  flow. 
Yet  let  those  pains,  that  practice,  ne'er  be  jom'd. 
To  blunt  the  native  vigour  of  ttie  mind. 

When  shines  tbe  morb,  when  in  recruited  oohos 
The  spirits  flow,  devote  their  active  foice 
To  every  nicer  part  of  thy  design. 
But  pass  no  idle  day  without  a  lisus  : 


fltere  doctoram  monitis,  nee  spene  supeHnu 
Dbcere,  que  de  te  fu^ieit  sententia  vulgi : 
Est  ciBcus  nam  quisque  suis  In  rebus,  &  expen 
Judicii,  prolemque  suam  miratur  amatqtte. 
Ast  ttbi  consilium  deerit  sapientis  amici. 
Id  tempos  dabit,  atque  moralntermissa  laboii 
Non  facilis  tamen  ad  nutus,  &  inania  vulgi 
Dicta,  levis  mutabis  epus»  gentumqoe  relinqoes: 
Nam  qui  parte  sua  sperat  bene  posse  mereri 
Multivaga  de  plebe,  nocet  sibi,  nee  placet  nllL 

Cumque  operc  in  propriotoleatse  pmgere  pietor, 
(Prolem  adeo  sfbi  forre  parem  natura  suevit) 
Proderit  imprimis  pictori  yiSii  na»^, 
Ut  data  qu8e  genio'colat,  abstiueatque  negatis. 
Fructibus  utque  suus  nonquam  est  sapor,  sttjot 

venustas 
Fioribus,  ifisueto  in  fondo,  pnecoce  nib  aaai 
Tempore,  quos  cultns  violeiitos  &  ignis  adegit: 
Sic  nunquam,  nimio  que  sunt  extorta  labors, 
£t  picta  invito  geiiio^  nunquam  ilia  plaoebunt. 

Vera  super  meditando,  mau^  labcr  impnbot 
adsit; 
Nee  tamen  obtundat  genium,  mentia)ue  vigoiemi 

Optima  nostrorum  pars  matutina  dterum, 
Difl&ciK  banc  igitur  potiorem  impende  labon. 

Nulla  dies  abeat,  quin  linea  ducta  supenit : 

Perque  vias,  vultus  hominum,  rootosque  notilni 
libertate  sua  proprios,  posHasque  figmns 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


FRESNOT'S^  ART  OF  PAINTINO. 


¥>9 


Tbe  BatiTe  gwtBrat  of  the  paniog  throng 

AftflMrtfg  Mtrk,  for  many  a  casiml-gneei  . 

Th'  cxpraniv«  lines  of  each  inpaHkm'd  face 

That  bean  its  joy*  or  sorrows  unlisgnis'd. 

May  by  observaat  taste  be  theve  suriiris'd. 

Tbns»  true  to  art,  and  aeakms  to  esoel, 

Ponder  on  natBre*ii  po«en»  and  veigh  ttiem  well ; 

Eaq>lore  thio^  catth  and  Hca? en,  thro*  sea  and  skies. 

The  sccidental  gneas  as  they  rise ; 

And  while  eaoh  pscsent  fomi  the  fancy  wanns, 

Swift  on  thy  tablets  fix  it»  lleethig  chams. 

To  temperanooaM  our  lireUest  powers  we  owe,  "' 
aie  bids  the  JMlgment  wrtko,  the  fiuMsy  flows 
Km-  her  tin  artist  shons  ttie  faming  feast, 
Ibe  midnight  roar,  the  BaechanalbNi  gnest, 
ted  seekathoee softer  opiatesof  thesool. 
The  oodal  circle,  the  diluted  bowl  ; 
Crowii>d  witli  the  fteedom  of  a  smgle  life, 
He  flies  domsiUi:  din,  litigious  strife  ; 
Abhors  the  noisy  hanots  of  bustling  trade, 
And  steals  serono  to selitode  and  shadei 
There  cateily  seated  in  his  Tillage  bower, 
lie  gifwa  ^jMbfesttfaenies  the  studious  boor, 
WbUe  genitts,  practioe,  contemplation  join 
To  warm  his  soul  with  energy  diTine : 
For  pakry  gold  let  pining  misers  sigh. 
His  soni  insehw  a  nohter  deity ; 
Smit  with  the  gloriens  avarice  of  fame. 
He  dains  no  torn  than  an  immortal  name  : 
Uence  «i  his  tfsney  just  oonoeption  shmes. 
True  judgment  guides  his  hand,  truetaste  refines  ; 
llcnee  caasefem^toit,  devotion  to  bin  art, 
A  docile  temper,  and  a  generous  heart ; 
I>ocile,  his  ago  propeptor  to  obey, 
OcneroQS,  his  aid  with  gratitude  to  pay, 
Blest  with  the  bloom  of  youth,  the  nerves  of  health. 
And  competence,  a  better  boon  than  wealth. 


Ea  oflw  feeiies,  at  inobserVatus,  habebis. 
lloK  qnodcnmque  mari,  terris,  &  in  aero  pnlchrum 
Gooftigmit,  ehartis  propera  mandare  paratis. 
Duns  prmi^naanaao  speeies  tibi  fer^  hiaafei. 

Non  epulis-nieus  indolget  picture,  meroque 
Paroitt  -amieoramnsi  cum  sermone  benigao 
Exhanstam  reparet  mentem  reereata ;  sed  inde  . 
Ijtitas^  le  ouris,  in  ooelibe  libera  tita, 
Seceaaa  pincul  k  turba,  strepituque  remotos^ 
Villaram,  mrisque  beata  silentia  qmerit : 
Mamque  reeollecto,  tot&  incumbeute  MinervlL» 
logenio,  rorum  specie^  pnes^ntior  extat ;       [uem. 
CwDmodiusque  opens  compagem  amplectitur  om- 

Infeflii  tibi  noa  potior  sit  avara  peculi 
Chrs,  anriqne  femes,  modiei  qtiam  sorte  beato, 
Nominif  etenit,  &  laudis  pruritus  habenda;, 
Condigasi  pcdobTOram  epetnm  merc^s  in  mrtaa. 
Jtaieiism,  docile  ingeniutD,  cor  nobile,  census 
SoMimei^  fimHim  corpus,  floremque  joveata, 
Oomriwdnfus,  labor,  artis  amor,  doetuaque  magister ; 
fit  qmimcwBiqne  voles  oecasio  porrigat  aiisam, 
Ml  genius  quidam  adfuerit,  sydusqoe  benignnm, 
DoHbtti  his  tantif ,  nee  adhnc  ars  tanta  paratur. 
Distat  ab  hignnio  longd  menus.    Optima  doctis 
Censenlnr,  qo»  pmva  minus ;  latet  omnibus  error; 
Vitaqoa  tnm  long»  bre<nor  non  soiBeit  arti. 
( nun  posse  senes,  cum  scire  peritl 

■giavatSQgnseaectus ; 


Great  Uesrings  these!  yet  will  nottbese  empower 
His  tints  to  charm  at  every  labouring  houc: 
All  have  their  brilliant  moments,  when  alono 
They  paint  as  if  some  star  propitious  shone. 
Yet  then,  ev*tt  then  the  hand  but  ill  conveys 
The  bolder  gjrace  that  in  the  fency  plays : 
Hence,  candid  critics,  this  sad  troth  confest. 
Accept  what  least  is  bad,  and  deem  it  best; 
Lament  the  soul  in  errour's  thraldom  held, 
Gompare  life's  span  with  art's  extensive  fidd. 
Know  that,  ere  perfect  taste  matures  the  mind. 
Or  perfect  practice  to  that  taste  be  join'd, 
Comes  age,  comes  sickness,  comes  contracting  pmn« 
And  chills  the  warmth  of  youth  in  every  vein. 

Rasa  then,  ye  youths  I  while  yet  that  warmth 
inspires, 
While  yet  nor  years  impair,  nor  labour  tires, 
While  healtb,  while  strength  are  yours,  while  that 

mild  ray, 
Which  shone  aospicioos  on  your  natal  day. 
Conducts  you  to  Minerva's  peaceful  quire. 
Sons  of  her  choice,  and  sharers  of  her  firo. 
Rise  at  the  call  of  art :  expand  your  breast, 
Capacious  to  reoeive  the  mighty  guest, 
While,  free  from  prejudice,  your  active  eye 
Pr^rves  itsfinA unsullied  purity ; 
While,  new  to  beauty's  charms,  your  eager  soul 
Drinks  copious  draughts  of  the  delicious  whole. 
And  memory  on  her  soft,  yet  lasting  page,      [agew 
Stamps  the  fresh  innge  which  shall  charm  thraP 

When  duly  taught  each  geometric  rule. 
Approach  with  awftil  step  the  Grecian  school. 
The  sculptnr'd  reliqu<^8  of  her  skill  survey. 
Muse  on  by  night,  and  imitate  by  day ; 
No  rest,  no  pause,  till,  all  her  graces  known, 
A  happy  habit  makes  each  grace  your  own. 

As  years  advance,  to  modern  masters  come^ 
Gaze  on  their  gtoriesin  majestic  Rome  ^ 


Nee  gelidis  fervet  jovenilis  in  artubtts  Ardor. 

Quare  agite,  O  juvenes,  pTacido  quos  sydere  natot 
Pacifer«  stttdia  allectant  tranqullla  Minervae : 
Quoequ^  guo  fevet  igne,  sibique  optavit  alunmos  I   . 
Eja  agite,  alqitt'animis  ing^ntem  ingentibus  artem' 
Exercete  alacres,  dom  strenoa  corda  juventus 
Viribtts  exstmmlat  vegetis,  patiensqoe  laborum  est  | 
Dom  vacua  errorum,  nulloque  imbuta  sapore 
Pum  nitet  mens,  &  reirum  sitibunda  novarum, 
Pisesentes  haunt  species,  atque  bumida  servat ! 

In  geometmli  prius  arte  panimp^r  aduiti 
Signa  antiqaa  super  Graiorum  addiscite  formara ; 
Noc,  mora,  nee  requies,  noctuque  diuque  labori, 
Illorum  menti  atque  modo,  vos  donee  agendl 
Praxis  ah  usiduo  feeiles  assoeverit  usu. 

Mox,  ubi  judicium  eroensis  adoleverit  anriis. 
Singula,  quae  celebrant  prims  exemplaria  chissis 
Romani,  Veneti,  Parmenses,  atque  Bononi, 
Partibus  in  cunctis  pedetentim,  atque  online  lecto^ 
Ut  monitom  waprk  est,  yos  expendisse  ju^bit 

Hos  apad  invenit  Raphael  miracula  summo 
Duca  modo|  Veneresque  habuii  quas  nemo  detn*. 

ceps. 
Qmdquid  erat  form»  sdvit  Bonarota  poteoter. 

.Julius  k  puero  Musarum  eductus  iu  antris, 
Aonias  reseravit  opes,  graphic4que  poesi, 
QosB  non  visa  prius,  sed  taotiim  audita  poetis. 
Ante  ocolos  spectandadedit  sacraiia  Phmbi ; 
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Admire  the  pxtMd  firadticttoiig  ef  their  sUII 
Which  VeiiMe,  Paraut,  and  BoiogaA  iU  | 
And  rigtitly  led  by  oar  preeepthw  loee, 
Their  styl^  their  oekMihog,  part  by  part,  eaqpiori. 
See  Rapbad  there  his  foraB  oeieitiai  traee^ 
UorivalPd  sovereigD  of  the  rediw  of  graoe. 
See  Angelo,  «ith  energy  diriae. 
Seize  oa  the  iummit  of  corcect  desigii. 
Learn  how,  at  Julio's  birth  the  Muses  smilM, 
And  in  their  myntic  caTcms  Bwrs*d  the  chil^ 
How,  by  th'  Aooian  powers  their  suite  btmam'dg 
His  pencil  with  poetic  fervour  glowM  ^ 
When  faintly  venie  Apollo's  obamn  ooaveyM» 
He  op'd  the  shrine,  aad  all  the  god  displayed  9 
His  triumpfae  qMnre  than  mortal  pomp  adoriks^ 
With  more  than  mortal  rage  his  battle  bums. 
His  heroes,  happy  heirs  of  fa?1riog  iiime, 
More  from  his  art  than  firam  their  aetione  elaitt* 

Bright,  beyond  all  the  rest,  Correggfo  flings 
His  ample  ligbto,  and  round  them  gently  brii«s 
The  mingliag  shade.    In  all  his  woiln  we  tiow 
Grandeur  of  style,  and  chastity  of  hue. 

Yet  higher  still  great  Titian  dar'd  tosoav, 
He  reach'd  the  loftiest  heights  of  coloaring's  power  5 
His  friendly  tints  in  happiest  mixtors  iow, 
His  shades  and  lights  thehr  just  gvradalioi 
He  Imew  those  dear  ddosioos  of  the  art. 
That  loond,  relieTe,  inspirit  er'ry  i^hrt : 
{fence  deem'd  divine,  the  world  hb  merit  owa*4y 
With  nches  loaded,  and  with  honours  crowil'd. 

i'^m  all  their  charms  oombin'd,  with  happy  toil, 
Bid  Annibal  compose  his  wood'rons  style : 
O'er  the  fair  fraud  so- close  a  veil  isthroertsj 
That  every  bonrow'd  graoe  beoomes  Ins  own« 

If  then  to  praise  like  theirs  your  asals  aspire^ 
Catch  from  their  works  a  portion  of  their  ^w  | 
Revolye  their  kbonn  ail,  for  all  will  teach^ 
Their  finished  pictuie,  and  their  aligbtest  ikeleb* 
Yet  more  than  these  to  meditation's  eyes 
Great  Nature's  self  reduikdantly  supplies : 
Her  presence,  best  of  models  !  is  the  source 
Whence  genius  draws  angmented  power  aad  ibree; 
Her  precepts,  best  of  teachers !  gire  the  powers^ 
Whence  art,  by  practice,  to  perfection  soavfc 

These  useful  rules  from  time  and  chance  to  save^ 
lo  Latian  strains  the  studious  Frssnoy  flwre  ^ 


Qnasque  ooioaatit  oomplevit  heUft  triwiBpkii 
Heroom  fortuoa  potens,  cas«lq«e  deooros^ 
Nobilius  re  ipsi  aatiqua  pinpiisse  videtnr*     * 

Clarior  ante  alios  Corireglos  extitit,  aaspla 
Luce  superfusB,  civcuMi  ooeuntlbos  uashrit, 
Pingend^ue  mode  grandi,  k,  tractando  oohxw 
Corpora.    Amieitianqoe^  gradiisqoe,  delasqve  oohN 

rum, 
Campagemqiie  ita  disposuit  Titwdafei  ut  inde 
Divus  sit  djctui,  mapiis  et  honoflbito  anetus, 
Fortanaeque  bonis :  q«ea  eadnloS  Hannibal  omnee 
ta  propriam  neMfcemy  alque  mfadnsn  wMi  mtiH 
coegit. 

PhirimiAS  inde  labor  tobulas  imtaVdo  JnTabit 
Egregias,  operumque  typos  ^  sed  plura  doeebit 
Natura  ante  oeulM  prssseils ;  nam  flirmat  &  aal^ 
Vim  genii,  ea  illlque  a«te»  evperieBtia  codiplet. 
Multa  supeieiieo  quser  oommentarin  dBoent. 

Hffic  ego^  dutt  raonorer  subitura  Tolnhilis  aevi 
Cuncta  nemi  vaiiisqne  oliai  petitura  niiaie^ 


On  Tiber's  peaoelbl  ba&ks  the  poA  by, 
Wbat  time  the  pnde  of  BooriMm  iwgM  his  w«y. 
Thro'  hostile  camps,  and  erimsoa  fieUs  ef  ski% 
To  rindioMbe  his  vaoe  and  vanquish  Spain  ; 
High  on  the  Alps  he  took  his  warrior  stand. 
And  thence,  in  ardent  volley  from  his  hand 
His  thunder  darted  |  (so  the  flatterer  aings 
In  ttrains  best  suited  to  the  ear  of  kia|p) 
And  kite  Akides,  with  vindwtive  tiead, 
Crush'd  the  Hispanian  lion's  gaapiag  bead. 

But  nark  the  Proteos*policy  of  state : 
Now,  while  his  courtly  fliimbeis  I  tKanahie, 
the  luss  are  ftiends,  ia  social  league  they  daM 
On  Britain  to  "  let  slip  the  dogs  of  war." 
Vain  efforts  all,  which  in  di^giace  shall  eni. 
If  Britain,  truly  to  herself  a  ftiend, 
Thrp'  all  her  realms  bids  civil  disoecd  oeaMj 
And  heals  her  empire'^  wounds  by  aite  of  pesoe. 
Rouse,  thep,  ftur  Freedom  !  Can  that  holy  asoe 
Ftom  whence  thy  sons  their  dearest  blessings  chum  i 
Still  bid  thdm  feel  that  soom  of  lawleas  sway. 
Which  interest  cannot  blind,  nor  power  disaiay : 
So  shall  the  throne,  thou  gav'st,  the  BraanrickliBe, 
Long  by  that  Mce  adom^  thydrsad  palfaidiMi 


Pancasophjsmata  sumgcaphieaimraoftalibaB 
Credere  pieriis,  BMus  meditetas :  ad  Alpes^ 
Dum  super  iasanas  moles,  faaimicBqae  cartia 
Borbonidqai  decw  fc  vindes  Lodoicue  a^oran^ 
Fohahmt  ardenti  destrA,  paferisBqae 
Galhctt  AloideB  premit  Hispani  ora 
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coMPTOMLn.  omtkhAt  or  m  ■aiaanr'a  woui, 
AND  Airmea  or  a  iats  ntssaaTATiQii  oif  obiih- 
TAL  OAEsniiMa*— SHRiciiBa  wrra  azptAaAiosv 

KOTtS,  OBISVtT    IXTSACYSD  FtOH  THJITr    lUBO* 
BATB    PBRPOBIfrAKCfi. 

Non  omnet  aAosta  juvBnt,*famiii]esqae  myricc 


PREFACE. 

Tan  poem  was  written  last  summer,  immediately 
after  the  publication  of  sir  William  Chambers's  Dis- 
sertatipo}  but  the  bookseller,  to  whom  it  was  offer- 
ed, declined  publishing  it,  till  the  town  was  fuU.— 
His  reason  for  this  is  obvious  ;  yet  it  would  hardly 
have  weighed  with  the  author,  had  he  not  thougfot, 
that  hie  hero's  feme  would  increase  in  proportion  to 
his  publisher's  profit*  However  he  foresaw,  that, 
by  this  delay,  one  incoaveoienoe  might  arisen  wfaicfa 
this  prefaee  is  written  to  remove. 

Raadars  of  the  preeent  generation  are  so  veiy 
inatlwtive  J»  what  they  read,  that  it  is  probah^, 
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tnehalf  oTmrWiUiMii^  nay  litem  fbrgoMao  tiM 
prioeiptet  wkich  this  boak  inoolcatei.  Let  these, 
then»  be  reminded,  tfasit  it  is  the  sntiicNr's  profest 
aim  in  extoUiag  the  taste  of  the  Chiiiese,  to  oon- 
dena  that  aseaa  and  paitiy  maniMr  whieh  Kent 
introdoced,  which  Sonthoote,  iHaauHoD,  and  Bsowa 
lbUo«ed,  and  vhioh,  to  oar  natioaal  dn^raoe,  is 
called  the  fiaghsh  style  of  gardeaing.  He  shows 
the  poverty  of  this  taste,  by  aptly  ooaiparing  it  to 
a  dinner,  which  ooasistad  of  thiee  ,gtass  pieces, 
three  times  repeated ;  and  proves  to  a  drasonstra- 
tion,  (hat  Natore  herself  is  incapable  of  pleasiBf  , 
without  the  assistanee  of  art,  and  that  too  of  the 
most  luxuriant  kind.  In  short,  such  art  as  is  dis- 
played in  the  emperor's  garden  of  YTen-MiQg*Y?eo, 
near  Pekin ;  where  ine  liaaids,  ami  fine  women, 
haman  giants,  and  giant  baboons,  make  but  a  small 
part  of  the  soperb  scenery.  He  teaches  us,  that  a 
perfect  garden  most  cxmlain  within  itself  ail  the 
amnseoients  of  a  great)  city ;  that  urhs  in  iwre,  not 
nis  in  urbe,  is  the  thing,  whioh  an  improver  of  tme 
teste  oogfat  to  aim  at  He  says-~bot  it  is  impossi- 
ble to  abridge  all  that  he  says :— let  this  therefore 
soffloe,  to  tempt  the  reader  again  to  peruse  his 
iovahiaUe  Dissertation,  since,  without  it,  he  will 
never  relish  half  the  beauties  of  the  following 
Epistle  ;  for  (if  her  majesty's  zebra,  and  the  pow- 
der mills  at  Hoaoslow  be  excepted)  these  is  scarce 
a  single  image  in  it,  which  is  not  taken  from  that 
work. 

But  though  the  imag^  be  borrowed,  the  author 
claims  some  small  merit  from  his  application  of 
them.  Sir  William  says  too  modestly,  '*  that  Eu- 
ropean artists  roust  not  hope  to  rival  oriental  splen- 
dour.** The  poet  shows,  that  European  artists  may 
easily  rival  it ;  and,  that  Richmond  gardens,  with 
only  the  addition  of  a  new  bridge  to  join  them  to 
Brentford,  may  be  new  fnodelled,  perfectly  k  la 
Chinois.  He  exhorts  his  knight  to  undfTtake  tfie 
gfortoua  task,  and  leaves  no  cause  to  doubt,  but 
that,  under  the  auspicious  patronage  be  now  so 
justly  enjoys,  added  to  the  ready  vote  of  those  who 
fomish  ways  and  means,  the  royal  wcrk  will  ^>eedily 
be  completed. 

Knightsbridge.     January  SOtb,  ^73. 
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KncRT  'of  the  polar  star  t  by  fortune  placed. 
To  shine  the  Cynosure  of  British  taste  3; 
Wfaoae  ash  collectB  in  one  refhlgent  view 
The  8catl«r*d  gloriea  of  Chhiese  virtii  ; 
And  spread  their  Instae  m  sobsoad  a  blase, 
That  kings  themselves  are  daaded  while  they  gaee. 
O  let  the  Muse  attend  thy  aparcb  sublime. 
And,  with  thy  prose,  caparison  her  rbyvn; 

>  This  poem  was  first  published  in  May  1T73. 

*  Cynosure,  an  afiacfced  phnse*  «Cynosum  is  the 
constellation  of  Uisa  Blinoi,  os  the  Lesser  Boar, 
the  n«xt  star  to  the  pole."    Df ,  NtmUmt  «o  ^^ 


Teach  her,  lik^thee,  to  giM  har  splendid  song. 
With  soenaa  of  Yvan-Ming,  umi  sayings  of  U* 

Tseng 3.    . 
like  thee  to  seons  dane  Nature's  simple  fence  ; 
Leap  each  ha^ha  of  truth  and  eommon  sense  ; 
And  proudly  rising  in  her  hold  career. 
Demand  attention  from  the  gracions  ear 
Of  bias,  whom  we  and  all  the  world  adoait. 
Patron  supreme  of  science,  taste,  and  wit. 
Does  envy  doubt  ?  Witaess  ye  choaen  train, 
Who  breathe  the  sweets  of  his  ABtnmtan  reign ; 
Witness  ya  Hills,  ye  Johnsons,  Scots,  SheafaheBmi^ 
Hark  to  my  call,  for  some  of  yon  have  earai 
Let  David  Hume,  ftom  the  remotest  north. 
In  see«aaw  soeptk;  scruples  hint  his  worth  ; 
David,  who  there  supinely  deigns  to  lye 
Thefotteet  h<^  of  Bpicuras'  sty ; 
The'  dmok  with  Gallic  wine,  and  GalMc  pralae, 
David  shall  bless  OM  England's  haleywi  days; 
Tha  mighty  Home,  bemir^d  in  prose  so  long. 
Again  shall  stalk  upon  the  stilts  of  song : 
While  bold  Mac-Ossian,  wont  in  ghosts  to  deal, 
Bids  candid  SmoHett  front  his  coffin  steal ; 
Bids  Malleek  qnit  his  sweet-Elysian  rest. 
Sunk  in  .his  St  John's  pbihisophio  breast. 
And,  like  old  Orpheus,  make  some  strong  eflbrt 
To  come  from  HeH,  and  warble  Truth  at  Court  *•    * 
There  was  a  time,  "  in  Esher's  peaceful  grove, 
**  When  Kent  and  Nature  vy«d  for  Pelham's  love  V 


'*'  Many  trees,  shtvbs  and  flowers,'*  sayeth 
Li-Tsoog,  a  Chinese  author  of  great  antiquity, 
"thrive  best  in  low,  moist  situations;  many  on 
hills  and  oiountains;  some  require  a  rich  soil; 
but  others  will  grow  on  clay,  in  sand,  or  evea 
upon  rocks,  and  in  the  water :  to  some  a  sunny 
exposition  is  necessary ;   but  for  others  the  sha& 
is  preferable.      There  are  -plants   which  thriTSK 
best  in  exposed  Mtuatioas,  but  in  general,  shelter  iti 
requisite.     The  skilful  gardeuer,  to  whom  stud^- 
and  experience  have  taught  these  qnalities,  caro«i 
fully  attent^  to  them  in  his  operations ;  knowiaip' 
that  thereon  depend  the  health  and  growth  of  hift< 
plants ;  and  consequently  the  beauty  of  his  plan* 
tations."    Vide  Diss.  p.  77.    The  reader,  I  pre*  . 
sume,  will  readily  allow,  that  be  never  met  with  t» 
much  recondite  truth,  as  this  ancient  Chinese  hese 
exhibits. 

*  Vide  (if  it  be  extant)  a  poem  under  tins  title, 
for  which  (or  for  the  publicaiion  of  lord  Boling- 
broke^s   philosophical  writings)   the  person  here, 
mentioned,  received  a  considerable  pension-  in  the 
time  of  lord  Bute's  administration. 

^  This  is  the  great  and  fnndamental  sflBom,  e* 
which  oriental  taste  is  founded.  It  is  therefore  e**  ■ 
pressed  here  with  the  greatest  precision,  and  in  thw 
identical  phrase  of  the  great  original.  The  flgv*-. 
ratiye  terms,  and  even  the  explanatory  Mwie  aire . 
eatirely  borrowed  from  sir  William's  Dissertation* 
'*  Nature"  (says  tha.  Chinese,  or  sir  William  for 
(hem)  *'  aflbrds  ns  faiit  fow  malerials  to  work  with. 
Plants,  grounds  and  water,  are  her  euly  prodae* 
tiowj  and  though  both  the  forms  and  arrange** 
m«nto  of  these  rawiy  be  varieci  to  an  hscrediUe  de*. 
giee,  yet  they  have  but  few  strikiaff  varieties,  the 
rest  being  oS  the  nature  of  chaqges  rung  upoa  IteHa^ 
wbiat^thMighia  raOity  diftmt,  stiU  pfoduneitba. 
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That  Pope  beheld  them  with  mispicioui  fmile» 
AnA  own'd  that  beauty  blest  their  mutual  toU. 
Mistaken  bard  !  could  such  a  pair  design 
Scenes  fit  to  live  in  thy  immortal  line? 
Hadst  thou  been  bom  in  this  enlighten'd  day,    ' 
Felt,  as  we  feel,  tatters  oriental  ray, 
Thy  satire  sure  had  given  them  both  a  stab, 
CalPd  Kent  a  driTeller,  and  the  nymph  a  drab. 
For  what  is  Nature }  Ring  her  changes  round. 
Her  three  flat  notes  are  water,  plants,  and  ^und ; 
Prolong  the  peal,  yet,  spite  of  all  your  clatter. 
The  tedious  chime  is  still  ground,  plants  and  water. 
So,  when  some  John  his  dull  invention  racks. 
To  rival  Boodle's  dinners,  or  Aimack's ; 
Three  uncouth  legs  of  mutton  shock  our  eyes. 
Three  roasted  geese,  three  butter'd  apple-pies. 
Come  then,  prolific  Art,  and  with  thee  bring 
The  charms  that  rise  from  thy  exhaustless  spring; 
To  Richmond  come,  for  see,  untutor'd  Browne 
Destroys  those  wonders  which  were  once  thy  own. 
Lo,  from  his  melon  ground  the  peasant  slave 
Has  mdely  rush'd,  and  levell'd  Merlin's  cave  ; 
Knock'd  down  the  waxen  wizzard,  seiz'd  hia  wan4, 
TransformM  to  lawn  what  late  was  iairy  land ; 
And  man'd,  with  impious  hand,  each 'sweet  design 
Of  Stephen  Buck,  and  good  queen  Caroline. 
Haste,  bid  yon  liveloog  terras  re-aicend. 
Replace  each  vista,  straighten  every  bend ; 
Shut  out  the  Thames ;  shall  that  ignoble  thing 
Approach  the  presence  of  great  Ocean's  king  } 
Ho  I  let  barbaric  glories  feast  his  eyes  ^, ' 
August  pagodas  round  his  palace  rise. 
And  finished  Richmond  open  to  his  view, 
"  A  work  to  wonder  at,  perhaps  a  Rew." 
Nor  rest  we  here,  but,  at  our  magic  call, 
Mbnkies  cball  climb  oor  trees,  and  lizards  crawl '' j 


lame  uniform  ktnd^of  gingling;  the  variation  be- 
ing too  minute  to  be'easily  perceived."  "  Art  most 
therefore  supply  the  scantiness  of  Nature,"  &c.  &c. 
page  14.  And  again,  "  Our  larger  works  are  only 
a  repetition  of  the  small  ones,  like  the  honest 
bachelor's  feast,  which  consisted  in  nothing  but  a 
multiplication  of  bis  own  dinner;  three  legs  of 
mutton  vad  turnips,  three  roasted  geese,  and  three 
battered  apple-piea."    Pre£u:e,  page  7. 

«  So  Milton. 
Where  the  goigeous  east  with  richest  hand 
Showers  on  her  kmgs  barbaric  pearl  and  goML 

*'  **  In  their  lofty  woods  serpents  and  lizards,  of 
many  beautiful  sorts,  crawl  upon  the  ground.  In- 
numerable monkiesj  cats,  and  parrots  clamber  upon 
the  trees.*'  Page  40.  "  In  their  lakes  are  many 
islands,  some  small,  some  lat^,  amongst  which  are 
often  seen  stalking  Along,  the  elepHant,  the  rhino- 
ceros, the  dromedary,  oetricb,  and  the  giant  baboon." 
Bage  66.  "  They  keep  in  their  enchanted  scenes, 
a  surprisbg  variety  of  monstrous  birds,  reptiles  and 
animals,  which  are  tamed  by  art,  and  guarded 
by  enormous  dogs  of  Tibet,  and  African  giants, 
in  the  habits  of  magicians."  Page  43.  *'  Son»- 
tiokes  in  this  romantic  excursion,  the  passenger 
finds  himself  in  extensive  recesses,  surrounded  with 
'  arbours  of  jessamine,  vine,  and  roses ;  where  beau* 
teous  Tartarean  danuels,  in  loose  transparent  robes 
that  intter  in  the  air,  present  him  with  rich  wines, 
&c  and  invite  him  to  taitc  the  twettt  of  rMiifmaoty 


Huge  dogs  of  Tibet  bark  in  yonder  {[iv^ 
Here  parrots  piate,  there  cau  make  cmel  krie; 
In  some  fair  island  will  we  turn  to  grass 
(With  the  queen's  leave)  her  elephant  and  ass. 
Giants  from  Afinca  shall  guard  the  ^ades»  [maids } 
Where  hisa  our  snakes,  where  sport  our  Tartar 
Or,  wasting  thepe,  from  Charlotte  Hayes  we  bring 
Damsels,  alike  adroit  to  sport  and  sting. 
Now  to  our  lawns  of  dalliance  and  delight. 
Join  we  the  groves  of  horrourandaffiight; 
This  to  achieve  no  foreign  aids  we  try. 
Thy  gibbets,  Bagsbot  t  shall  our  wants  supply  *; 
Hounskiw,  whoae  heath  suUimer  terroar  filk, 
Shall  with  her  gibbets  lend  her  powder  mills. 
Here  too,  O  king  of  vengeance,  in  thy  fane  9, 
Tremendous  Wilkes  shall  rattle  his  gokl  chain  '•  j 
And  round  that  fone  on  many  a  Tyl^ni  tree. 
Hang  fragments  dire  of  Newgate-history  ; 
On  this  shall  Holland's  dying  speech  be  read. 
Here  Bote's  oonfesskNi,  and  his  wooden  head  ; 
While  all  the  minor  plunderers  «f  the  age 
(Too  numerous  for  for  this  contracted  page) 
The  Rigbys,  Galora(ts,  Dysons,  Bradabaws  there^ 
In  straw  stuft  efllgy,  shall  kick  the  air. 
But  say,  ye  powers,  who -00010  when  fooey  calls, 
Where  shall  our  mimic  London  rear  her  walls  u  > 

on  Persian  carpets,  and  beds  of  Camusakin  down." 
Page  40. 

■  "  Their  scenes  of  terrour  are  coopposed  ofgkxwiy 
woods,  3cc.  gibbets,  crosses,  wheels,  and  the  whole 
apparatus  of  torture  are  seen  from  the  roads.  Here 
too  they  conceal  in  cavities,  on  the  summits  of  the 
highest  mountains,  foundries,  lime-kilns,  and  glass- 
works, which  send  forth  lai^ge  volumes  of  flame,  and 
continued  columns  of  thick  smoke,  that  give  to 
these  mountaias  the  appearance  of  volcanos."  Page 
3T.  "  Here  the  passenger  finoni  time  to  time  is  sur- 
prised with  repeated  shocks  of  electrical  impulse; 
the  earth  trembles  under  him  by  the  power  of  con- 
fined ah-,"  &c.  Page  39.  Now  to  produce  both  theie 
effects,  Tiz.  the  appearance  of  volcanos  and  earth- 
quakes, we  have  here  substituted  the  oocasiooal  ex* 
plosion  of  a  powder  mill,  which  (iftbere.be  not  too 
much  simplicity  in  the  contrivance}  It  Is  appre- 
hended will  at  once  answer  all  the  puipoaeacf  lime- 
kilns and  electrical  machines,  and  imitate  Grander 
and  the  explosion  of  cannon  into  the  bargain.  Vide 
page  40. 

0  "  In  the  most  dismal  raoepses  of  the  woods,  are 
temples  dedicated  to  the  king  of  vengeance,  near 
which  are  placed  pillars  of  stone,  with  pathetic  des- 
criptk>ns  of  tragical  eveitts;  and  many  acts  of  cru- 
elty perpetrated  there  by  outlaws  and  robbers." 
Page  37. 

10  This  was  written  while  Mr.  Wilkes  was  sberiif 
of  London,  »nd  when  it  was  to  be  feared  he  froold 
rattle  his  chain  a  year  longer  as  lord  mayor. 

11  •*  There  is  likewise  in  the  same  garden,  viz. 
Yven-liIing-Yven,  near  Pekin,  a  fortified  town^  vith 
its  ports,  streets,  pubNc  squares^  temples,  msikets, 
shops,  and  tribunals  of  justice  s  in  short,  vrith  every 
thing  that  is  at  Pekin,  only  on  a  smaller  scale. 

*<  In  this  town  the  emperors  of  China,  who  are 
too  much  the  slaves  of  tiieir  greatness  to  appear  in 
public,  and  their  women,  who  are  exdiuded  finom  it 
by  custom,  are  frequently  diverted  with  the  hurry 
and  bustle  of  the  capital^  which  is  there  representai. 
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That  etileni  finhim,  wrt  mnA  nod  produce^ 

The?  not  lor  prewnt  yet  for  future  nie. 

Our  loot  loiDe  slaTe  of  t  reatnew  may  behold^ 

Cast  in  the  genuine  Asiatic  mould : 

Who  of  three  realms  shall  condeaoend  to  know 

No  more  than  he  can  spy  from  Windsor's  brow  ; 

For  htm  that  blessing  of  a  better  tiitoe, 

The  Muse  shall  deal  awhile  in  brick  and  lime; 

Surpass  the  bold  AAEA^I  in  design. 

And  o*er  the  Thames  fling  one  stupendous  line 

Of  marble  arches,  in  a  bridge,  that  cuts  i< 

Trom  Richmond  Ferry  slant  to  Brentford  Butts. 

Brentford  with  London's  charms  will  we  adorn  ; 

Brentford,  the  biahopric  of  parson  Home. 

There  at  one  glance,  the  royal  eye  shall  meat 

£ach  Taried  beauty  of  St  James's  street ; 

Stout  Talbot  there  shall  ply  with  hackney  chair  ^' 

And  patriot  Betty  fix  her  fruit-shop  there  ^*. 

Like  distant  thunder,  now  the  coach  of  state 

Roliao'er  the  bridge,  that  groans  beneath  its  weight 

The  court  bath  croit  the  stream ;  the  sports  begin  j 

Now  Noel  preaches  oC  rebellion's  sin : 

And  as  the  powers  of  hb  strong  pathos  rise,  , 

LOy  brazen  tears  fall  from  sir  Fletchei's  eyes  ^. 

While  skulking  round  the  pews,  that  babe  of  grace. 

Who  ne'er  hefyte  at  sermon  sbow'd  his  face. 

See   Jemmy    Twitcher    shambles;    stop!    stop 

thief '« ! 
HeV  stol'n  the  earl  of  Denbigh's  handkerchief.  . 
Let  Barrington  arrest  him  in  mock  fury  >'', 
And  Mansfield  hang  the  knave  without  a  jury  ^, 
But  hark,  the  Toice  of  battle  shouts  from  far  ^, 
The  Jews  and  raaccaronis  are  at  war : 
The  Jews  prevail,  and,  thund'ring  from  the  stocks, 
They  seize,  they  bind,  they  circumcise  Charles 

FoxW. 
Fair  Schwellenbergen  smiles  the  sport  to  see, 
.And  all  the  maids  of  honour  cry  Te  !  He  21 1 
Se  these  the  rural  pastimes  that  attend 
Great  Brunswick's  leisure:  these  shall  best  unbend 

several  times  in  the  year,  by  the  eunuchs  of  the 
palace."    Page  32. 

IS  Sir  William's  enormous  account  of  Oiinese 
bridges,  too  long  to  be  here  inserted.    Vide  page  53. 

i9  *f  Some  of  these  eunuchs  personate  porters." 
Page  39. 

14  "  Fhiits  and  all  sorts  of  refreshments  are  cried 
about  the  streets  in  this  mock  city."  The  name  of 
•  woman  who  kept  a  fruit-shop  in  St  James's 
street 

»  "  Drew  iron  tears  down  Pluto's  cheek." 
Milton. 

i< "  Neither  are  thieves,  pick-pockets,  and 
■harpers  for^  in  these  festival ;  that  noble  pro- 
liession  is  usually  allotted  to  a  good  number  of  the 
noet  dextrous  eunuchs."    Vide,. ibid. 

n  •«  The  watch  seizes  on  the  culprit."  Vide, 
and* 

tf  '^  Heris  conveyed  before  the  judge,  and  some- 
tino»  soMKly  bastinadoed  ."    Ibid. 

V  ''^Qnarrels  bappei^^battles  ensue.''    Ibid. 

»  *'  KvHt  liberty  is  permitted,  there  is  no  dis- 
tinctloanf  persons."    Ibid. 

SI  <*  This  is  done  to  divert  his  imperial  majesty, 
and  tho  ladies  of  his  tndm"    Vide,  ibid. 


His  royal  mind^  whene'er  hem  state  withdrawn. 
He  trrads  the  velvet  of  his  Richmond  lawn  ; 
These  shall  prolong  his  Asiatic  dream, 
Tho'  Europe's  balance  trembles  on  its  beam. 
And  thou,  sir  William !  while  thy  plastic  hand 
Creates  each  wonder,  which  thy  bard  has  plann'd. 
While,  as  thy  art  commands,  obsequious  rise 
Wbate'er  can  please,  or  frighten,  or  surprise, 
O !  let  that  bard  his  knight's  protection  claim* 
And  share,  like  fiutbful  Sancho,  Quamte's  lunew 


AW 

HEROIC  POSTSCRIPT 

to 

THE  PUBLIC, 

OCCASIONSD  BT  TRBIR  FAVOUBABLI  tBClPTtOtf  OP  A 
LATE  HSaeiC  XPHTLB  TO  SU  WILLIAM  CHAMBBBS, 
miOHT,  &C. 

Sicelidhs  Mubsb,  panllo  OMjora  canarans. 

Virg^L 

[ftWifA«fi«1774.] 

I  THAT  of  lat^,  sir  William's  hard,  and  squire  >, 
Marcb'd  with  his  helm  and  buckler  on  my  lyre, 
(What  time  the  knight  prick'd  forth  in  Ul-stanr'd 

haste, 
Comptroller  general  of  the  works  of  taste  *,) 
thm  to  the  public  tune  my  grateful  lays, 
Warm'd  with  the  sun-shine  of  the  public  ftraisej 
Warm'd  too  with  mem'ry  of  that  golden  time. 
When  Almon  gave  me  reason  for  my  rhyme  $ 
«— ^  glittering  orbs,  and  what  endear'd  them  more^ 
Each  glittering  orb  the  sacred  features  bore 
Of  George  the  good,  the  gracious  and  tlie  great, 
Unfil'd,  thnsweated,  all  of  sterling  weight  | 
Or,  were  they  not,  they  pass'd  with  current  ease. 
Good  seemings  then  were  good  realities : 
No  senate  had  oonvey'd,  by  smuggling  art, 
Pow'r  to  the  mob  to  play  Cadogan's  part  s* 
Now,  thro'  the  land,  that  impious  liow'r  prevails. 
All  weigh  their  sov>re(gn  in  their  private  scales. 
And  find  him  wanting  ^ :  all  save  me  alone. 
For  sad  to  say !  my  glittering  oibs  are  gone. 
But  ill  beseems  a  poet  to  repent^ 
Lightly  they  came,  and  full  as  lightly  went 
Peace  to  their  manes  !  may  they  never  feel 
Some  keen  Scotch  banker's  unrelenting  steel ; 
While  I  again  the  Muse*^  sickle  bring 
To  cut  down  dunces,  wheresoe'er  they  springs 
Bind  in  poetic  sheaves  the  plenteous  crop, 
And  stack  my  full-ear'd  kad  in  Almon's  shop^ 
For  now,  my  Muse,  thy  fame  is  fixt  as  fate. 
Tremble,  ye  fooU  I  sconii  ye  kuaves  X  hate  ^ 

I  Ille  ego  qui  qiKmdam,  Joc  Virgil,  or  somo- 
body  for  him. 

•Put  synonimonsly  for  Us  rnig^^s  wotks. 
See  sir  ^ffiam^  title  page. 

^  Master  of  the  mint. 

4  <*  Thou  art  weighed  in  the  balaacot,  and  Bit 
found  wanting."    Daniel,  chap.  8,  v,  27. 
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1  luMir  the  vigoor  of  thf  ecgle  *ing»» 
I  know  thy  rtraini  can  pierce  the  eera  of  kingi. 
Did  China^s  moDerch  here  in  Britain  dose. 
And  was,  like  weatem  kingi,  a  king  of  proae  5, 
Thy  song  couM  cure  bis  Asiatic  spteen. 
And  make  him  wish  to  see  and  to  be  seen. 
That  solemn  vein  of  irony  so  fine  <^» 
Which,  e'en  reviewers  own,  adorns  thy  line. 
Would  make  him  soon  apinst  his  greatnesa  sin, 
D^isert  his  sofa,  mount  his  palanquin. 
And  post  where'er  the  goddess  ted  the  way. 
Perchance  tb  proud  Spithead'a  imperial  bay ; 
Thefe  should  he  see,  as  other  folks  have  seen  '', 
That  ships  have  anchors,  and  that  seas  are  green. 
Should  own  the  tackling  trim,  the  streamers  fine, 
With  Sandnlch  prattle,  and  with  Bradshaw  dine. 
And  then  sail  back,  amid  the  cannon's  roar, 
A3  safe,  as  sage,  as  when  he  left  the  shore.. 
Such  is  thy  pow'r,  O  goddess  of  the  song. 
Come  then,  and  guide  my  careless  pen  along ; 
Yet  keep  it  in  the  bound*  of  sense  and  verse. 
Nor,  like  Mac-Homer,  make  me'gabUe  Erse  •• 
Ko,  let  the  flow  of  these  spontaneous  rfaymea 
9o  truly  touch  the  temper  of  the  times. 
That  he  who  runs  may  read ;   while  well  he  knows 
I  write  in  metre,  what  he  thinks  in  prose ; 
So  shall  my  song,  undisciplin'd  by  art. 
Find  a  sure  patron  in  each  English  heart 
If  this  it's  fate,  let  all  the  frippery  things, 
Be^lacM,  be-penskm'd,  and  be-starr*d  by  khigs. 
Frown  on  the  page,  and  with  fastidioos  eye, 
-Like  old  young  Famiius,  call  it  blasphemy  *. 
Let  these  prefer  a  levee's  harmless  talk. 
Be  ask'd  how  often,  and  how  far  they  walk, 
Proud  of  a  singfe  word,  nor  hope  for  more, 
Tho'  Jenkinson  is  blest  with  many  a  score  i 

&  Kien-Long,  the  present  emperor  of  China,  is  a 
poet  M.  de  Voltaire  did  hin  the  honour  to  treat 
him  as  a  brother  above  two-  years  ago ;  and  my  late 
patien,  sir  William  Cbambors,  has  given  a  fhie  and 
most  intelligible  prose  venrioo  of  an  ode  of  his  ma- 
,  jesty  upon  tea,  ni  his  pestosripi  to  his  Dissertation. 
I  am,  however,  vain  enough  to  think,  that  the 
emperov^s  composition  would  have  appeared  still 
better  fn  my  heroic  verse;  but  sir  William  fiyre- 
stalled  it;  on  w4)ieh  aoeooni  I  have  entnely  broke 
with  hin. 

^  "  A  fine  vein  of  solemn  irony  runs  through 
this  piece.'*  See  Monthly  Review,  under  the  article 
of  the  Heroic  Epistle  to  Sir  William  Chambers. 

'^  A  certain  naval  event  happened  just  about  two 
calendar  months  after  the  publication  of  the  Heroic 
Epistle.  'Twas  impossible,  considering  the  neoes* 
sary  preparatioiH,  it  could  have  been  iooiier.  Faets 
are  stubborn  things. 

B  See,  if  the  reader  thinks  it  worth- while^  a  late 
translation  of  the  IHad. 

9  The  noble  personage  here  alluded  to,  being 
asked  to  read  the  Heroic  Epistle,  said  "  No,  it  was 
at  bad  as  blasphemy." 

Before  I  sent  the  MS.  to  the  press,  I  dlscover- 
tiiaft  an  aeeidental  btot  bad  made  alt  but  the  first 
syllable  of  this  name  iUe^blei  I  was  doubtfiU, 
therefore  whether  to  print  it  Fanaius  or  Fanaia. 
After  much  deliberatkm,  I  thought  it  best  to  use  the 
masenlme  termination.  If  I  have  done  wrong,  I 
adL  pankn;  not  oiilro^th0  autlfeor,  but  the  lady, 


For  other  eats  niy  honest  stniben  sqqiu. 
With  other  praise  those  numben  shall  be  crown'^. 
Praise  that  shall  spread,  i^)  pow'r  can  make  it  less, 
While  Britain  boasts  the  bulwark  of  her  preas. 
Yes,  sons  of  freedom  !  yes,  to  whom  I  pay. 
Warm  from  the  heart,  this  tributary  lay ; 
That  lay  shall  live,  tho'  court  and  Grub-street  sigb^ 
Your  young  Maroellus  was  not  born  to  die. 
The  Muse  shall  nurse  him  up  to  man's  estate^ 
And  break  the  Mack  asperity  of  fate——  ><> 
Admit  him  then  your  candidate  for  fiime, 
Pleas'd  if  in  your  review  he  read  his  name, 
llio'  not  with  Mason  and  with  GoldAttith  pot. 
Yet  cheek  by  jowl  with  Garrick,  Golman,  Poote; 
But  if  with  higher  bards  that  name  yoi^  range, 
His  modesty  must  think  your  judgment  strsnge— i 
So  when  o'er  Crane-court's  philosophic  gods. 
The  Jove-like  majesty  of  Pringle  nods. 
If  e'er  be  chance  to  wake  on  Newton's  chair. 
He  "  wonders  how  the  devil  be  came  there.*' 
Whatever  his  fame  or  fiite,  on  this  depend  ; 
He  is  and  means  to  be  his  country's  friend. 
Tis  but  to  try  his  strength  that  now  he  sports 
With  Chinese  gardens^  and  with  Chinese  cornts: 
But  if  that  country  claim  a  graver  strain. 
If  real  danger  threat  fair  freedom's  reign. 
If  hireling  peers,  in  prostitution'  bold. 
Sell  her  as  cheaply  as  themselves  they  sold; 
Or  they,  who,  honour'd  by  the  people's  choice, 
Against  that  people  lift  thehr  rebel  voice. 
And,  besely  crouching  ibr  their  paltry  pay. 
Vote  the  best  birthright  of  her  sons  away. 
Permit  a  nation's  in-born  wealth  to  fly 
In  mean,  unkingly  prodigality; 
Nor,  ere  they  give,  ask  how  the  snoM  were  spent. 
So  quickly  squander'd,  tho'  so  lately  lent— 
If  this  they  dare ;  the  thunder  of  his  song, 
Rolling  in  deep  ton'd  energy  akmg,  [name^ 

Shall  strike,  with  truth's  dreadlKiIt,  each  miscreaot'i 
Who,  dead  to  duty,  senseless  e'en  to  shame, 
Betray'd  his  country.     Yes,  ye  faithless  crew. 
His  Muse's  vengeance  shaR  your  crimes  pursue. 
Stretch  you  on  satire's  rack,  and  bid  srou  lie 
Fit  garbage  for  the  heU-boond,  infiuayw 


qua  fata  aspera  rumpasj 
llnseris. 


Viisil 


O    D    S 

MR.  PINCHBECK, 

UPON  618  NEVLT  mvssmo 

PATENT  CANDLE-SNUFFERS: 

BT    MALCOLM    M '  GREGOOR,    ESQ.     AUTHOR    OF   Iffl 
.      HBROIC    KPISTLB  TO  SIR   WILUAM  CBAMBBM,  AX> 
THE  HBROIC  POSTSCRIPT. 

Quousque  eigo  frostra  paaceuin*  ignigeirani^tiim } 
Apnleii  Met  lib.. 7. 
Why  should  a  patent  be  granted  to  thia  ecndle-airf* 
ferinvain? 


lPubU9h£diHirte.l 


I 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


ODE  TO  MB.  PINCHBECK. 


4i« 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

E?n  rioee  my  Grst  {raUicatioii,  the  cnrioitty,  not 
to  say  anxiety,  of  the  world  coBceniing  my  name^ 
has  been  to  great,  that  it  hat  frequently  given  me 
pain  to  conceal  what  the  world  will  now  see  it  was 
not  possibly  in  my  power  to  discorer. 

In  short,  1  had  no  name,  till  the  royal  ftiTonr 
lateljr  restored  my  very  ancient  and  honoarable  clan 
to  its  pristine  title  and  honours.  I  was  therdbre 
in  the  same  deplorable  ease  with  a  certam  namefess 
lady  >,  whom  I  have  kmg  had  the  honoor  to  call 
my  neighboor,  and  who  I  sincerely  hope,  will  soon, 
by  the  same  fsvour,  be  restored  to  thai  tiHe,  ▼bach, 
upon  my  honoor^  I  believe,  she  has  erroneously, 
and  not  intentionally,  forfeited. 

I  have  only  to  add,  that  now,  when  the  public  is 
in  possession  (tf  my  real  name,  it  will  not,  I  hope, 
sufier  any  national  prejudice  to  prevent  it  from 
receiving  this  my  first  lyrical  attempt  with  iti 
former  candour.  But  I  must  needs  say,  that  if 
tfais  Ode  does  not  seU  as  weH  as  Mr.  CumberlamPs, 
I  shall  be  apt  to  impute  it,  not  to  any  inferiority  of 
lyrical  ordonance,  but  merely  to  its  having  being 
written  by  a  Scotchman. 

KnigbUbridge,  May  6,  1776. 

^  Hie  datchcsa  of  Singstoo* 


O   D   B. 

Illoshiious  ?mchbeck !  condesoendy 
ThoQ  well-belov*d,  and  best  luBg|9-frieBd« 

These  lyric  lines  to  view  ; 
O  !  may  they  prompt  thee,  e'er  too  lale^ 
To  snuff  the  candle  of  the  state. 

That  bums  a  little  blue* 

It  onoa  bad  got  a  stately  wick^ 
When  in  its  patent  candlesUcJi 

The  Revoiutioo  put  it ; 
As  white  as  wax  we  saw  it  shine 
Tbro*  tiro  whole  lengths  of  BruQswich's  line^ 

Tin  Bute  first  dar'd  to  imut  it. 
Since  then— but  wherefore  tell  the  tato  ? 
Enough^  that  now  it  bumeth  pale. 

And  sorely  wastes  its  tallow  : 
Kay,  if  thy  poet  rightly  weens, 
(Though  little  skilled  in  ways  and  menns) 

Its  save-ail  is  but  shallow, 
G6me  then,  ingenious  artist^  come. 
And  put  thy  finger,  and  thy  ttiumtw 

Into  each  pottsh'd  hikodle  t 
On  thee  alone  our  hopes  depend. 
Thy  kill's,  and  eke  thy  country's  frievdL 

To  trim  Old  Eogland's  candle^ 
Bnt  first  we  pcmy,  for  its  relief. 
Pluck  linom  its  wick  each  tory  thief. 

It  ebe  must  quickly  rue  it ; 
While  N— I  and  M^  sputter  thcre» 
TboQ'it  ne'er  prevent  with  all  thy  <»B%  ^ 

The  meltiog  of  the  siiet. 

There's  Twitcher  too,  that  old  he^witch^ 
StLcIa  in  its  bole  as  black  as  pitcb« 


And  makes  a  filthy  pother  t  ^ 
When  curst  with  such  a  sorry  fiend. 
And  lighted  too  at  either  end. 

Twill  soon  1)9  in  a  smother. 

I  fear  me  much,  in  such  a  plight. 
Those  tapers  blest  would  lose  their  light, 

Canadian  fooes  that  deck  ; 
Which  pious  — *-—  ordains  to  blaze. 
And  gild  with  their  established  rays. 

Our  lady  of  Quebec 
His  arms,  thou  hallowed  image  I  bleis^ 
And  surely  thou  canst  do  no  lesi^ 

He  is  thy  foith's  defender  ^ 
Thou  owast  thy  place  to  him  alone. 
As  other  Jacobilsa  have  done. 

And  not  to  the  Pcetei^er. 
Haste  then,  and  quash  the  hot  tarmoil^ 
That  flames  in  Boston's  angry  soil. 

And  frights  the  mother-nation: 
Know,  lady  F  if  its  rage  you  slop. 
Pinchbeck  shall  send  you,  fton  hie  skop^ 

A  most  superb  oblation. 
His  patent  snuffers,  in  a  dish 
Of  bumishM  gold ;  if  more  you  wish. 

His  Cyclops  shall  bestir 
Their  brawny  stumps,  and  for  thy  sake. 
Of  Pinchbeck's  own  mixt-metal  make 

A  huge  extinguisher. 
To  form  the  mass,  Germaine,  thy  zeal 
Shall  furnish  that  welLtemper'd  steel. 

Thou  didst  at  Minden  brandish  ; 
Nor  yet  shall  Gloucester's  reverend  dean, 
Conotmg  its  worth,  refuse,  I  ween, 

His  ponderous  leaden  standi^h. 
Poor  doctor  Johnson,  Pm  airaid. 
Can  give  but  metaphoric  aid ; 

His  style's  caashhardfln'd  gmoes  : 
M<  Pherson,.  without  shame,  or  fear. 
Sir  John  JDalrymple,  and  Shebbeam 

Shall  melt  their  brazen  fisces. 
And  sure,  this  mist  metallic  stuff. 
Will  yield  materials  large  enough 

To  mould  the  mighty  cone ; 
But  how  transport  it,  when  'tis  cast 
Across  the  deep  Atlantic  vast, 

'Twill  weigh  some  thousand  stone  ? 
"  Leave  that  to  me"  our  lady  cries^ 
'*  Howe'er  gigantic  be  its-size, 

I  have  a  scheme  in  petto ; 
I'll  fiy  with  it  horn  shore  to  sberej 
Safe  as  my  sooty  sister  bore. 

Her  cottage  to  Loretteb 
**  Swift  to  the  congress  with  my  fleigfat 
ril  speed,  aifft  on  their  heads  its  w!eight 

Sense  with  such  skill  and  care ; 
lliat  Put*nam,  Washington  beneath. 
And  gasping  iise  shall  wish  to  breathe 

A  pint  of  Priestley's  air  ^* 


1  Our  ingenkMBSii 
oalentetod  to  reasedy  this  evil,  to  which 
candles  are  moraror  less  aolgeet. 
See  tbe  PateoAea^k 


*  Hiis  great  philosopher  has  lately  discovered  • 
method  of  fobrieaUng  a  new  species  of  air,  of  s9 
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*'  The  deed  is  done,  thy  foes  are  dead. 
No  longer  Eaglabd,  shdt  thou  dread 

Such  Presbyterian  buffers; 
Thy  candle's  radiance  ne'er  shall  fade. 
With  now  and  then  a  little  aid, 

From  Pinchbeck's  patent  snuffers.*' 

infinitely  superior  salubrity  and  dnnrtion  to  that 
▼uigar  atmospherical  air,  which,  for  want  of  better, 
we  have  been  obliged  to  breathe  for  upwards  of  ftve 
thousand  yean,  that  it  is  to  be  supposed  that  no 
macaroni,  saToirviTrejOrin  plitn  EligKsb,  nobody 
that  knows  what's  what,  will  in  future  eondescend 
to  respire  any  air,  that  is  nat  Kaled  with  >  tfaa  doc- 
tor's own  arms,  and  signed  witif  hia  omu  hand^writ- 
ing.  It  is  to  be  foar0d>  bnwefm,  the*  Im  l^nevnna- 
tte  vials  will  be  liable  to  be  oouB>BifcitBd»  asoar 
philosopher  has  not  interest  eoangli  at  oMVt  to 
procure  a  patent  Indeed  were  suoh  a  patent 
granted,  it  might  supeiaede  Mn^PiMshbeeli'S ;  be- 
cause that  in  this  air  «  eattdle  la  fonnd  to  bum  witJt 
fo  bright  andcontinuad  a  flame,  thM  it  ooold  never 
want  snuffing. 

Vol.  II.  of  Dr.  Priestley^  Experiments  on  Air. 


HASON*ll  POEMS. 


t>R,  SffBBBEARE: 

TO  WHICH    IS  ADDBP 

A»  ODE      • 


SIR  FLETCHER  NORTON, 

In  imitation  of  Hocace,  Ode  VIIL  Book  IV, 

BY 
MALCOLM  M'ORROOORy  OP  KVIcmBlinOI,    asO* 

Autiior  of  the  Heroic  Epistle  to  Sir  Wm.  Cham- 
bers, &c 

iPuhhshed  in  ITTT.] 

ADVKRTISEMEtrr.,   , 

Though  t  look  upon  this  poem,  in  point  of  elevai- 
tion  of  diction  and  sublimity  of  sentiment,  to  b^  as 
highly  heroical,  as  my  Epistle  to  Sir  William 
Chambers,  yet  I  have  not  thought  pn^ier  to  add 
that  epithet  to  it  <^n  the  title-page^  1  am  willing 
to  wish  that  fipt  production  of  my  muse  may  pre- 
serve the  distinction  which  it  now  possesses,  of  be- 
ing called  the  Heroic  Ejpistle,  par  excellence.  Be- 
sides this  consideration,  the  different  ranks  of  the 
two  persons,  to  whom  these  two  works  are  address- 
ad,  require  a  difference  to  be  made  in  this  matter ; 
and  it  would  be  unpardonable  hi  me  not  to  discri- 
minate between  a  comptroller  of  his  majesty's  works, 
and  the  hackney  scribbler  of  a  newspaper;  between 
^  placeman  and  a  pensioner,  a  knight  of  the  polar 
ftar>  and  a  faroken  apothecary. 


AN 

EPISTLE 

TO 

DR.  SHBBBBAIIE. 

O  Foa  a  thoMaad  lai^^QSs !  and  every  tongue 
like  Johasnn»a»^tm^  with  words  of  sis  feet  kng  >, 
In  aiultitadiaaas  "voeifentaon 
To  panegf  riaiaa  thia  gleriaos  natian. 
Whose  liberty  MMltBlfom  hartaxstiaiu 
O,  lor  that  passips,  peMPenaty  spirit. 
That  by  its  piastitalien  firoRraa  its  merit ! 
That  rertMA  aifhldifiM^  aH  rsgal  olaiaM, 
And  gives  to  Geoqiie,  vbtteiar  It  gave  to  James: 
Then  ahaiild«my  ftorr  nMabem,  old  fikebbeaie, 
Tickle  the  tattarVl  frs^neat^fthyMear  »! 
Then  all  that  qiMe  was^vifliiails,  wn^  or  brave, 
That  qiMU'd  ft  tyaadl,  that  ahb<N^«  slave. 
Then  Sydney '%  Bkaasli'spsariaAsfiliiMaboiild  fall, 
Besmeur^  with  idfin«  Ike  black  Ddkytti^e's  gall ; 
Then,  like  thy^wosa,  shauldaf^  MobIoibs  verse 
Tear  each  immnital  phrtawiiaai  Nsanm'k  heaisei 
That  modem  noriiarciis^  io  thatpkimagw  gay. 
Might  stars  add  itnit,  tha  peaoaoksloT  a  day, 
BotI,  likeAiMtej^feelmyaelf  naAt   ' 
To  run,  with  hoUovifpeed;  two  heats  of  wit 
He,  at  fifSt  stBithif,«ilkbotktaBaand  money. 
The  bets  raahish.  oo  Bladoft  Cioeraaft  «  ; 
Since  disUnoU  qaita,  like  a  ^allM  jade  ba  wniees, 
And  lashes  uufcnM  ptiests,  andpmtea  well-knova 
So  I,  when  irst  I  tn^dith'  hartio  iaj^     [princes «. 
Gaio'd  Pownall's  prri^aa #ett«a  Aknon's pay. 
In  ma  the  nation'plac'd  ito  taasful  hope. 
Its  second  Chufohilli  «lr  at  least  its  Bspes 

1  Sesquipedaliaaffrbak    Har* 

*  Churchilli  in  allodiag  ta^tbis  capital  aoeodote 
in  our  doctor's  Mfe^  saya,  in  hit  pMm  called  the 
Author, 

Hie  whdie  inlent 
Of  that  parade,  wtt  ftttie,  n&t'peHMbmeoL 
Intimating  that  his  ears  received  n^dAKmenlia 
the  pillory.  My  IhieiotilaBtei,  that*liMy*fid.  Hov- 
ever,  if  my  intilMlto*  be  ihlse,  it  ti  mi^  rafiited : 
the  doctor  has  «Dly  to  eapMe'  his  €attf  Hgidb  to  the 
public,  and  the  real  fact  wilt  be  tlgHmt 
'  AnglicV  Bath  Guide. 

*  Without  a  note  posterity  will  wtmr  tHidcntand 
this  line.  Two  or  three  yaaia  aga  thia  fSBtlwasn 
found  bims^f  UbeUe4iBaQeii^HMm&  «»d«nsi»- 
pecting  a  certain  clergyman  to  ha  Ihaasithar,  be 
wrote  a  first  canto  af  a  poem,  callad  the  Priest 
Dissected,  in  which  he  piepaied  all  ^Urasgiosl 
matters  previous  to  the  <^peratioii.  In  ti>e  mean 
time  the  parson  proired  an  afibiiand  saTad  his  ba- 
con. To  tlvs  first  and  unique  canto  t^  awttMr  pie- 
fixed  a  something  in  which  he  ennilpatad  hionelf 
from  being  the  author  of  the  Heroic  C^^a,  which 
it  seems  had  been  laid  to  his  charge  dup^ytha  liraa 
the  clan  of  Macgreggors  cootiaued  withoataname, 
and  which,  as  the  worid  well  knows,  was  the  only 
reason  which  prevented  me  from  claiwimg  the  Bsrit 
of  that  prodnotioo.  It  is  to  this  BOroertm^,  that 
the  latter  pact  of  the  line  aUodas.  Jtar  initha 
had  told  the  public,  that  bis  miJQSty  had  ten  chik 
dren,  which  it  knew  tery  well  befiav«t  Bfloct  tbi 
epithet,  waU-koMl. 
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EPISTLE  TO  DR.  SHEBBEARE. 


4ir 


Pnm4lj  I  pricM  aloiig,  lir  WiUiim^  iqiure^ 

Bade  kings  recite  my  stnins  and  queens  admire  ; 

Chaste  maids  of  honour  praisM  my  stout  endeavoar. 

Sir  Thomas  ^ swore  '*The  fellow  wasdamnM  eleveiw'* 

But  popularity^  alas !  has  wingff» 

And  flits  as  soon  from  poets  as  from  kings. 

My  pompous  Postscript  found  itself  disdsin'd 

As  much  as  Milton's  Paradise  Regain'd— ^— 

And  when  i  dar*d  the  Batent  Snniim  handle^ 

To  trim,  with  Pinchey's  aid.  Old  Boglaad's  candle, 

The  lyric  Muse,  to  lame  was  her  conditiooy 

C6nld  hardly  hop  beyond  a  fifth  edition. 

Yes„tis  a  geneml  truth,  and  strange  as  trae^ 

(Kenrick  shall  prora  it  in  his  next  Review) 

Tha^  no  one  bacd,  in  these  degenerate  days» 

Can  write  two  works  desernag  tqaal  praise. 

Whether  the  matlar  of  which  minds  are  mado- 

Be  grown, of  late  mephitie  sad  daoay'd» 

Or  wants  phlogiaten,  1  Miear  to  say. 

The  problem's  mora  in  doctor  Priestley'*  way. 

He  ki»ws  of  spiril  the  matenal  whoia. 

For  PriestUy  baa  the  can  of  Shelbame^  aool  K 

Enough  of  souK  mdern  we  waste  n  line, 
Shebbeare!  tO'pay  a«Miplimentto  tUnes 
Which  fbrgfd,  of  «ld,  of  stra^  Hibefoian  fansB^ 
Shines  throu^  the  Pane  plaisler  of  thy  Ihoe, 
And  bronzes  it,  ascnrs  ftmn  shame,  or  sense. 
To  the  flat  iplare  of  finished  impadenoe. 
Wretch !  .ttiaifrom  slaadsr>8ttth  art  over  gteauing. 
Spite  without  spite,  maHea  without  meanfaig : 
The  same  abusiTe,  base,  abandfln*d  thing. 
When  pilloried,  or  pemioo'd  by  n  king. 
Old  as  thou  art,  methinks,  ^ere  sage  adyice. 
That  North  shouldcalltheaoffftom  hunting  Price  ^ 
Some  yoongttr  blood*houad  of  .hia  bawling  pack 
Might  sorer  gait  his  prssbyteriaa  badb 
Thy  toothless  jaws  slmild  ftwe  thee  from  the  fight; 
Thou  canst  hot  mumble^  when  thou  mean'st  to  bite. 
Sny»  then,  to  give  a  mqniem  to  thy  toih. 
What  if  my  Mpse  amy'd  her  in  thy  spoils. 
And  took  the  field  for  thee,  thro'  pure  good  nature  ? 
Courts  prais'd  t^  thee,  are  curst  beyond  her  satire. 
Yet,  when  she  plesjes,  abe  can  deal  in  praisei- 
£3Dempl4gimti^.bear  her  fluent  lays 
£xtol  thepppiiDtf  the  propitious  hour, 
Wheit  ^ropa,  traabUng  at  Britaania's  power. 
Bids  all  her  ptinoes,  with  pacific  care. 
Keep  neutral  distance,  whUe  she  wings  the  war 
Crosa  the  Atlantic  vast ;  in  dread  array. 
Herself  to  vanquish  in  America. 
Where  toon,  wp  trust,  the  brother  chieft  shall  see 
The  cengrtes  pledge  them  in  a  cup  of  tea, 
Toaat  peace  and  plenty  to  their  mother  nation. 
Give  three  hnteas  to  George  and  to  taxation, 
And  beg,  to  make  their  loyal  hearts  the  lighter, 
HeM  Md  thett  o'er  dean  Tucker,  with  a  mitre. 

»  Ttie  Petronins  of  the  present  age  needs  not  the 
addMondTa  srmamcto  make  the  worid  certain 
who  'is  meant  by  this  appeltative.  He  was  better 
known  by  the  name  of  Tjong  Sir  Thomas.  (Robinson) 

^  It  is  not  here  insinaat^,  that  the  soul  in  ques- 
tion wants  caring.  The  woi^  cure  is  here  put  for 
care, 'in  the  "sense  in  which  ecclesiastical  lawyers 
use,  tarn  animamm. 

7  See  a  series  iif  wretthed  letters,  written  by 
Sbebbel^e,  in  the  Public  Advertiser,  and  other 
Fftpen. 

Vol,  XVIU. 


In  fonoy's  eye,  I  ken  them  from  aftr 
Circled  with  feather  wreaths,,  imstain'd  by  tar: 
In  pfaoe  of  lanreb,  these  shall  bind  tlieir  brow. 
Fame,  honour,  virtue,  all  are  feathers  now. 
Er'n  beauty^  self,  unfeather'd,  if  we  spy. 
Is  hideous  to  our  macaipni  eye. 

Foolish  the  bard,  who,  in  such  flimsy  times, 
WouM  load  with  satire  or  with  sense  his  rhymes  t 
N6»  let  my  numbers  flutter  light  in  air. 
As  careless  as  the  silken  gossamer. 
Or  should  I,  playful,  lift  the  Muse*s  sooui^ge. 
Thy  cocks  shoukl  tend  their  tails,  my  cockinflt 

George*, 
To  make  the  rod.    So  fear  not  thou  the  song; 
To  whip  a  fMSt,  I  ne'er  will  waste  a  thong. 
Were- 1  ipclm'd  to  punish  courtly  tools, 
I'd  lash  the  knaves  before  I  flapt  the  fools. 
Oigantic  viae  should  on  my  ordeal  bum, 
Long  ofo  it  came  to  thy  poor  pigmy  turn. 

But  snre.tis  best,  whatever  rash  Whigs  may  say^ 
To  sleep  within  a  whole  skin,  while  one  may ; 
For  Whi9»  are  mighty  prone  to  run  sterk  mad» 
If  credence  in  archbishops  may  he  had. 
Therefore  I'll  keep  within  discretkm's  rule. 
And  turn  true  Tory  of  the  Mansfield  schooL 
So  shall  I  'scape  that  creature's  tyger  paw. 
Which  aomo  call  Liberty,  and  some  call  law  tr 
Whose  wbale-like  mouth  is  of  that  savage  shape. 
Whene'er  his  long-rob'd  showman  bids  him  gape. 
With  tusks  so  strong,  with  grinders  so  tremendovw. 
And  such  a  length  of  gullet,  Heaven  defend  us ! 
Tliat  should  you  peep  into  the  red-raw  track, 
Twould  make  your  cold  flesh  creep  upon  your^ 

back. 
A  maw  like  that,  what  mortal  may  withstand  ? 
*Twoukl  swallow  all  the  poets  in  the  land. 

Come,  then,  Shebbeare  I  and  hear  thy  bard  delivef 
Unpaid-for  praises  to  thy  pension-giver,    [muse  '^ ! 
Hear  me,   like  Tucker,  swear,    "  So  help  mc^ 
I  write  not  for  preferment's  golden  views." 
But  hold^-*tis  on  thy  province  to  intrude : 
I  would  lie  loyal,  but  would  not  be  rude. 
To  thee,  my  veteran,  I  his  feme  consign ; 
Take  thou  St  James's,  be  St»  Stephen's  mine. 
Hail,  genial  hot-bed!  whose  prolific  soil 
So  well  repays  all  North's  perennial  toil. 
Whence  he  can  raise,  if  want  or  whim  in 
A  crop  of  votes,  as  plentiful  as  pines. 
Wet-nurse  of  tavern-waiters  and  nabds. 
That  empties  first,  and  after  fills  their  fobs  t 
(As  Pringle,  to  procure  a  sane  secretioiv 
Purges  the  primas  viae  of  repletion.) 
What  scale  of  metaphor  shall  foncy  raise. 
To  climb  the  heights  of  thy  stupendous  praise  } 
Thrice  has  the  Son  commenc'd  his  annual  ride^ 
Since,  full  of  years  and  praise,  thy  mother  died* 
*Twas  then  I  saw  thee  with  exulting  eycSj, 
A  second  phenix,  from  her  ashes  rise ; 
Mark'd  all  the  graces  of  thy  loyal  crest, 
Swfibt  with  the  perfume  of  its  parent  nest. 

3  A  great  coclc -fighter  an<S  little  senator,  who,  in 
the  last  parliament,  called  the  Heroic  Postscript  a 
libel. 

^Wi^h  coufticTS  and  chm-climen  the  terms  ar». 
s3rnonimous.     See  a  late  Sermun. 

^^  The  reverend  deaii  took  a  solemn  oath  in  one ' 
of  his  Ute  pamphlets,  that  he  would  not  i>c  a  bishop. ' 

£  e  ' 
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Rarechtck;  hov  woithy  «f  all  covitt  oam^^, 
How  soft,  lioir  echo-liVe,  it  cbirp'd  addrescM. 
Proceed,  1  cry'd,  thy  full-Bedg'd  plum^  unfold. 
Each  true-blpe  fe^ither  »baU  be  tipt  wjtb  ga^  i 
OrdainM  thy  race  Qf  future  fame  tfi  run. 
To  do,  whatever  thy  mother  IpSi  undone. 
In  all  her  smooth,  obsequious  paths  proceed, 
Foi;,  know,  poor  Opposition  wants  a  head. 
With  honi  and  hound  her  truant  sehoolboyi  r^niOy 
And  for  a  fox-cbase  quit  St  i>tepben't  done, 
Forgetful  of  their  graudsire  Njqarod's  plan, 
"  A  mighty  liunter,  Ijut  his  pr^y  waa  nan  »i.V 
The  rest,  at  crouded  Ai mack's  nighUy  bett. 
To  stretch  their  own  beyond  tbe  natkm't  debk 
Vote  then  secure  i  the  peedfi^l  millions  rajse. 
That  fill  the  privy-purse  with  means  and  waya. 
And  do  it  .quickly  too,  to  pbow  your  breediofr* 
The  weasel  ScoU  *2  ar«  hungry,  and  want  feeding. 
Nor  need  ye  wait  for  t,bat  more  pfenteons  season^ 
When  mad  America  i^  brought  to  reason. 
Obsequious  Ireland,  ^  l^r  sister's  daim,- 
(Sister  or  stepdamq,  iiaU  her  either  name) 
Shall  pour  profusely  ^§r  Pactoiian  tide. 
Nor  I^ve  her  native  j^i^iots  unsupply'd. 
Earl  Nugent  sung  )3,  while  yet  but  simpU  Qmn, 
That  wretched  Ireland  bad  na  gcrid  to  ^tue. 
How  opuldst  thou,  simple  C^Uuw !  that  isle  abope. 
Which  prompts  and  pays  thy  linsey-woolaey  Muse  ? 

♦ «  A  line  of  Mr.  Pope's.  If  our  younger  senators 
would  take  the  hhit,  apd  now  and  then  hunt  a 
minister  instead  of  a  fox,  they  might  perhaps  find 
some  futt  Ml  it.         ' 

w  It  is  not  I,  but  Shake^peana,  that  gives  my 
countrymen  this  epitheU      See  Han.  V.  aet  1. 

For  once  the  eagle  England  being  in  prey, 
«     T<v  her  unguarded  nest  the  weazel  Scot 

Comes  sneaking,  and  so  sucks  her  princely 
eggs,  &c. 

»  The  intellect  not  only  6f  posterity,  but  of  the 
|>resent  reader,  must  here  again  be  enlightened  by 
a  note :  for  thit  song  was  sung  above  two  years  ago, 
and  IS  consequently  forgotten:  Yet  if  the  reader 
will  please  lo  recollect  how  easily  I  brought  to  life 
sir  William  Cbamben's  prose  dissertation  which  had 
been  d^  half  that  time,  he  wift,  I  hope,  give  me 
*^rr**  ^^^  '^^  ^  recover  this  dead  poem  from 
oblivion  mUo.  It  was  sent  to  her  majesty  on  her 
hirthday,  with  a  present  of  Irish  grogram ;  and  the 
newspaper  of  the  day  said  (but  I  know  not  how 
truly)  that  the  queen  was  graciously  pleased  to 
ttjank  the  noble  anthor  for  both  his  pieces  of  stuff, 
pe  poet*8  exordium  seemed  to  have  been  taken 
from  that  very  ode  in  Horace  which  I  have  also 
attempted  to  imitate  in  this  pamphlet  It  b^an  by 
assuring  her  majesty,  that  Ireland  was  too  poor  to 
present  her  with  a  piece  of  gold  plate :  • 

Could  poor  ierene  gifts  afibrd. 
Worthy  the  consort  of  her  lord. 
Of  porest  gold  a  scoiptued  frame 
Just  eipblera  of  her  zeal  should  flame. 
This  supposed  poverty  of  his  native  country  stnic^ 
we  at  the  time  as  a  mere  gratis- dictum.     I  have, 
therefore^  endeavoured  to  refute  it,  fw  the  honour 
oflreland.  '  .      . 


Mistaken  peer!  Het  tBeeiertrni^er  eaa  ptnt, 
Di<|  she  not  knig  pay  Viry  for  oar  peace ) 
Say,  did  she  not,  till  rang  the  royal  knell, 
Irradiate  vestal  majesty  at  Zell } 
Sure  then  she  might -affixti,  to  my  poor  thinking, 
One  golden  tomUer,  fbrqueepCharbtte'sdrinkiag^ 
I  care  but,  if  her  hinds,  on  fens  and  rocks  h, 
Ne'er  roast  one  shouUer  of  their  &tted  flocks. 
Shall  Irish  hinds  to  mnttoa  make  pietcnskinsi 
^  theirs  potatoes,  and  be  oars  their  pensions. 
If  they  raftise,  great  tf  oftb,  by  me  advised, 
Enact,  that  eaoh  potatoc  be  eaois'd. 
Ah!  hfubt  thou,  Mostb,  adopted  this  ttge  plan, 
And  scom*d  to  tax  eaeh  Bntiah  serring-mao. 
Thy  friend  Mai^seggor,  wImd  he  came  totoii% 
(As  poets  shoakl  do)  in  lut  chaiae  and  eee, 
Had  seen  his  fbot4ioy  Sawney,  \Miee  his  padsb 
On  stunt  Scotch  ponty  taoltiBg  by  hit  side, 
With  frock  of  fiwtian,  and  wilk  eape  of  i«d» 
Nor  grqdg'd  the  gniiiea  tax'd  npoo  kis  hm^ 
But  tush,  I  heed  not^-for  my  ooualry^  goad 
ril  pay  it^it  will  paroheie  ITaukee  fabodr** 
And  well  I  weea,  fcr  this  betoio  <l«yy 
Almon  will  grpa  me  wherawidbal  to  f^y. 
Tax  then,  ye  ffieedy  miniitein^  your  filU 
No  matter,  if  withigneiance  er  ikilL 
Be  ours  to  pay,  and  thaVe  an  easy  task, 
In  these  blest  tioMs  to  have  ia  but  to  aik. 
Ye  know,  whato'er  isfhmi  the  i^Uic  pnsl^ 
Will  sevenfold  sink  mto  year  iprivato  ehesl. 
For  he,  the  nnrahig  lather,  that  leoeivBS, 
Full  fireely  tho*  he  takes,  at  Awely  givei. 
So  when  great  Oar,  at  his  mechansD  eaU, 
Bads  orient  pearls  from  goldan^  dragoasMI^ 
Each  little  dragonet,  with  hnuscn  grin. 
Gapes  for  the  pisekma  priae^  eod  gulps  iim 
Yet  when  we  peep  behind  the  niagie  eotne, 
One^naster-wheel  dareet*.  the  whole  madbina : 
The  self-same  peefli,  in  aiee  gnMfatioo,  alt 
Around  one  oemnon  oeotre,  riee  and  fiill  *^i  • 
Tlitts  may  our  itate-mnseam  long  surprise ; 
And  what  is  tank  by  votes  ia  bribes  arise ; 
Till  mock'd  «)d  jaded  with  the  poppet  play, 
Old  England's  genius  turns  with  soorrn  a#ay, 
Ascends  his  saorad  bark,  the  sails  udflirtM, 
And  steen  bis  atoto  to  the  wide  western  iroiid  s 
High  on  the  helm  mijestic  Freedom  stanb, 
In  act  of  oeld  contempt  she  waves  her  hands. 
"  Take,  slaves,*'  sheeries,  '^be  realms  thkt  I  dboeiw 
Renounce  your  birth*righty  and  destroy  my  throne.'' 


^*  Alluduig  to  these  lines  in  U|e  sapB^  p<^* 

Whera  starving  hinds  hem  fens  aaid  iticki, 
View  pastures  rich  with  herds  and  ilecibi. 
And  only  view — forbid  to  taste,  &c. 

And  in  a  note  on  the  passage,  ite  tells  ui  fiiat  tee^ 
hinds  never  eat  aninoal  food  ;  hot  says  not  onewoid 
about  potatoes,  that  most  nutritiotts  ef  aHahmcaUy 
which  is  surely^  very  dismgenuoos. 

<$  I  was  let  mto  this  seciat  by  my  late  pitroB, 
sir  William  Chambers ;  who,  as  If  r,  Cdx'lB  aatomsta 
were  vary  much  in  the  Chinese  taste,  was  very  ca- 
rious to  discover  their  mechanism.  I  must  do  the 
knight  the  justice  to  own  that  some  of  my  M 
things  are  borrowed^om  hiflk 
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ODE 

»o 

SIR  FLETCHER  NORTON, 

nr  imTATioif  or  horaci,  opi  tiu.  book  it. 


Moss !  were  we  rieb  in  land,  or  stocks, 
We'd  send  sir  Fleicher  (a)  a  gold  box  j 
Who  lately,  to  the  world's  surprise, 
Advis*d  his  sovereign  to  be  wise. 
The  zeal  of  ciu  should  ne*er  surpass  vm, 
We*d  make  him  speaker  of  Parnpstus. 
Or  could  1  boast  the  mimic  eye 
Of  (6)  Townshend,  or  of  Bunbury. 
^liose  art  can  catch,  in  comic  gnise, 
"  The  maaneia  living  as  the^  riae»'' 
And  find  it  the  same  easy  thmg 
To  hit  (c)  a  JoUux  >  pr  a  king ; 
]*d  hangings  weave,  in  flancy's  I0QIII9 
For  lady  Norton's  dtressing  room. 

But  {d)  arts  like  these  1  doa*t  pornie, 
Kor  («)  does  sir  Fletcher  beed  viniL 
Eitough  for  me  in  these  hard  times, 
When  ev'ry  thing  is  tax'd  but  rhymes. 
To  (/)  tag  a  lew  of  these  together  ; 
Tho'  1  am  quite  aDcert^tn,  whether 
My  verse  will  much  rejoice  the  knight, 
As  (g)  great  a  store  as  I  set  by  t.    . 
For  verse,  (I'd  have  sir  Fletcher  know  it) 
When  written  by  «  genuine  poet. 
Has  more  of  meaning  and  intent. 
Than  (A)  modern  Btta  of  pnriiaineiiti 

Tis  (?)  Qt  and  right,  when  heroes  die. 
The  nation  sboold  a  tomb  supply ; 
Yet,  {k)  not  the  votes  pf  both  the  bouses^ 
Without  th'  asustaoee  of  the  Muses^ 

BoHAatM  ^teteras  (e),  grataqne  oommodns, 
OeiMOriiic,  ineif  asm  aodalibus : 
DoBarem  tripodas,  pr»mia  ibrtinm 
Offajorttm :  neque  tu  pessima  munerum, 
Rwres,  divite  me  scilicet  artium, 
teas  ttut  (h)  Parrfaasitts  protulit,  ant  Scopas ; 
Hie  saxo,  liquidls  ille  coloribus 
Solers  (c)  nunc  hominem  pouere,  nunc  denm. 
Std  (<r;  non  haft  mihi  vis ;  nee  (e)  tibi  talium 
Hes  eat,  ant  animus  deliciamm  egens. 
Gaodas  cannioibus :  (/)carmina  possumus  * 
I>onare,1(g)  &  pretium  dicere  ffluneris. 
Mod  (A)  inciianotis  nuiraom  puUieis,  • 
Ber  (i)  <fa»  spiritns  &  -vita  redit  bons 
Post  mortem  ducibos :  (Ar)  non  celeres  fiigas, 
Si^actaKiae  retrorsum  Amiibalis  minas, 
'  I  Caithaginis  impie. 


1  A  phrase  uMd  by  the  boa  ton  for  a  Iht  parson. 
Sae  a  set  of  excellent  caricatures  published  by 
Beethoiton,  in  New  Bond-Strect 

>  The  imiUtor  found  Himself  obliged  to  devSMe 
m  thia  place  a  little  further  from  his  originhl,  than 
perhaps  the  strict  critic  will  tolerate.  But  as  he 
waa  net  quite  so  certam  of  sir  Fletcher's  fondness 
fcr  powtry,  ^  Uomoe  scema  to  have  been  about  the 
taale  of  Censorinus,  he  thought  it  best  to  express 
hiiMrtfwi»>jgfttotdittdtf»»ttithfitMt»ct, 


Can  give  that  permanence  of  fome 

That  heroes  from  their  country  claim. 

And  tell  me  pray,  to  odr  good  king. 

What  fame  our  present  broils  can  bring, 

Ev'n  should  the  Howes  (which  some  folks  doubt) 

Put  Washington  to  total  root. 

Unless  his  treasurer,  in  an  ode  '  , 

Exalt  the  victor  to  a  god. 

A  man,  1  know,  may  get  a  penskn 

Without  the  Muse's  intervention; 

Yet  what  are  pensions  to  the  praise 

Wrapt  up  in  (/)  Caledonian  lays? 

Say,  Johnson  !  where  had  been(m)  Fingal, 

But  for  Macpherson's  great  assistance  ? 
The  chieftain  had  been  nought  at  all, 

A  non-existing  non-eidstence. 
Mac,  like  (n )  a  poet  stout  and  good,  [flood. 

First  (o)  plung'd,  then  plisckM  him  from  oblivion's 
And  bad  him  blu'^er  at  his  ease. 
Among  the  fmitftil  Hebrides. 
A  (p)  common  poet  can  retive 
The  man  who  once*  has  been  alive : 
But  Mac  revives,  by  magic  power. 
The  man  who  never  liv'd  before. 

Such  hocus-pocus  tricks,  I  own. 
Belong  to  Gallic  bards  atone. 
My  {q)  Muse  would  think  ber  power  enongh. 
Could  «he  make  'borne  folks  fever  proof; 
Dub  them  immortal  from  their  birth. 
And  give  them  all  their  Heaven  on  Earth, 
Then  (r)  dpctor  Kaye,  that  broad  divii^     • 
With  lords  and  dak^  should'  ever  dine, ;         .  ,• 
Post,  prate,  and  preach,  for  years  on  yj^mt-  1  •   • 
And  puff  himself  in  gazetteers. 
Sandwich  for  aye,  should  shine  (<}  the  star* 
Pn^itious  to  our  naval  war  $ 


Ejus,  qui  domitA  nomen  ab  A(Hc4 
Lucratus  rediit,  clariiis  indicant 
Landes,  qu&mCalabrse  (/)  Pierides:  neque 
Si  chartie  sileaUt  quod  bsoh  foceris 
Mcrcedem  tuleris.  p 

Quidforet)li8f        ,,* 
Mavortisque  (m)  puer,  si'^citurnitas.      ,    ,,. 
Obstaret  merltli  iqvid^  Romuli  ^  ,   ..,, 

Ereptiim  (n)  stygius  fiuctibus  £acum' 
Virtus,  &  favor,  &  (0)  lingua  pptentinm.      ...^ 
Vatum,  divitibus  eoosecrat  insulis.  , 

DigDum  laude  virum  Mutja  {p)  vetat  mori : 
Cslo  {q)  Musa  beat.     Sic  (r)  Jovis  interest 
Optatis  epulis  impiger  Hercules  ; 
Clarum  (<}  Tyndaridae  sidus  ab  infimis  .         ,.      i 

3  The  late  promotion  of  a  poet  to  the  treasiyer- 
ship  of  the  household,  must  necessarily  give  to  aU^ 
true  votariea  of  the  muses  (as  it  does  to  me)  great| 
deleotatkm;  Tis  whisperfxl,  by  some  people  in  tlie 
secret,  that  the  very  pacific  cast  qf  the  laureat'a 
birth-day  ode,  occasioned  the  noble  barb's  es^afta- 
tion.  as  it  was  thought  expe^ientjto  have  appther 
poetical  placeman  in  readioess  tacelebratetb^  final 
overthrow  of  the  American  rebels..  Nay,  it  is  as- 
sured, that  a  reversionary  Krant'  of  the  office  of 
lanreat  has  in  this  instance  been  superadded  to  the 
tseawr^ribip,  yet  with  theMa&lcation  1^  the  an. 
mial  butt  of  sack,  which  the  lord  steward  calculates 
will  be  a  OOMMcraMeta^ng  to  the  nation. 
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Caalk  all  our  renelt'  (0  ^^^  "^ 
^nd  in  the  (locks  work  double  tidet. 
While  StonnoDt  *  grac'd  («)  with  ribband  green. 

Keeps  France  from  misdng  in  the  riot. 
Till'  Britain's  lion  vents  bis  spleen. 

And  tears  his  rebel  whelps  in  quiet.   * 

Quassas  (i)  eripinnt  fleqtioribos  rates  ; 
Omattis  viridi  tetnpeca  pampino 
Liber  (v)  tou  banoi  ducit  ad  excitos* 


LEAN  AND  THB  SSUlREr 

h 
POLITICAL  ECOLOGUa 

HUMBLY  DBDICATBD  T» 

SOAMB  JENYNS,  ESS. 

By  tiie  Autfaor  ci  the  Heroic  Epistle  to  6ir  WUljain 
Chambers,  &c. 

IPubiiskedininS^.} 

A  CARD. 

The  Aatlior  presents  hH  best  respects  to  the 
reader,  and  begs  that  he  would  do  htm  the  fiiTour 
to  read  the  two  first  headfe  tff  Mr.  Jenyn«*s  seventh 
dSsqnisition,  before  h6  ctitt  «pen  this  patfiplilet; 
that  he  may  perceive  tbd^fMt'ftrtlw  Mthtt  alliisioni 
kere  made  to  that  wondfcrfUl  yetfeftBiiwew     - 


Sir, 


BEDiCA-nmr^ 


SOAXQ  JENYNS^  ]ESQ» 


Wbvh  r  lately  read'  your  4witt'«iM<m  on  Govern* 
went  and  Civil  Libeitty,  itg^veme  muob  qonoara 
to  find,. that  yon  had  not  written  it  in  vene.  Such 
Mfiages  and  such  sentiments,  such  wit  and  su^h 
anrgumems,  were  surely  too  Wd  to  be  wasted  on 
prose.  And  you  wh6  have  wrii^^e'rse  stflode, 
and  with  so  much  facAHr;  Are  highly  Inl^&a^abid 
for  not  Iwving  empToyeu  that  tat^nf  6h' 86  hnpoT- 
tant  an  occasion  as  the  pr^^nt,  wh^ti  ^ou  had^ 
taken  upon  you  to  codAfte  ^*  so  Inftn^.absttrd 
principles  concerning  government  And  liberty. 
which  have  of  late  been  disseminated  with 'uni|sua1 
industry/'  principles,  let  me  add,  which  were  still 
ihore  industriously  disseminated  flt  Che  Revolntion 
by  Locke;  at  the  accession  tty  Hoadly*  'an<f  i 
hundred  years  before  either,  by  Hooker;  ^'brinc!-^ 
pies,  which,"  you  say,  «*  sf re  as  fklse,  as  tafaiihTevoua, 
as  inconsistent  with  ooitimon  sei^se,  as  wjth  all 
finman  society,  and  Which  reoQlre  nothing  more 
than  to  be  fairly  stated,  to  be  rdfuted.^»  ' 
The  pious  poet,  Heri)ert,  1  think,  ttflls'us,  that 
A  verse  may  catch  bim,  who  a  sannon  flies. 
Why  then  should  you  discard  Tsrse^  when  you  im^ 

«  At  that  time  the  BritiA  ambassadkNr  at  Pans^ 


tended  to  catch  such  careless  readers,  as  would  be 
apt  to  fly  a  sermon  ?  Why,  by  dividing  your  dis- 
course into  five  methodical  heads,  should  you 
make  it  appear  as  formal  as  the  gravest  polpit-lee- 
ture  ever  delivered  by»ld  bishop  fksveridge,  or 
young  bishop  Bagot  ?  I  protest.  Mr.  Jeoyns^  I 
cannot  account  for  this  Strange  proceeding. 

However,  thai  such  sort  of  readers  may  read  yoo, 
I  have  attempted  to  do  that  for  your  benefit  and 
theirs,  tiliich  you  would  not  do  for  them,oribr 
yourself:  and,  unequal  as  I  am  to  the  task,  have 
drest  up  your  two  first,  and,  as  I  think,  priocipsl 
topics,  in  as  easy  and  &shionable  metre  as.  I  vas 
capable  of  writing.  I  know  you  would  have  doce 
this  much  better.  But,  as  my  wgdr  is  bat  a 
'fragment,  I  am  oof  witl^out  my  hopes,  that  what  I 
have  done  may  be  a  spur  to  your  indolence,  aod 
that  you  may  be  tempted  not  only  to  correct,  but 
complete  it 

But  when  I  say  that  i  have  versified  yon,  I  take  a 
pride  in  boasting,  that  I  am  not  your  mere  versi- 
fier. I  take  a  pleasure  too  in  owning,  that  yoo 
yourself  led  me  to  attempt  a  nobler  species  of  com- 
position. I  had  read,  some  years  ago,  your  very 
delectable  Eclogue  of  the  ^uire  and  the  Paraoo, 
written  on  occaskvn  of  that  glorious  peace,  the 
honour  of  making  which,,  is  to  be  inscribed  one 
day  (may  it  be  a  late  one !)  onxhe  mausoleum  of 
the  cari  of  Bute.  This,  sir,  led  me  to  think  of  giving 
my  present  performance  a  dramatic  cast,  so  far  as 
an  eclogue  can  possess  that  title.  On  this  idea, 
having  resolved  t^  make  ypiu  m^  Tityrus,  I  had 
not  far  to  stek  for  a  Melib^.,  ^  brother  writer, 
who  has  of  late  endeavoured,  to  oiasemiDate  prio- 
ciples,  similar  Jo  some  of  yoirs,  with  unusual, 
though  abortive  industry,  immediately  occurred  to 
my  imagination ;  and  as  uiimediaiely  I  resolred 
to  read  his  more  elaborate  treatise,  in  order  to 
enable  me  Co  execute  my  pl^h  with  greater  exacti- 
tude, and  better  preservation  of  sentiment  and  cha- 
racter. 

Although  I  must  osm,  that  this  exeroitation  of 
my  patience  cost  aw  manKa  yawn,  yet  I  found,  ta 
my  great  satisfaction,  thitt  this  writer  alkiwed  for 
true,  what  you  hold  to  be  Mse,  tho«e  two  first  prin* 
ciples  of  Mr.  Locke,  that  men  are  equal,  and  that 
men  are  free  K  I  concluded,  therefore,  that  be 
was  a  very  proper  ponton  to  dispute  those  points 
with  you.  Acebrdingly,  wititout  further  ceremo- 
nial, I  set  you  both  down,  not  indeed  sub  t^mioe 
fagi,  but,  for  the  sake  nf  the  costume,  in  a  snog 
town  caffi)e-hOBse,  and  theK  enlerod  you  iktriy 
into  debate. 

If  on  your  pyirt»  sir,  L  Mto  cunsi;  dene  move  than 
elucidated  any  of ^  those  asHqrtiow  sflnc^  yon  call 
arguments,  I  humbly  ask  youit  pardon ;  and  on  the 
dean*8,  if  I  have  made  him  a  lit^e  iqt^  IM^  and 
spiritual,  I  as  humbly  ask.  hi^  .t>9.oj)^,i^ng 
tdoes  so  much  harm  to  an  ecclesiastic^  hj^  fjiM  Toa4 
of  preferaient,  as  th^.t^fire  j^wpicion  of  beii|(^  ,wjt^« 
But,  as  the  divine  in  question  (laS  long'  been  a 
dean,  and  has  sfrom  that  he  will  newtetarfaHliop^ 
L^w^  no  great  harm  is^dtfoa     .<      t 

That  yott  najy-lonn  "fOMin  Qn4he  iilnstiiotis^list 
oC.prtMioners,  even  after  the  useful  boaid,  from 
ni^b  yoa  dari««'tM  fights  sbstt  bn^w  nsdra; 
tbiit  bavmg  ohan^sd  Inaii^  Tosy  itr  Whigostte 

>SeeTack«rQnQovenMiMnlV4QlbMi     - 
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mmaibcf  of  fhe  doke  of  N«iroutl«,  horn  Whig  to 
Tory  under  those,  or  rather  that  of  lords  Bute  and 
North,  you  may  noir  agahi  ehange  from  Tory  to 
Whig  under  the  new  admhiMtratiQB ;— and  (since 
we  have  it  on  very  eloquent  evidenoe,  that  it  is 
now  the  £ttfaion  for  persons  of  the  greatest  conse- 
quence to  be  no  logger  in  shackles)  that  you  may 
aoott  cease  to  be  encumbered  with  your  present 
•lavish  principles,  is  the  sincere  and  fervent  wish  af» 
sir, 
yoor  most  obsequious  servant* 

MALCOLM  MAC-ORlOOOa* 

KnightBbridge,  Hay  Ist^  178S. 


ni  OSAH  AND  COUQU. 

Tit  ooflSBa-hooae  of  good  account. 

Not  fiir  from  Bond-street,  caU'd  the  Mount. 

Sonne  Jenyns  met  the  dean  of  Oloucester  i  i 

And,  a»  they  sate  in  lounging  posture, 

Rach  on  his  beach,  and  face  to  fece» 

The  dean  began  in  tone  of  bass : 

While  Jenyns,  in  his  trd>le  key^ 

Replied  with  much  alacrity. 

Repeat,  my  Muse,  th'  ahematrstrams. 

That  lloWd  Aom  these  Aroadian  iinHM, 

Who  both  were  equally  aleit^ 

Or  to  deny,  or  to  assart  ^ 


DBAir. 

'Squire  Jenyns,  since  with  like  intent 
We  both  have  writ  on  government, 
And  both  stand  stobboni  as  a  rock 
Agumt  the  principles  of  Yiocke, 
Let  us,  like  brofiier  meeting  brother. 
Compare  enr  notes  with  one  another* 
Tb  true,  l*ve  not  had  time  to  look, 
Tho*  much  I  wish'd  St^  in  your  book. 

'SQUiaa* 
I>octor,  my  book  is  quickly  i«ad, 

DEAM. 

rd  other  crotchets  in  my  head  ^, 
But  you,  I  guessy  have  studied  i  ' 

'SQOIRS. 

No^  to  my  shaagie,  not  ev'n  a  lines 

DBAH. 

That's  something  strange — ^yet  fortnnite  ^ 
For  now  on  par  we  shall  debate. 

'squire* 
True.    Who  to  play  al  Whist  regards. 
When  he»  that  .deals,  has  seen  the  cards  ? 

SBAir. 

Well  put.    Fust  then,  'Us  fit,  I  deem» 
You  tell  me  bow  you  treat  your  theoM^ 

'SQVtSE. 

I  controvert  those  five  positions. 
Which  Whigs  pretend  are  the  cooditkmt 
Of  dvil  rule  and  liberty ; 
That  men  are  equal  bofti-— and  free—* 

>  JhL  Tucker. 

s    <•  • ■  Arcades  ambo^ 

Et  cantase  paresy  et  tespoiiaie  paiala. 

VngiL 
3  The  dean  had  been  employad  in  writfaig  his 
Ctti  Bono?  ttft  Bfbns.  Neokar,  which  ^  said  by  per- 
sons who  have  read  it^  to  contain  many  curioos 
crotchety    CniBonoi 


That  kings  derive  their  lawful  s«ay 
All  from  the  people's  yea  and  nay— 
That  compact  is  the  only  ground. 
On  which  a  prince  his  rights  can  found-—* 
Lastly,  1  scout  that  idle  notion. 
That  government  is  put  in  motion. 
And  stopt  again,  like  clock  or  chime. 
Just  as  we  want  them  to  keep  time. 

DBAM. 

'Sblood !  do  you  controvert  them  all  ? 

'squire. 
Indeed  I  do,  nr,  great  and  small. 

DBAJI. 

Yon*re  a  bold  man«  my  master  Jenyns, 
And  have  good  right  to  count  your  vinnii^gs» 
If  you  succeed. — ^But  I,  who  dare 
As  much  as  most,  to  go  so  far 
Had  not  the  ooorage,  1  assure  ye^ 
Tho^  I  suborned  a  Tory  jury  U 

'sou  IRS. 

That  men  were  equal  bom  at  first, 
I  hold  of  all  W|iig  lies  ibe  worst. 
But  yet,  if  only  this  they  mean,. 
That  you  and  1,  good  Mr.  Dean, 
Were  equally  piroduceil,  'tis  tra<i.; 
For  I  was  bom  as  much  as  you. 
But  now,  comparing  size  and  strength. 
Our  body's  bulk,  our  nose's  lengthy 
The  periwigs,  that  grace  our  pate. 
My  little  wit,  your  learning  grea^ 
We  find,  we  are  unequal  quite. 

My  hOMst  friend,  you're  tog  polite. 
Your  witk  lord  Havdwicfce  deigns  to  own. 
Surpasses  evecy  wit^s  in  town  ; 
And  none  e*er  doubted  Hardwicke's  taste. 
Who  e*er  were  Ud  to  Harthricke's  feast. 
But  yet,  I  fiear,  at  this  arob  quibble 
Tlie  Lodtians  will  do  more  than  nibble. 
They  say,  and  with  them  I  agree, 
niat  as  to  men's  equality, 
It  rests  on  native  rights  they  havc^ 
Not  to  become  another's  slave, 
Or  tamely  bear  a  tyrant's  y«ke  ^  i 
Tbb  trath  you  p«iTjr  with  a  jcite, 

^  *  Before  the  dean  Oubllshed  his  elaborate  trea^ 
-tise,  he  printed  it  lirst^  w\^  for  the  perusal  of 
o^rtain  Iriendt,  who  were.pltlier  Tories  from  prin- 
'Ctple  or  discr^ioo.  h  ipay  tlierefure  reaiionably  be 
-supposed,  that,  (in.  Milton's  phrase)  it  numbered 
•many  thQice  iitletUcU  among  <)ur  great  church- 
:men.  The  mitred  author  of^  the,  Letter  to  the  Co- 
ooa-Tree,  (written  at  the  c(.)in'neDcemeot  of  lord 
Bute*8  administratjon)  was  amongst  these  person- 
ages; and  it  is  not  to  be  doubted,  but  it  would  re> 
ceive  nkany  improvements  from  bis  adroit  aad  mas- 
terly, hand.   .,    . 

5  The  passage  in  Mr.  Xjocke^s  treatise,  which  the 
dean  here  alludes  to,  seems  to  be  fchis ;  "  Though 
I  9aid  that  ail  men  are  by  o^tMre  equal,  I  caiuot 
be  supposed  to  understand  all  ^rts  of  equality :, 
age  or^virtqe  may  give  men  a  just  precedency: 
excellency  of  parts  and  merit  niay  place  otliers. 
above  the  common  level :  blith  may  subject  some, 
and  alliance  or  .benefits  others,  to  pay  an  obeerv. 
ance  to  those,  to  whom  nature,  gratitude,  or  othar 
respects  OMiy  hwre  owdeitdue:  and  yet  ail  ibi« 
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Jokes,  Mr.  Dean,  I'd  have  yod  \aiom. 

Have  parried  many  a  stOttter  bloiv, 

A  joke  like  this,  as  I  cooceiTe, 

Is  reason^s  representative, 

Who,  vested  with  his  rights,  is  sent 

To  disputatioa^s  parliament. 

DEAK. 

Yet  scorns,  like  some  they  patriots  call. 
To  vote  as  he  instrocts,  at  all. 

'sQUIRfi. 

Sometimes  he  may^— but  to  proceeds- 
All  men  at  birth,  it  is  agreed, 
Have  equal  learning,  wit  and  pow«r, 
Tho*,  at  Lucina's  squalling  hour, 
The  new-born  babes,  in  nurse's  lap, 
Have  only  power  to  suck  her  pap. 
Good  heavens !  to  talk  of  wit  and  I 
In  infants  void  of  all  discerning. 
Is  just  as  if  tliese.  Whigs  disputed. 
As  most  fools  do,  to  be  oonfwted. 
Whether  their  teeth,  in  breadtii  and  length. 
Had  equal  size  and  equal  strength ; 
When,  bless  each  little  slobbenitg  mouth. 
It  had  not  cut  a  siogte  tooth. 

DSAK. 

Your  instance,  I  confess,  is  pretty: 
I  wish  it  were  as  apt  as  witty. 

'SQUIHI. 

But  let  us  give  them  all  they  ask. 
Their  equal  birth,  a  harder  task 
I  think  remains  behind,  to  prove 
That  men  thro'  life  must  equal  move  ; 
Kone  e'er  assume  a  jot  of  power 
More  than  he  had  at  natal  hour. 
Strange  dobtrine  this  I  ye  Whigs,  shall 
Be  long  and  lank  as  Jenkinson, 
None  grow  to  full  six  feet  or  more. 
Because  some  measure  only  four } 
Or,  because  Hunter  jcannot  treat  us' 
With  different  size  of  same-aged  fcetus  ^ 
Thus,  Mr.  Dean,  the  point  Tve  prov'd  : 
And,  if  your  reverence  is  so  mov'd. 
You'll  find,  with  like  facility 
I  prove  they^all  are  not  bom  free : . 

DBAN« 

My  sprightly  'squire,  if  t^is  be  proving. 
Then  billing  is  the  whole  of  loving. 
Bame  Logic  knows,  whene'er  I  meet  her. 
With  more  substantial  sport  I  treat  her* 
These  Whigs  will  answer  your  demand 
With  saying,  all  they  understand    . 
By  power  is.  *'  Jhat  alone  is  just. 
Which  to  a  few  the  rest  intrust  j 
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vith  the  equality,  which  all  men  are  in,  in 
respect  of  jurisdiction  or  dominion  one  over  ano- 
ther: which  was  the  equality  I  there  (cb.  2d.) 
spoke  of,  as  proper  to  the  business  in  hand,  being 
that  equal  right,  that  every  man  hath,  to  his  natural 
freedom,  without  being  subjected  to  the  will  or 
authority  of  any  other  man."  Ch.  6,  sec.  54.  To 
this  the  dean  accedes  in  his  first  chapter.  "  First 
then,  I  agree  with  Mr.  Locke  and  his  disciples, 
that  there  is  a  sense,  in  which  it  may  be  said,  that 
no  man  is  bom  the  pohtical  subjest  of  another.^ 


Add  to  1 

Is  force,  not  legal  gofOMaeat  ^^ 

As  to  your  simile  of  sisew' 

They'll  say  your  bnOM  m  in  yopr  «fm 

But  DOW  go  «ll. 

Theh- flext  MMrUn 
You'll  find  affords  me  man  diimskMl. 
For  how  shonM  men  be  ^er  komfttey 
When  to  be  bora  is  slavery. 
An  imposition  ift  ftself. 
Do  parents  ask  Ihe  IMto  t)t. 
Ere  they  beget  him,  his  godd  Iti^ 
Or  to  beget  or  to  oonoeive  ', 
Or  does  he  approbatk>n  give 
By  self,  or  repr^MMativte  ? 

DBA)!. 

Yet,  when  begot,  M  tny  opinioiL 
He's  then  the  heir  to  self-^ominioA  ; 
Has  right  both  to  be  bora  and  bred. 
To  suck  the  breast — 

's«uiaB» 
And  p— his  bad* 


He  has.    N«y  mora,  I'd  hat«  y«a  luiQi^ 
Protection,  while  in  embrig^ 
Is  his,  e'er  you  can  justly  diato 
His  quasi-compaot  with  the  state  '^» 
Onoe,  sir,  I  knew  a  pious  lady. 
Who,  just  as  she  was  getting  ready 
For  church,  one  Easter-Sunday  mori^ 
With  labour-pains  was  sorely  tpra. 
The  church,  good  soul !  she  lov'd  so  Mafy^ 
That  with  her  spouse  she  chose  to  parley  | 
Nor  would  she  let  the  midwife  lay  her. 
Till  she  had  been  at  morning  praydr  ^ 
When,  h>  1  in  midst  of  alt  this  fray, 
Bdbre  mama  had  time  to  pray. 
Her  heir,  a  free-born  British  bbf,    "'/ 
Bolted  to  light  and  liberty. 

'mqirb. 
Your  story,  Mf .  Deatt,  is  pleasant. 
And  wrapt  withal,  in  tenaattost  deceptc-^ 
Yet  vainly  sure  such  proof  you  briiig. 
One  swallow  does  not  UMke  a  spring; 
I  say,  in  sfilte  of  yonr  atrangv  tala,   > 
For  fill  I  n'me  months  he  lies  in  jaiL 
And  what  a  jail  1  so  little  roomy,      * 
So  dank,  so  sultry  and 'so  gfobmy, 

*So  Locke.  *'Qoverament,  Hito  ^rftatsoever 
hands  it  is  put,  bemg  itAnuied  with  thil  ebnfitioo, 
and  for  this  end,  that  men  might  Ukftf  and  aeenrt 
their  propertnta :  th^  pnnce  or  senate,  nAweter  it 
may  have  power  to  make  laws  for  the  regulatinof 
property  between  the  sobieetB  oM  tflMlg^  tMnbr, 
yet  can  never  have  a  power  to  take  t$  MtMftB 
the  whole  or  any  part  of  the  sdj^liproneHy  With- 
out their  own  eonaeat,  for  das  wobM^  m  cArt  ta 
leave  them  no  property  at  alL'^    Ch.  xl  s^  199. 

*>  "  Children  are  entitled  to  protebtM;  whll^  hi 
embrio,  though  they  neither  did  nof  oouli)  ^tAar  into 
any  compact  with  the  state  for  th^'  fatpst." 
Tucker  on  Civil  Goveraraent,  p.  8.  I  h*ve  taken 
the  liberty  to  add  the  term  quftsi  !n  liiy  verfidn  of 
this  passage,  to  make  it  more  analojpids  to  the 
learaed  writer^  general  sentimtets,  who  allows  or 
no  compact,  hut  whatte  is  ptoftidhO  teriil  tjM, 
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ROWQy  wbo  trrry  pviflDB  IniCHKi} 
Ne'er  iFeotar'il  lliera  to  thrust  hit  i 
Yet  there  he  lies,  unlucky  wight ! 
Deprir'd  of  sunshine  and  of  sight, 
Floithig^n  brine,  like  a  young  porpa% 
Till,  bf  ob^trie  habeas  corpus. 
The  brat  b  plockM  to  liberty. 
But,  tell  me,  is  such  freedom  ^ree  t 
In  swaddling  clothes  be  noqr  is  bound. 
Like  Styx  *  that  gird  him  oine  times  round  ; 
They  squeeie  his  nawl,  prsss  his  head. 
Feed  him  with  water  and  with  bread. 
Thus  nineihontbs  more  be  lies  in  cbaiosy 
And,  when  his  freedom  be  regtlos. 
He  puts  it  to  fe  bad  a  u^e, 
"Tb  fouod  M  must  not  yet  go  We. 
Tynnnid  nurse  then  claims  her  right 
To  plague  biih  both  by  day  and  night. 
Then  grave  as  pop^.  and  gruff  as  'nirk, 
Fttdantic  schooUiasteT,  HlTe  York, 
Thrashes  the  trretch  with  gramihai^s  i^ 
To  niend  his  head  corrects  his  tail. 
And  this  with  diosi  despoUb  fury, 
Heedlea  of  mercy,  law,  and  jnry. 

MAN. 

fir,  yOQ'vt  a  h^y  wtm  fbr  satire, 
And  toooh  it  with  a  main  du  maitre. 
Tet,  why,  sir,  treat  mild  Markham  thns  ? 
Hit  gnoe,  yon  know,  is  one  of  ui. 

'SdUIftX. 

I  Mk  his  pardon.    Atthetime 
He  chanc'd  to  hiteh  into  my  rhym^^  t 
But  to  oar  point-^us  iar  Tve  sUted, 
The  hoy  is  bom  and  educated ; 
And  now  he  walks  the  world  at  large  ; 
Yet  has  he  got  a  finee  discharge  ? 
Ko ;  ^leos  nolens,  as  at  school. 
He  itill  most  yield  to  civil  rule  ; 
A  solgect  bom,  he's  subject  still. 
Hot  gofera'd  1^  his  mere  self-wUI ; 
But,  if  he  breaks  the  hiws  in  force. 
Or  kiDs  his  man,  or  steals  a  horse, 
Howe'er  he  mar  dfapnte  their  right. 
And  Coke  with  r  '       ' 


•  Tbo' Fste  had  fiKt  hoand  her. 
With  Styx  mna  timsa  nmnd  her. 

Pope's  Ode  on  St  Cecilia's  Bay. 

*  Bad  .not  this  vnlucky  holt  been  shot  by  the 
*squhre,  it  is  probable  the  dean  would  not  have  been 
thrown  off  his  acent,  hot  would  have  answered  all, 
that  h^d  bean  asserted,  in  some  such  manner  as 
Kr^  locfce  does:  <*  ChiUren,  I  confess,  are  not 
bora  in  this  foil  state  of  equality,  though  they  are 
bora  to  it.  Their  parents  have  a  sort  of  rule  and 
iurisdiction.Qfver  them,  when  they  eome  into  the 
world,  and  for  soone  time  after;  but  it  is  but  a  tem- 
porary one.  The  bonds  of  this  sulgection  are  like 
Ibe  swaddling  clothes  they  are  wrapt  up  in,  and 
sopported  by,  in  the  weakness  of  their  tnfoney; 
•ge  ai|d  reason,  as  they  grow  up,  loosen  them,  till 
at  length  they  drop  quite  off,  and  leave  a  man  at 
his  own  free  disposal.''  Ch.  6.  sec.  55.  This  pas- 
aage,  «Dd  the  other  two  already  quoted,  seem  to  he 
»  snfficient  answer  to  Mr.  Jenyns  on  his  two  first 
heads.  4J1  his  objections  turn  on  the  term  bom: 
whereas  Locke's  propositions  are,  "  Men  are  by 
natore  equal,  and  by  nature  free;**  that  u,  have 
nqaal  lights  in  their  pemmt  and  liber^. 


Must  make  ai  Tybom  hb  corif^stid^ 

DEAK. 

I  fear,  sir,  here  you  beg  the  question* 
A  subject  born  in  any  state 
May,  if  he  please,  depatriate. 
And  go,  for  ireasons  weak  or  weighty. 
To  Zealand-New,  or  Oteheite. 

'sooiaa. 
Yet  there  what  freedom  ^ill  he  hav% 
When  made  queen  Ober«a*s  slave  ? 
Her  majesty  may  lay  d  tax, 
I  fear  would  weaken  stronger  baeks. 
Than  ev*n  was  yonr's,  my  doughty  dean. 
When  nerv'd  with  youth,  and  stout  eighteen. 

Perhaps  she  night.    Then  let%  MppoM 

To  some  unpi^pied  isle  be  gbes, 

And  Ukes  a  mistrsss  hi  his  sleetd. 

To  live  as  Adam  did  With  Cve  ^ 

Or  say,  that  he  had  Intk  to  ffntf 

A  hundred  more  of  th^  same  mnid. 

To  migrate  with  their  mates  by  dosen^- 

And  there  to  live  like  cater-cousins. 

We  will  not  call  them  sirs,  and  madams. 

But  a  cool  hundred  £ves  and  Adams ; 

I  think  they  would,  or  soon,  or  late. 

By  quasi-^mpact  Ibnnd  a  state  lo. 

What  think,  you  'squire,  of  that  Scoteh  p«er  », 

Who  wenching  held  so  very  dear, 

(I  dont  aver  h'u  taste  was  right 

In  liking  black  girls  more  than  white. 

Not  that  I  rashly  would  decide ; 

They  know  the  best,  who  both  have  tried) 

That,  to  indulge  and  teke  his  fil^ 

He  fenced  an  Apalachian  hill. 


M  Here  the  J>ean  tnms  aside  to  his  own  tngeniont 
hypothesis,  which  he  makes  the  trae  basis  of  civil 
guverament,  and  which,  the  more  to  disseminate  it, 
I  shall  here  briefly  explain.  He  supposes,  that  a 
hundred  Adams  and  Eves  should  all  be  produced 
full  grosm,  and  m  conjugal  pairs;  and  then  oon« 
eludes,  that  they  would  naturally  herd  together, 
and  form  a  civil  society,  from  their  instinctive  love 
of  living  together'  as  gregarious  animals.  But,  as 
some  might  olject  that  another  instinctive  appetite 
would  tfoedilf  dhtaib  the  peace  of  this  society,  and 
that  Horace's  '  teterrima  belli  causa'  might  make 
it «  state  of  war,  he  iagely  provides  against  this  by 
noting  "  that  the  appetite  between  the  sexes  can 
have  no  pUoa  in  the  questwn,  because  it  is  not  of 
that  sort,  which  renders  mankind  gregarious."  Yet, 
as  he  also  owns,  **  that  the  most  solitary  animals 
af  certahi  seasons  oooverse  in  pairs,"  it  is  necessary 
for  the  support  of  his  hypothesis,  that  all  hit  Adams 
and  Eves  should  be  as  chaste  as  turtles;  and, 
therefore,  I  have  called  them  a  cool  hundred,  an 
epithet  which,  the  reader  sees,  is  here  for  finom 
being  an  expletive,  but  highly  emphatical;  for,  if 
the  dean's  hundred  Adams  and  Eves  were  not  more 
cool  than  an  hundred  pain  of  people  of  fesbion, 
whom  I  could  mention,  it  is  to  he  feared,  that  many 
of  the  males  in  his  civil  society,  would  not  only  be 
gregarious  animals,  but  absolutely  homed  cattle. 
See  Tucker  on  Government,  p.  136. 

i>  The  late  lord  Fairfox,  usually  distinguished  by 
the  name  of  lord  Fairfax  of  Viiginia. 
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And,  fabldiDf  tbere  rapreme  oonmiaiidy 

<<  Sc-atter'd  his  image  o'er  the  landy"  is 

Till  Booo  he  got  M)  large  a  race 

Of  little  tawny  babes  of  grace, 

And  these  so  soon  begot  a  second. 

And  those  a  third,  that  quick  he  reekonM 

Soljects  enough  of  his  own  blood, 

To  reign  their  sovereign  great  and  good* 

If  such  a  man  was  not  Mtn  free, 

I  know  not  what  is  liberty. 

'iQUIEB. 

Bear  dean;  yon  intamtpc  my  fheme. 
I  want  to  pteachi  but  yon  to  dream 
Of  negro  girls  and  patriaicb  fcings^ 
Pray  clip  your  fimcy's  wayward  wiugf. 
My  two  pointo  prov'd,  1  draw  from  lianos 
This  truly  Christian  inference. 
That  all,  whom  we  the  fectioos  call. 
Who  'gainst  cooit  influence  hourly  bawl, 
Who  from  their  seats  would  dash  contractorf, 
And  be  themielm  the  natioo**  fectof% 

HDryden, 


Are  all  of  the  oU  romid.4iedl  lesven. 
And  tberefore4ie*er  will  get  to  Hesr^ 


Right.    This  would  gire  my  mind  modi  cmil 

If  drawn  from  sounder  premises. 

Locke  and  his  crew,  1  know  right  wel|. 

Have  sent  fuU  many  a  fool  to  HeU, 

But  not  fitm  what  you've  prov'd,  hot  I—- - 

Hold  Muse!  nor  give  the  squire's  reply* 
You've  run  two  heats;  to  start  a  third 
Would  now,  I  thmk,  be  quite  absurd; 
Tb  much  beyond  an  eclogue's  length  ; 
Come  breathe  a  while,  and  gather  strei^tlk 
You  shall  not  tax,  should  it  be  wiUiog^ 
The  town  beyond  a  siqgle  shilling : 
Stop  then  in  time  your  tinkUng  rill ; 
The  reader's  ean  have  drank  their  All  ^. 

oOanditejamrifOs^paeii;  fiit  prati  Ubenmt 

Ynj, 
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THE 

LIFE  OF  SIR  WILLIAM  JONES- 

BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


jThE  life  of  sir  Wiffiatn  Jones,  one  of  the  most  illustrious  characters  of  the  etghteenth 
centui7»  fonns  a  histoty  of  unexampled  talents,  industry,  and  taste,  employed  to  the  most 
raluable  purposes.  In  what  he  executed  and  in  what  he  projected,  there  is  a  grasp  of 
mind  and  a  vigour  of  intellect  to  which  no  short  narrative  can  do  justice.  Tet  th6 
purpose  of  the  present  sketch  wiH  be  fully  answered  if  it  shall  send  the  reader  witli 
eagerness  to  the  more  ample  and  satisfactory  volume  lately  published  by  lord  Teign* 
mouth. 

The  family  of  this  eminent  scholar  is  ancient,  and  may  be  traced  through  a  long  ca- 
talogue of  names,  none  of  which  have  obtained  a  place  in  biography,  except  that  of 
hb  father,  who  was  highly  and  deservedly  celebrated  as  a  philosopher  and  mathema« 
ticlaa  during  and  after  the  time  of  sir  Isaac  Newton*  Re  Was  a  native  of  Anglesea, 
from  which  he  removed  to  the  humble  occupation  of  teaching  mathematics  on  board 
a  man  of  war.  After  pursuing  this  course  of  life  for  some  years,  he  became  a  teacher 
of  the  same  science  m  Loudon,  and  the  author  of  some  works  in  great  esteem.  His 
excellent  character  and  talents  recommended  him  to  the  acquaintance  and  patronage^ 
of  lord  Hardwlcke,  sir  Isaac  Newton,  lord  Macclesfield  and  others,  which  he  enjoyed 
until  his  death  m  1749.  By  his  wife,  Mary  Nix,  the  daughter  of  a  cabbet-maker  In 
London,  he  had  tfar^  children,  George,  who  died  in  infancy ;  Maiy,  who  became  the 
wife  of  Mr.  Kahisford  a  merchant,  and  lost  her  life  in  1802,  in  consequence  of  her 
clothes  taking  fire,  and  William,  the  subject  of  the  present  memoir,  who  was  bom  on 
the  eve  of  the  festival  of  St.  Michael  174S. 

As  his  fsither  died  when  he  had  tearcely  retehed  his  third  year,  the  care  of  his  eda* 
cation  devolved  on  his  mother,  whose  talents  and  virtues  emmently  qualified  her  fdr 
the  task.  Her  hus(>andf,  with  affectionate  precision,  characterised  her  as  one  who 
«t  was  virtuous  without  blemish,  generous  without  extravagance,  frugal  but  not  nig- 
gard, cheerful  but  not  giddy,  dose  but  not  sullen,  ingenious  but  not  conceited,  6^ 
BpixH  but  not  passionate,  of  her  company  cautious,  in  her  friendship  trusty,  to  her  pa* 
rents  dutiful,  and  to  her  husband  ever  faithful,  loving  and  obedient.'^  She  must  havt 
been  yet  a  Ai6r^  eztraonlinaiy  woman  than  aU  this  unports^  for  We  are  told  that  under 
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her  hasband'fl  tidtion  she  became  a  considerable  proficient  in  algebra,  and  with  a  Tiew 
to  act  as  preceptor  to  her  sister's  son,  who  was  destined  for  the  sea,  she  made  her- 
self perfect  in  trigonometry,  and  the  theory  of  navigation,  sciences  of  which  it  is  pro- 
bable she  knew  nothing  before  marriage,  imd  which  she  now  pursued  amidst  the 
anxious,  and,  usually,  monopolizing  cares  of  a  family. 

In  educating  her  son  she  appears  to  have  preferred  a  method  at  once  afiectionate 
and  judicious.  Discovering  in  him  a  natural  curiosity  and  thirst  for  knowledge,  be- 
yond what  children  generally  display,  she  made  the  gratification  of  those  pasnons  to 
depend  on  his  own  industry,  and  constantly  pointed  to  a  book  as  the  source  of  informa- 
tion. So  successful  was  this  method,  that  in  his  fourth  ;^ear  he  was  able  distinctly  and 
rapidly  to  read  any  English  book,  while  his  memory  wa^  agreeably  exercised  in  getting 
by  heart  such  popular  pieces  of  poetry  as  were  likely  to  engage  the  fancy  of  a  child. 
His  taste  for  reading  gradually  became  a  habit,  and  having  in  his  fifth  year,  while 
looking  over  a  bible,  fallen  upon  the  sublime  description  of  the  Angel  in  the  tenth 
chapter  of  the  Apocalypse,  the  impression  which  his  imagination  received  from  it  was 
never  effaced. 

In  his  sixth  year  an  attempt  was.made  to  teach  him  Latin,  but  the  acquiaitioii  of  a 
new  language  had  as  yet  no  charms.  At  Michaelmas  1753,  when  he  had  compleated 
his  seventh  year,  he  was  placed  at  Harrow  school,  under  the  tuition  of  Dr.  Thackeray. 
Here  during  the  first  two  years  he  iq>plied  with  diligence  to  hb  prescribed  tasks,  bat 
without  indicating  that  superiority  of  talents  which  in  eminent  duiracters  biograpbeis 
sure  derirous  to  trace  to  the  earliest  years.  It  was  enough,  however,  that  be  learned 
what  was  taught,  and  it  was  fortunate  that  his  mind  was  gradually  informed  without 
being  perplexed*  During  the  vacations  his  mother  resumed  her  "  delightful  task," 
and  initiated  him  in  the  art  of  drawing,  in  which  she  excelled.  Her  private  instructioBS 
became  more  necessary,  and  indeed  indiqiensable,  when  in  his  ninth  year  his  thigh-bone 
was  accidentally  fractured.  During  his  confinement,  whkh  lasted  twelve  months^  his 
mother  diverted  his  taste  for  reading  to  the  best  English  poets,  whom  he  already  en* 
deavoured  to  imitate,  but  whether  any  of  these  very  early  eflbrts  are  in  existence  hia 
biographer  has  not  informed  us. 

On  his  return  to  school,  he  was  placed  in  the  same  dass  which  he  should  have  at- 
tained if  the  progress  of  hb  studies  had  not  been  interrupted.  Whetherthb  was  fnua 
iavour  or  caprice  in  the  master,  it  might  have  been  attended  with  fitfal  consequences  to 
young  Jones,  bad  hb  temper  been  of  that  bascible  and  wayward  kmd  which  some- 
times accompanies  genius.  He  found  himself  in  a  situation  in  whkh  he  was  neces* 
aarily  a  year  behind  hb  school-fellow^  and  yet  hb  master  afieded  to  presume  on  hia 
equal  proficiency,  and  goaded  him  by  punishment  and  degradation  to  perform  tasks 
for  which  he  had  received  no  preparatory  instructions.  In  a  few  months,  however,  he 
qiplied  himself  so  closely  during  hb  lebure  hours  to  recover  what  he  had  los^  that  he 
sioon  reached  the  head  of  hb  dass,  and  unifomdy  gained  .eveiy  prize  offered  for  the 
best  exercise.  In  hb  twelfUi  year  he  moved  mto  the  upper  schod,  when  he  entered 
upon  the  study  of  tfa^  Greek,  and,  as  was  hb  practice  whes  in  the  lower,  exercised 
himself  in  various  Innslatiohs  and  composhbns  which,  not  being  requhed  by  hb  hi« 
iltnictors,  ekfated  bim  in  the  eyes  of  hbathool-feUows,  while  hb  kbdneas  prevented 
fhe  usual  effects  of  jealousy*    Thty  felt  nothiof  uiqAeasant  ib  the  su^riority  <»f  % 
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schooIMow  whose  fulenh  were  employed  in  their  servic^  either  to  proifiofe  fheir 
leanuog  or  their  amasements.  On  one  occanon  when  they  proposed  to  act  the  pfaiy^ 
of  the  Tempest,  but  had  no  copy  at  hand,  he  wrote  it  for  them  so  correctly  from  me* 
mory,  that  they  acted  it  with  as  much  reputation  as  they  probably  could  have  derived 
from  the  best  edition.  His  own  part  was  Prospero.  On  another  occasion  he  com** 
posed  a  dramatic  piece  on  the  stoiy  of  Meleager,  which  was  acted  by  his  school-fel^ 
lowsy  as  a  tragedy.  Such  efibrts  of  memory  aqd  invention  at  so  early  an  age  are  truly 
wonderful.  His  tragedy,  indeed,  wHl  not  bear  criticism,  but  the  Imes  which  his  bio* 
gnpfaer  has  given  as  a  specimen,  will  not  suffer  much  by  a  comparison  with  the  gene** 
ral  strain  of  verses  m  the  infant  era  of  English  tragedy. 

His  predilection  ibr  whatever  concerned  poetiy  appeared  in  the  pains  he  now  took  ib 
study  the  varieties  of  the  Roman  metre.  His  proficiency  was  indeed  so  superior  to 
that  of  most  of  his  associates  in  every  pursuit,  that  they  were  glad  to  consult  him  as  a 
preceptor,  and  to  borrow  from  him  as  a  friend  those  helps  which  they  were  otherwise 
umMe  to  procure.  During  the  holidays  he  learnt  French  and  arithmetic,  and  as  he 
was  admitted  to  the  company  of  the  ingenious  philosopher  Mr.  Baker,  and  his  learned 
friends^  his  mother  recommended  to  him  the  Spectacle  de  la  Nature,  as  a  book 
tiiat  might  enable  him  to  understand  fheir  conversation.  He  obeyed  her  injunction, 
as  he  uniformly  did  upon  every  occasion,  and  was  probably  npt  uninterested  in  many 
ports  of  that  once  instructive  work,  but  he  had  not  yet  begun  to  make  excursions  into 
the  field  of  natural  history,  and  he  acknowledged  that  hewas  more  entertained  with 
the  Arabian  Tales  and  Shakspeare. 

Although  he  did  not  yet  cease  to  be  the  boy,  he  frequently  gave  indications  of  the 
than,  and  perhaps  in  nothing  more  than  the  useful  turn  of  his  amusements,  which  gene* 
TiUy  had  some  reference  to  his  studies,  and  proved  that  learning  was  uppermost  in  hid 
mhid.  Of  this  diqiosition  the  following  anecdote,  related  by  lord  Teigomoutb,  is 
pleasmgly  characteristic-^^*  He  invented  a  political  play,  in  which  Dr.  William  Ben« 
net,  bishop  of  Cloyne,  and  the  celebrated  Dn  Parr,  were  his  principal  associate.  They 
divided  the  fidds  in  the  neighbourhood  of  Harrow,  according  to  a  map  of  Greece, 
into  slates  and  kingdoms;  eadi  fixed  upon  one  as  his  dominion,  and  assumed  an  an- 
cient name.  Some  of  their  schoolfellows  consented  to  be  styled  barbarians^  who  were 
to  invade  their  territories  and  attack  their  hillocs,  which  were  denominate^  fortresses. ' 
The  chiefs  vigorously  defended  their  respective  domams  against  the  iucarsioDs  of  the 
enemy;  and  in  these  imitative. wars,  the  young  statesmen  hehl  coupeibi,  madd  vdie^ 
meat  harar^ies*  and  <x>mposed  memorials,  all  donbtleai  very  boyislii,  bMt  cakxilated 
to  fill  their  minds  with  ideas  of  legislation,  and  civil  govemment.'  Jo  these  anosuat 
amusemeiits^  Jones  was  «ver  the  leader;  and  .(lesnigfat  justly  hav^  appropriated  i^ 
himself  the  words  of  CataUos;{  ..»>.•. 

'•  .'  ■'  ■' •  '      Ego'gymhasllffo*,  egodecnfiolel  ■  *    •   .. 

Dx,  JBeaneU  informsr  us4l|i^  *'  great  abflilBss^  great  parflcufeirity  of' thinking,  f^mf^ 
ncss  for  writii^  vtra^  and  ^iiy$  of  various- kinds,  and  a  degnfe  6f  lAtc^rity  dfed  ^adly ' 
coura^f,  .distinguished  Mm  vven^t  this  period."    Ahd  Dr.  TliackHay*  the  Misitr  ^ 
the  scboQl,  however  tiigg^)4Jty  ii>  general  of  his  praises  befons  the  dfa^ets  of  ftis  esteem," 
confessed  ia  private  tbgl  *^bt'«M  a  bo^  of-  so  tctive  ^  miad;  tlttlrif Ite  iikra  leflF  naked" 
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^  and  IrieiuUess  ou  Stfkbury  PUup,  he  would  Mvertbdess  find  the  road  to  fiime  and 
nches." 

Wliea  Dr.  Sumner  succeeded  Dr*  Thackeray  in  1761,  he  more  pahlickly  distin- 
guished Mr.  Jones»  as  one  whose  proficiency  was  marked  by  uncommon  diligence 
and  success*  To  a  critical  knowledge  of  Greek  and  Latin*  h^  began  now  to  add  sodm 
acquaintance  with  the  Hebrew,  and  even  learned  the  Arabic  characters,  while  during 
the  vacations  be  improved  his  former  knowledge  of  the  French  and  Italian  languages. 
Hb  ardent  thirst  for  knowledge,  however,  at  this  time,  induced  him  to  study  with  so 
little  intermission  from  sleep  or  exercise^  that  he  was  beginnmg  tp  contract  a  weakness 
of  sight.  On  thb  occasion  his  friends  interposed  their  advice,  and  for  sqme  time  he 
consented  to  relax  from  iatigues  so  unsuitable  to  his  tender  age.  It  is  probable,  how- 
ever,  that  be  bad  already  gone  too  far,  for  weakness  of  sight  was  one  of  the  firsi  com- 
plaints which  imp^d  bis  studies  when  in  India. 

A  letter  to  his  sister,  writtef^  at  the  age  of  fourteen,  which  hu  biogmpbar  has  in- 
kerted  at  this  period  of  his  history,  contains  reflections  on  the  folly  of  sgirrowiag  for 
the  death  of  friends,  which  perhaps  might  be  pUced  in  a  more  ji^t  li^ij^  but  from  one 
of  his  a^e  certainly  indicate  very  extraordinary  powers  of  thinking :  afid  th^  traiisitkn 
from  these  to  the  comvion  trifles  of  correspondence,  shows  an  in<:linaition  to  play  the 
youthful  philosopher,  which  gives  considerable  interest  to  this  singular  epistle.  Tlie 
reflections,  it  i^  true,  are  trite,  )f\xi  they  could  not  have  been  trite  to  one  jast  epteiiog 
upon  life,  nor  could  so  lively  a  youth  have  lopg  revolved  the  umiertapnti^  o^luiie  and 
happiness.  "*  .      m  .     .       . 

When  he  had  attained  the  age  of  seventeen,  his  friends  determined  to  reoio^e  him 
to  one  of  the  universities,  but  his  mother  had  been  advised  to  place  him  in,  the  pffice 
of  some  special  pleader.  He  liad  in  the  coucse  of  his  desultory  readiog.  pewsed  a. 
few  law  books,  and  freqjufntly  amused  his  mothers  visitors  by  dispi^ng  V>pics  of! 
legal  subtlety.  But  the  kiw  had  not  taken  a  complete  hold  oa  bk  jn^iomiqpi'  at  tkk 
time,  and  liis  preceptor.  Dr.  Sumner,  easily  prevailed  ii)  recM^meodingan  ^cadeniicsiL 
course.  He  was  aqcordmgly,  in  the  spring  1764«  entered  of  Uniyer^  CoUegt,.  Ox* 
ford,  in  which  city  his  i^otber  now  took  up  her  resid^n^^  fH^U  latter  circiiii|j^|taQca 
was  peculiarly  grateful  to  Mr.  Jonef,  who  was  a9  much  di^t^ngiiiwhc^  aboy,a.the  maa 
of  mankind  for  filial  ai&cti9n.  af  for  his  Uteraiy  acqoiippli^bmei^M- 

The  passion  he  had  imbibed  for  general  lewiing,  and  the.  desDltoryniaiiiM  m  which 
his  unremitting  appli<^tio9  left  him  at  liberty  to  ipdulge  it,  y^e^  nt  fix9t  m  da^gw  (4 
being  interrupted  by  the  necessity  of  attending  to  a  routine  of  io^u^tioii^.  fron-wbidi 
he  imagined  he  could  derive  very  little  advantage*  But  ip.  tiqi^  he  became  iicevstaned' 
to  the  mode  of  study  then  prevalent,  and  without  qe^eoting  any  thing  .which  it-  was 
necessary  to  know,  pursued  at  his  leisure  hours  that  cour^  of  ^l^^at  mi  pf4>^  lite- 
rature which  bad  already  proved  that  he  was  not  to  be  satiated  by  the  common  albw- 
ances  of  education.  Oriental  literature  presented  itself  to  his  mind  with  mi«stial 
charms,  as  if  the  plan  of  his  future  life  and  the  avenues  to  his  future  fiune  JM  been 
regularly  laid  dowii  before  bini ;  and  he  bad  not  af^lied  himself  long  |o  jhf!  Arabic 
and  Persic,  before  he  conceived  that  greater  advantages  were  \q  be  reaped  (mm  those 
languages  t^mn  from  the  more  popular  treasures,  of  Greece  and  Kunte*  .Sueh  was  at 
the  time  h>a  enthusias;xi  in  thi^  undertaking,  thatj  haviug  accidentally  discovered  one. 
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Mini»  •  attive  of  Aleppo*  in  LoodoHi  ho  pfonfiiM  oo  him  to  OfBcompoiiy  him  te 
Oxfordi  oot  wilbout  hopes  that  he  night  induce  iome  of  \m  conpniiioDS  to  itvail  tliem^ 
8f Ives  of  thb  Sjfrian't  labmir^  and  Mriat  hiti|  in  defraying  th«  etpepse  of  his  mauH 
ttnance;  but  in  this  he  was  iiisanioiiit^»  and  for  some  months  the  whole  of  the 
bartben  feU  upon  himself. 

During  his  residenoe  at  Oxford*  hb  time  was  regnlaily  divided  into  portions^  eadi 
of  which  was  filled  up  with  the  study  of  the  aqeieota  or  moderns*  and  there  have  heen 
few  examples  of  snch  extenstve^  accomulation  of  knowledge  by  one  so  young:  yet 
amidst  this  severe  course  of  applieation,  he  regularly  apportioned  fome  tioie  for  the 
practice  of  those  manly  exetvises  which  promote  health. 

As  hb  residence  at  the  university  necessarily  becanse  expeusiTey  he  anxbusly  wished 
for  a  fellowship,  that  he  migbt  be  epabled  to  relieve  hb  mother  from  a  burthen  which 
she  could  HI  support.  He  had  obtained  a  scholarship  a  few  months  after  hb  matricu- 
latioDy  but  a  fellowsbip  appeared  more  remote,  and  he  was  beginning  to  despair  of 
achieving  thb  object  when  he  received  an  oftr  to  be  private  tutor  to  lord  Ahhoipe, 
now  earl  Spencer.  He  had  been  recommended  to  the  Speuoer  femily  by  Dr.  Shipley* 
who  had  seen  and  approved  some  of  hb  perfomancps  at'  Harrow,  and  partieuhrly 
a  Greek  oration  in  praise  of  Lyosi  who  founded  the  school  at  that  place  m  the  reiga 
ofElbabeth. 

Thb  proposal  was  cheerfully  accepted  by  Mr.  Jones,  and>  in  the  summer  of  17^5,  ho 
went  for  ^  first  time  lo  Wimbledcm  Park  to  take  upop  him  the  education  of  hb 
pupil,  who  was  just  seven  years  old,  and  with  whose  manners  he  was  delighted.  II 
would  be  needless  to  point  out  the  advantages  of  such  a  situation  as  this  to  a  young 
man  of  Jones's  aceomplbbments  and  expectations.  It  presented  every  thing  he  could 
wish,  liiteml  patronage  lo  promote  hb  views,  elegant  society  to  form  hb  n^anoers,  and 
opportunities  for  study  which  were  inferior  only  to  what  he  enjoyed  at  Oxford.  In  the 
coufMof  the  following  summer,  he  obtained  a  feUowshi(i^  which,  ahbough  not  exceeding 
one  hundred  pounds,  appeared  to  him  a  sufficient  provbion  and  a  solid  independency* 
Hb  time  was  novf  divkied  between  Oxford,  Londbn,  Wimbledon,  and  Althorpe,  and» 
in  176T9  fao  Tbited  the  continent  with  the  Spencer  femily,  and  daring  thb  trip,  wbkft 
was  Iwt  short,  acquired  aome  knowledge  of  the  German  hingqage.  Before  setting 
out,  and  in  the  twenty-first  y^ar  of-  his  age,  be  began  his  Commentaries  on  Asmtio 
Poetry^  in  imitatba  of  Dr.  LowdiV  Prelections  at  Oxford,  on  tht  sacred  poetry  of  the 
Hebrewa,  and  soon  after  his  return,  in  the  wmter  of  1767»  he  neariy  completed  hb 
Coaimefltaries,  transcribed  w  Asfaitic  manuscript  on  £gypt  and  the  Nile,  and  copied 
the  keya  oft  the  Chinese  laognage,  which  he  wbhed  to  add  to  hb  other  acquisitions. 

Into  these  pursuits  Mr.  Jones  appears  to  have  been  insensibly  led,  without  the  hopes 
of  higher  gratification  than  the  pleasure  they  a£forded,  but  a  circumstance  now  occurred 
which  mny  bt  considered  as  the  first  step  of  fab  progress  to*  what  finally  constituted 
hb  hme  as  a  schohir  and  public  character.  The  cbcumstanoe  b  thus  rdiated  by  lord 
Teigmnoath  neariy  in  Mr.  Jones's  words. 

**  Thb  king  of  Denmark,  then  upon  a  vbit  to  this  country  (17ff8)  had  brought  with 
him  an  eastern  manuscript,  contaiomg  the  life  of  Nadir  Shah,  which  he  was  desirous, 
of  having  translated  in  England.     The  secretaiy  of  state,  with  whom  the  Panisb 
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ninitter  kad  convened  upon  the  subject,  sent  the  Toldme  to  Mr.  }oDei»  lecpiestiBi;* 
bim  to  give  a  literal  trauslatioo  of  it  in  the  French  kinguage ;  but  he  wholly  declined 
the  task)  alleging  for  his  excuse,  the  dryness  of  the  subject,  the  difficulty  of  the  stifle, 
and  chiefly  his  want  both  of  leisure  and  ability,  to  enter  upon  an  undertaking  so  fruit* 
less  and  laborious.  He  mentioned,  however,  a  gentleman,  with  whom  he  was  not  then 
acquainted,  but  who  had  distinguished  himself  by  the  translation  of  a  Persian  history, 
and  some  popular  tales  from  the  Persic,  as  capable  of  gratifying  the  wishes  of  his 
Danish  miyesty.  Mi^or  Dow,  the  writer  alluded  to,  excused  himself  on  account  of 
Us  numemus  engagements,  and  the  application  to  Mr.  Jones  was  renewed.  It  wu 
hinted,  that  his  compliance  could  be  of  no  small  advantage  to  him,  at  his  entrance 
into  life ;  that  it  would  procure  him  some  mvk  of  distinction,  which  would  be  pleasiog 
to  him ;  and  above  all,  that  it  would-be  a  reflection  upon  this  country,  if  the  kmg  should 
be  obl^d  to  carry  the  manuscript  to  France.  Incited  by  these  motives,  and- 
principally  the  last,  unwilling  to  be  thought  churlish  or  morose,  and  eager  for 
Deputation,  he  undertook  the  work^  and  sent  a  specimen  of  it  to  his  Danish 
ipsyesty^  who  returned  his  approbation  of  the  style  and  method,  but  desired  that 
the  whole  transhition  might  be  perfectly  literal,  and  the  oriental  images  accurately 
(veserved.  The  task  would  have  been  far  easier  to  him,  if  he.  had  been  durected  to 
finish  it  in  Latin ;  for  the  acquisition  of  a  French  style  was  infinitely  more  tedious,  and 
it  H^as  necessary  to  have  eveiy  chapter  corrected  by  a  native  of  France,  before  it  could 
be  ofiered  to  the  discerning  eye  of  the  public*  snice  in  every  language  there  are  certab 
peculiarities  of  idiom,  and  nice  shades  of  meanmg,  which  a  foreigner  can  never  attain 
to  perfection.  The  work,  however  alrduous  and  unpleasant,  was  comfdeted  in  a  year, 
not  witliout  repeated  hints  from  the  secretary's  .oflSce»  that  it  was  expected  with  great 
impatience  by  the  court  of  Denmark.  The  trtmsbftioii  was  not,  however,  pablished 
until  1770.  Forty  copies  upon  large  paper  were  sent  to  Copenhagen:  one  of  them, 
bound  with  uncommon  elcnanoe^  for  the  king  himself;  and  the  others  as  presents  to 
his  courtiers.** 

,  What  reward  he  received  for  this  undertaUng  is  but  obscofely  related.  Hii 
Danish  majesty,  we  are  told»  sent  him  a  diploma,  coostitutiaK  bim  a  nwrnhii  of  the 
Royal  Society  of  Copenhagen,  and  recommended  hkn»  in  the  straafsit  lenas,  t» 
the  fiivour  and  benevolence  of  his  own  sovereign.  In  all  this  there  aeeBm  but  aa 
inadequate  recompense  for  a  work  which  lit  that  time  perhaps  no  person  conM  bare 
executed  but  himsdf '• 

.  His  noble  pupil  being  removed  to  Hanowi  Mr.  Jones  bad  an  oppottnnitj  <^  re- 
newing hb  intimacy  nvith  Dr.  Sovnner,  who  had  always  estimated  his  taiei^  and  karih 

1  Mr.  Jones,  in  a  letter  to  one  of  his  correspondents,  says,  **  When  be  (the  king  of  Dmonrk)  was 
considering  what  recompense  he  should  best6w  upon  me,  a  noble  friflbd  of  mine  inibrmed  Ms  majestf , 
that  I  neither  wished  lor  nor  'valned  money,  bat  was  hnkions  only  for  some  honorary  maik  of  his  ap- 
probation.'* Whether  Mr.  Jades  had  intnictBd  his  nobte  friend  to  use  thh  laognage  doea  oot  tf^ear, 
but  it  is  certain  that  be  felt  a  degree  of  disappolntmeot  In  1*773,  when  te  pubiisbed  an  abridged 
Life  of  Nadir  Shah>  in  his  preftice  he  takes  as  opportunity  to  lament  that  the  profession  d  Vteratore 
leads  to  no  benefit  or  true  glory  whatsoever,  nod  adds  **  Unless  a  man  can  assert  his  own  independence 
in  active  Kfe,  it  will  avait  him  little,  to  be  favoured  by  the  learned,  esteemed  by  the  eminent,  orre- 
commeiided  even  to  k'mgsk"    C 
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ing  at  their  fctt  value*  While  heve»  he  tranaciibed  a  Peniao  giannnar,  which  he  had 
Uvee  yearn  hefoie  conpoted  for'  the  use  of  a  school-fellow  destined  for  lodia^  and 
also  begaii  a  dicdoMwy  of  the  Psrsiaa  langm^^  in  which  the  principal  words  were 
illustiatod  itom  the  moat  celchrated  aafthors  of  the  East;  bat  he  appears  to  have 
been  aware  of  the  expense  atteadiag  this  work,  and  was  unwilling  to  continue  it,  un« 
less  the  East  Indht  company  would  porchase  it.  In  the  year  1770,  he  issued  propo- 
sals fer  a  new  ejlltion  of  Mennski's  Dictionary.  This  appears  to  be  what  his  biogra- 
pher alludes  to.  It  was  to  hame  been  published  in  1773^  but  the  scheme  was  dropt 
for  want  of  encouragement. 

Amidst  these  oecupations/so  far  beyond  die  common  reach  of  literary  industry,  he 
became  a  serious  inqimr  into  the  evidences  of  Christianity,  about  which  he  appears ' 
at  this  time  to  have  entertained  some  doubts.  In  this,  as  in  all  hb  studies,  his  appli* 
cation  was  intense,  and  his  inquiries  conducted  upon  the  fairest  and  most  liberal  prin- 
dples.  The  ieaolt  was  a  firm  belief  in  the  authenticity  and  inspiration  of  the  Holy 
Scriptufcs^  and  a  yie  dignified  by  purity  of  conduct  and  the  exercise  of  every  Christian 
virtue. 

In  1770,  he  passed  the  wmter  on  the  continent  with  th^  Spencer  fhmily,  during 
which,  he  inlbnns  one  of  his  correspondents,  bis  occupations  were  **  music,  with  all 
its  sweetness  and  feelmg:  diflkult  and  abstruse  problems  in  mathematics:  and  the 
beaotiM  and  sublime  in  poetry  and  pamting.*'  He  wrote  also  in  English  a  tract  on 
education  in  the  analytical  manner ;  a  tragedy  founded  on  the  story  of  Mustapha  who 
was  put  to  death  by  his  father  Soliman ;  and  made  various  ttanslations  from  the  ori- 
ental poets.  He  appears  on  this  tour  to  have  be^u  less  intent  on  those  objects  of  cu- 
riosity which  ttsaaUy  interest  travellers,  than  on  adding  to  his  knowledge  of  languages, 
and  habituating  himself  to  composition'  in  all  its  modes,  from  the  gay  and  familiar 
letter  of  friendship,  to  the  serious  and  philosophical  disquisition.  Of  the  tract  on 
edacalion  just  mentioned,  a  fragment  only  remains,  which  his  biographer  has  pub- 
lished. It  appears  to  include  the  plan  which  he  pursued  in  bis  own  case.  The  tragedy 
hm  been  totally  lost,  except  part  of  a  preface,  m  which  he  professes  to  have  taken 
aiMlkspeaie  for  his  model,  not  by  adopting  his  sentiments,  or  borrowing  his  expres- 
aoosv  but  by  aimmg  at  his  manner,  and  by  striving  to  write  as  he  supposes  he  would 
\  wiitlen  hnnself,  if  he  had  lived  in  the  eighteenth  century.  The  loss  of  such  a 
f  cannot  be  too  much  regretted,  unless  our  regret  should  be  lessened  by  re- 
:  OQ  the  haeard  of  any  attempt  to  bring  Shakspeare  on  the  modem  stage.  It 
m  Jttiely  not  less  difficult  than  that  of  Mason,  who  unsuccessfully  strove  to  write  as  the 
GweA  tragedians  *^  would  have  written,  had  they  lived  in  the  eighteenth  century.'^ 

Ob  bis  return  from  this  tour,  he  a|^;>ears  to  have  contemplated  his  situation  as  not 
altogether  corresponding  with  the  feelings  of  an  independent  mind,  and  with  the 
'views  he  entertained  of  aiming  at  the  dignity  and  usefulness  of  a  public  character. 
The  advice  given  by  some  of  his  friends,  when  he  left  Harrow  school,  probably  now 
Incurred  to  his  memory,  and  was  strengthened  by  additional  and  more  urgent  motives, 
for  he  foally  determined  on  the  law  as  a  profession :  and,  having  resigned  his  charge 
in  lord  Spencer's  family,  was  admitted  into  the  Temple  on  the  nineteenth  of  Septem- 
ber^  1770,  in  the  twenty-fourth  year  of  hb  age. 

Those  who  consider  tte  study  of  the  law  as  mcompatible  with  a  mind  devoted  to 
Vol.  XVIII.  P  f 
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to  t||e.f^gi9Wtofif9W9h>wiUlb«'|fttdyflo^to«cM   ftfaatiMr.  JibiiesiVioyi»8ionLidbnfer 

tfa^4^f^    Ji^  f^nAiftOllli^e^iA  tb^isUldy.  of  th0jl«Mr{SOvA9or>iateiioHBJBlwl4itlie 
ove^rcQm^  tt>jf  tbfl  i^fM^mdisUfy^iiAiQli  kudctiafaM  iiinvio'jmutoiiiej  jlaiotfbm^iM* 

lale^  ,(>7  wb^.^ppeus  to  bavepjrckl^iUBfttod/lbiougfa  .life»:aa  hmM^^MhUkm^ Idirfit 
to  leoiifie^c^  ^  4i;pr'^e3fik>9-  wbMi» :  «jithoBgb  tooMtimefl  ;«iiedefl8fiillyi  7oUottbd>ti3i  ami 
of  dull  capaoitji  i^oe^  not  exclude  tb«  most  biilli&Dt  B£qmmMaita^>i'i  BlSA^^haimtm^ 
while  labouriBg  to  qualify  himself  for  the  bar,  he  regarded  bis  progress  in  litanlube.as 
too  iiiipiurtfu^pr  jt^  deligbtful  to  be  ailogetherriBtanriqited^  -Md)telllIilK^eoitapood. 
eoce  published  by  lpi:4/T«igiu«¥>uth»  ataj^^mirs  tlifiiljie,3i«ldbaidDaBgr>nitbo«frMB 
hhi  i^l  in^iri^  ^  o^Ufte  pho^  o0i|tt«sl(9d)Wilh:hM<0riMd.iito4iek/)lKbatK]ba-ei^ 
cqted,  imlee^f4i4  pot}, always  nQtrmponA  v^ilk^hnkh^pn^Mi^ftsmtwBAniiltA 
%'x\bif^  .the  ^t^t^Af^faps  fif  Im  jmimat  Jm the  Tcoipieiike  8ketelM>tin>j[ftlBi<tf)8ii 
epic  poepi,  and  .pjf  a  Ti^rtdsb  bi^oryk  and  pubiisbed  a  EMncbklter.loK  AiufacMMa 
Perroi).  yvho,.vi^  i^  ^f'fav^l^^  b^  h^  Uwalerikttbe  miFonity^  iiftO]tfMri|)*An4«>lK 
of  \i^.  If^n^fd  laenbe^^wfl  friepd^  ^£.  IjCr,.  Jooes,  nj^k  dinespectin  iM  Ihb  hihiibs 
cor^^t^  UJ^  petula^caAf  Mii^.Fif^9<;|i.c writer  wMb Jn^  aHpeiil^ illiin<l^viiapa^lu9«a^ 
tuxerj[u|^g|n^pt  wo^fi  ba^fi  af^^^i^db  Uit  y^t.wktoiriitti^tjqe^niBBmiB  itoadliooa 
victed  not  only  of  loose  inv^ve, ,  bat  •  ^  ^fesolutft  .fi^biJiQftdwg  nBcridbiiAaaft;  Mt^ 
Jones  p,^b^sb^..j^„l  779^,,  a  ,$mall  firfpin^.pi  p»egw^.»(W»«iBi%?dMtfy^ 
^o^.^le,Asj^ip,)f^^u;9£^f^;e^,tWQ  pcpse  4UBi)ei<t«tiMi^piiriEaste|9i9Q^ 
syts,f;9.p^q^pl}ir^pa))^iifW^%.i  A^tb^e^^i^^  ^odlbrigmalifiiaafd-iafilJiftilMr^ 
<;onn/^ct^.  yyiMi,^9..t«?<^^M<W>i  .^f^  ^po^gy  will(bc|.|ie«mugr  |lviadding»liiMlift«iitb^ 
prf^t/^Wff,  .ft^^^of  tt^^  poewktbari.f^eto fWriitteiklqiig.^^ 
Y/ef|^i(^ttba^|iM(tiV  tb^  bfid  teamed nU  tbe'improvaoifiltoiofi  fiMtwfffetXMfqifc)  fw4 
the  criticisms  of  his  friends.  .«suifiis 

.JEy^  |u^,$.r^efftpiamce  jnli^.theniQirqrtily,  atttil  Miclitadnia8,7rli7iS8kfw^iiblieet»k 
liia^,b«cb^Qi;>,^^)grp^  J|ie  M  k^'^«li<i9>:v^arlyiibiii(filonity^ 
^!^?^#(^llyr. .,!?%«%  fte.l^o^fmi^  iw^J^as^Mefeittt  ]r773»i<h<itMloklbviilNP«9flr'4illegMf 
ai;4  m^fiw^i^p^^^^ofi  ^bi^  he  ii^ded  to  hava  apokM*i«i1be^lk«ite;»TM-«Uak 
1^  DptpHblii^^d.til4abpiJt.Ac#»  jear^^f^^er.  In  the  knsg^yimftg.of  tkc  yi«r 0^74^^ 
published hi3t^pni0i^nt^ies.q9  A^aiyQ  Ppetsy,  ivbich  ha«e  bees  vittaA^fntHmkim 
baxriug  be^  beg^p  49  ]7^^ai¥l,  dnifb^d  io  >7(»Ai  when  fa«  ww  9»lyj  itt  MltHifpdSK 
third  ^e^ar.. .  Xl^  f9roe,iiHitii^'^-wU/>rbtii94|^iced  bim  ta  keep>  hack-bit  pqaM  pi>«9«iM 
m.tl4e.p^etP^>99fa9i^.,Q.fd|i^  akMUlJes^apdhaiiwisb  Ifh»lfifii^)v4m» 

naUvf^nf^io^lmh^i^U'^SYiWr^^^  bjft  6)eiidbc>)i%rtl|#i]iniiMltffll»» 

wo^  if,i^ifld.^pp^ihajt  h^  wa«,p|ol,|^e0tiy  «ti«MwHb  lblii;pK4MM  J9b(l9l«il> 
be  h^^^g9gl^jH»f|^]tl|«^Hly|d.  iqi^^wsla^c^s  pfig]|i«tedollai.1ffltl^  towyiKm  beH«r 
ple^sed.tp  bat^.flemlfldil^iAidWA  toc|u|»«$uii|arr4iple4^Niu«i)  of/  ^lid^Tiiof^VftJIlMll  fM 
bis  fate^th^  ]bf^tU9^«^iK,r9n^ui)(:eiP<9}keiifcefat«^^^ 
the  bar  iff  177^  ()m;  a^hw^tf  Jm  tlii|  4i|leiwiu8^oi|L,«aA»aibl9rf^ 

3  About  this  time,  he  issaed  proposals  for  publishing  bis  father*!  mathematical  norks,  in  wluebj  htm^ 
«f«»^'el«ieiffoi'waiftbftrtneored«)ohg^6ideDt,hepn^^  CL    '  '  ^'    '-'^*  -  ? 
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wbichliis  books  and  mmattidp^  Mujpa  snolr  a^'y<datedr«6  \tm  Wncl  ^Miftf,  HMnaiiied 
iockcdiop  alr^Otifoid/  ifjeietiM^  ta  haw  i  foct^n-  Mipk>i»1y  coin4nteed  tlMt  the  new 
9tAmob^btimn  idwal  :lo  ciitor«ufwti  was  too))eoitipr«bebshie  't&  lidmik  ^f  utiidn  with 
«lkef'stiidlies,«MlfteaGOordn^ljr|i«fsiied  il  wili' hiiit«»ual  av}dify/<^d€yvoutiDg  to 
caAiBCAthorirfwleto^jimspitfrijniae ioitsAilhsl tibrtiiitt,  aM'tD'mtak^ liiUi^hbt only 
Hat  tatolni«al»&ittitiie  fiUosaphiol  lawyen  For  some  time  tie  had  but  Httk  phictke^ 
bat  itgmddaily  cmufm  and  vidi  dl  a >f«iy comfdetirf^ke' sfaarft  df  ref^tsttioD.  l\>wards 
tbfrciididf(lHi'yfiirl?r?£',iMrwasiappoiiited''a*eMarafis^  b&ttkhjt>td;'a  'fiivoar 

wbseb'lKiseitfiM  iiK:lMilto«qliiiial0'blS]paiid'tlM  valiMf  usually*  pot  uponr  it  by  profes* 


NaliiillniriadJiiigiila^dfltcrtnilMrtiwi to  mspettd  the  study  (rfarrcienl Ifterature,  there 
w«ail9nrtitetioisink>Wfiklrb«{|biMld  topossMe  to  vesigtt/WMIi^  hf^  practitfe  con- 
«iii«ad*MadiMty.«aaoi«ffkid.bi»iatiy'diip^  tiM^  -  IM'th^  y«af  td^ttn^ntioned^ 
w»ttiidiftia[wilailliA9i«b«^reclaahOfaMw  a|^  traitstatiH^ihe  most 

usaMonllfaBikfliiMQS^^  •Sont^ipait  •£  Ms  liti»^  Hteiiviile  be  dfe?Ot^  toplJil6sopfaical 
eif^ria^ntAaodidlSebflaMiytatUnidfNi  the  tneetingsbf  theRbyhl  Society, 'of  ivhich  b^ 
hwtiM^meiAMl'a^Atlow  in^ 4 772,  and  k€)»t  ap'M  ^(eusU^'^ist^laVy  feterbdarse 
wMbiiMyistf  Ibb  litfenrtvaotf  KuiMfK.  In  Ibe^  letters;  s«A>{Ms'itff 'fsr«4r  kism'  dccur 
iuifassidr'|nfaff>tog{jf  ^r  Mi  'bM%fiMs'o&>«x>ptesiti^re^of^diM^^ 
mmacfctl  o6tb^ii]ii&afipy^|itM«b«tweeti  €k4al'BHfliiti  and'  AmerM,  ^MMt'  dcfdd* 
odlf  iq!Hdbfct4lto^iii^asiikwi)ddopted'by^'^^^  '>'"'*<  '''   ;'"''  ^^''**  " 

M4lr?<V^hli>p(lbli*d*  IAi4tita8l8ttta«itof  tbeOMitytts^'Issras/  iii'ieaM^  cbtif^raihg 
MfswdbsBioolo>yn^)MyIaaiMM^  apr^tit^ilite^uf^;  tf<!^e^)^iT6a(I  and 

crMart)iiMl«aMceiinMbfalvyi  "^  UimI:' hr  ddlieifted  to  e^lBsttloi'st^^  WU6  siinong 
idtibia«liatHauaVltai«H  wm<mj^tmm\yhen^ikirjhy  tofii^rtin^'dn^Uti  HWphce 
^doifaMi»»wd»  ofl^rikyuptsu  -^l^beide^lit'tftTl^t^t^i^f^Vnd  ^s^ardh,  aM'^e  icKitt- 
dM  dl^tt^^H^liili  tHuftteliOB^ttttmotadi  the  vppkuse  'irf  e^i^y  'JM^"-^  HlilsslMl 
leanmig.  '•  - -^  • -' :- -'^-^  ■ 

n(Ml9dtic«l^blMfSM''WSb^  a!  Utiil  Me  ttf  t:lb«ltyi  tinder  th^!itli§'dr-ArM  imM^ 
glM^iiiRIiJAi^MMaQffMiM  Ariaecl  by  tlKfraitfspci^i^  ^-thelettm^M^mi^ Jike- 
dMi^^tttf  thiSf«ii«;4b4j>aA^rof  ^hrbfobw^^  ^Hk  bn<4Wii';4^Mad€fV'ibore:^m|yfe  ac- 
Mtf^Mtf'poMtiad  pmdples,  aM'tbls,it4»  (^M,  had  ah  <iih^^V6Miibte  in- 
loiitketiopes  wfakb  her  was  ^eitoraged'^d'^fetftiri'^  )prbhil6ti^n%^ 

la-  ifmi  tbare  was  a  vaeatft  ses^  oa-  Ifbe  beMb  ^f'T^rt  V^l^m  iA 
f;to%Ueb Ibe  kbidiiess of  lord  North I^dbib-to^mifmre,  bhi'Mt soiVi^ ttm^, ht 
lta^^li«to>pttMipeel  Of  saecesa^  l>arlagtb<^tiW  that'tbM'hiiitMf^'t^  in  ib^pe^be, 
M^lte^»M$ttHiod  of  aiFRk>ger  Newdigate,  fae^«s^«iN<^>t<^coMl[^' feiWMtl  ^s  a  ban- 
«dliti^lbr<tb«Tia|itc«totatibo«#  ^  afii«ersify?of^ifll^iii>i^p&fflaiM<^nt;'  mit  finding 
AHfifb^M  SNiSi»^tl|afKi«  o^suetesa,  be  decIfiMd^^A^  d>Mbk  IkTbfH'the  d^'dT  eiec- 
Md^^  lfli>dvOWad  ^Mltt:i()las)ob«egr^tq«M(i«¥4^1h4>A^ 
0gff  iM^^faot  4iiiy  tb>  ^'weiBdttfS'  pamtd^bf^  idlteai^tl6Kf,  M[>ttT  lb  the  sentL 
ttfei<li}|M^Mafo«dil^<tb^yfl^ty  of  «benettibyr»df't^^  aHbotlgti  he 

iMi«^H)e  ^MifcpprtWtedy ti^'<sottld iiot  be  s«ipH#d  lit  Mb  toTaffej-  s^d  dccordKgl^'  ap« 
peaia  to  have  nugned  himself  to  hb  former  pursuits  with  tranquil  satisfaction. 

4  TliVi'yicancy,  if  I  mistake  pot,  cccvwd  m  1778  by  t^jdea^  of  M.  ^^^i^  *,l«  Ujft^iwrap^. 
pOT«  Mr.  Jones  was  «t  ttiii  tine  callsd  "  the  extraordinwr}'  liD|;uist*'    C 
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Daring  tbfa  yethr  (IfW)  hef  pttMisbed  te  Eaqoiiar  iMo  ti»  1^  IMe.^r  n^ 
pressing  Rfots,  with  a  ConstilaiUoml  Plan  of  Fatuw  Defflooei  wpmufkkkw^g^atiJL 
tgr  the<ireddfiA  riots  hi  Loii46ti»  «f  whiob  lit  hwi  hten  wl  mitvmk'  Hn^lytotalA 
prove  that  the  comoioA  and  sttttfle  lawstof  the  nrisn  iktA  itt  (au;%.^tr^  IIm  w0jIiI» 
in  every  co^hya  pe^er,  whkb,  if  it  wiBlie  paifedfy  wttdtiatood,  and  cortimmHypKi 
pared,  would  effedfualty  <]aell  019^  riot  or  insiirractioB»  triHimik  aniiftaftQe  ftwiktk 
military,  and  even  wifhoot  the  modern  riot-aot.  in  «  8|tawh  nhipb  be«HI«wlcdita 
have  delivered  at  |i  meeting  <if  the^ftediolderB  of  MiMkaeKthi  Sq^Umbap  fqliMnfr 
he  more  explicitly  atowed  hk  flantimeiili  on  pnbiie  tSmn^  wnA  m  hmgaatgff  rvthec 
stronger  than  usual  with  hini>  lOlfaough  'suited  to  tke<atate  «f  pofwUr  opinio  in  ttist 
county.  •".-'•.»•;,.• 

During  a  short  wit  to  Paris^  he  appearatO'  have  fmnom^m  dMi^^fMt^.il  Uh 
tory  of  the  war. '  On' his  retdm,  liffweiitec;  he  rtemwtt,.  to ikaa-wmate.hifimnH  dndk^ 
and  his  biogmpher  bad  printed  a  cmsaui  nsfemmaailuHit.  di^fcrf  lyaOiiiaiwtoh  Mfc 
Jones  resolves  tOteaifi  Ho  mcM  mdimnts  of  any  Und^  hmfc  to  peifaci  MiM€tf>A  tht 
hnguages  tie  hftd>  already  aequked,  via.  Gneek*  Ii«tin,.itnlia«ib>  i»EHch,.8piiia<u  Pah 
tuguese,  Hebrew,  jAtrabic,  Petsion,  IVrrkish,  Geman^  and  En^l^  MthB.iMHM«f 
acqoiring  a  moiiftr'ltt«uraftelnso«de«lge  -of  history^  arts  aadadaaeaB.  *mi(b^mtckiWm 
derful  aequfaitfeds,  he  wa<inwronly  in  Ins  thiity  Ihiid yeari  .<    '^.. 

In  the  wnitetW  }780-l4  he  fouiid  kisim  «o  OHOfikto'hM  tcwriot«pi»,#C  ae^ 
ancient  poem^  of  the  highest  repatatioii in  Aitdiia^  «iAifab»iiho^avflr»  wMiJMAi^Mibf 
Ushed  till  1733:  and  be  cdebrated,  about  the  aana.  tinit^.thSi  ttopMli  ^t^h^J^ 
tberpe  witt  Hisi  Bingham,  in  «n  elegant  ode  f ntilM^/Hii^jIfoie  fVlPHH^^  bifah 
proftssional  Ikfie  he  published  vaEiimj  om die  Li|w>  •£  Saibo0iils»,^ft^Hi|iefit  ImM 
nnder  the  dbtintt  heads  of  analysis^  UHory  and  9piAuUi4t^¥iki^ijm0ktk^9^ 
posed  at  some  futttm  period  to disewscnery  bmndl  4rf  Ep^iflh  iiiw«'  mil mHl.<»miwi 
private  and  pnblte.'  His  object  in  all  his  k^^mMmofiSim  kh^iimm  kmitoM 
honours  of  a  seieneo*  h  may  be  'dodbttd  which  at  this  .tilse  pnedoini^M-Jubil 
mind,  his  pr^fiMoaal  pbns^  or  his  mow  fiKtouole^rtlidyi^f  the  EauMn  pofttf.  He 
nov^,  horned,  'an^tertook  a  work  in  wMcfa  he  m^^^niiffLhti^Mfm^.'v^^ 
by  tmn^thig  ttn  Arabian  poem^^oa  the>?liahnaMedm»hjiy,mf  4ll^0Miioqki|o.^  pia- 
pertyof  intestates*  The  petm  bad  indeBd  but  ^^Af  fdmripa.  tfr  rtwyawi  <hmii»lia»r  ty 
dei^fatinghfcftncy/bull  itkUktfmmfBci^  obMWiig>  iw jivif e!a  Aspl* j#  MiniM^ 
aiw  advantages  from  every  opportunity  of  displaying  his  knoiwj^e<igfi.lrfi><^ftMwilh 
a^danlaws;    '  ■  '  «.!,*:...    ..    -  ,      ....  .,  ;^^      ^ 

la  1782,  be  took  a  ^fymtii9epBM.maaagytim  imiriMffmmA  tft«piMB9AiMc 
eqaalivpreseMsrt^inlhoeonmanir>JniiaaofparU^^      Tk^fpmkJlSmlkM^ 
▼ered  attiie  LondMtffvem«»lhisiiubjaGfc«wl<Hig<acliiih1ri  fa:  ili>ikMiraMPMMVSr 
and  tndependent  spirits  --  Ha  was  alaayaatnd'a  iqg«b»f»of4|w>llc^li<^#>ffift^^ 
Infoniiati^,  and  btstowad^eouMMhfe  attentiQa..to>(litw|>»l^rirt»ifeiy!} 
DiaIogti^bef\if«etf  «-nattir:m4  a  CkMUtti^iBaatiamiiM^^^tbe^Xfim 
ment,  whfch  te  S^Wte-  90«ie  ilMC  tefeae^  Wfivi»i%flaMl  l(j[,|h|i|i9iiiMlS.fiM»  •Pflltfr 
dustt;.    Wheh4U6>dcan  <tf'^'AtNiph^  (aftafnBi(djdvsib»!#^«imil^ 
publishing  an  e«li0«t^of  ft  iar  Watas,^  Mf*i«iaa»a  g#ib»>hHff c  tP  A<>f4< J^nMPfe  4bm 
chief  justice  of  ChMer,  avowing  himself.l0  betbe  imthor,«aad  i^aintaining  that  ereiy 
position  in  it  was  strictly  conformable  to  the  laws  and  constitution  of  England* 
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^  tte  raecesrion  of  the  Sfaelbnrne  adminislratioih  wliose  views  of  political  a(&jrs 
were  in  some  respects  mote  consonant  to  Mr.  Jones'j  priociples  than  thQse  of,  their 
ptedetoson,  by  the  psnticolar  interest  of  lord  Asbburton,  be  achieved  the  ol^ject  to 
which  ^r  some  time  past  he  had  anxiously  aspifed*  Jin  March  1 7$3»  be  was  appointed 
s;^ge  of  the  supreme  court  of  judicature  at  Fort.  WiUisun,  on  ^hich  occasion  the 
hroBonr  df  km^hthood  was  conferred  on  him.  In  April  following  be  married  a  young 
My  16  whom  he  had  been  long  «l!hiched»  Anna  Btaria  Shipley,  eldest,  daughter  of  the 
Mshop  of  St.  Asaph.  Re  had  now  secured^  as  bis  fliend  lord  Ashburton  congratu- 
lated him»  'V  two  of  the  first  objects  of  human  pursuit*  those  of  ambition  an()  love.'' 

HiS'silsy  in  Englatd  after  these  events  was  very  short,  as  he  embarked  for  India  in 
the  month  of  April.  During  the  voyage  his  mind  was  sensibly  impressed  with  the  im- 
poi^a^'iAftliepiiUie  statfam  lie  was  now  about  to  filt,  ssid  began  to  anticipate  the 
olffects  of  lAqoify  wMbh  Would  engage  bis  attention*  and  the  improvegients  be  might 
kifo&a^  lifrlndhi  fH»i*  tfaeexpcvieDoe  of  a  fife,  much  of  which  had  passed  in  acquir- 
Ihg  UltiidwMge  of  its  tt^atnftigand  laws.  Among  other  designs,  very  honourable  to 
tM' eMnt  of  bit'b^nevbleat  mlentionsy  which  be  formed  at  bisooset,  we  find  th<; 
^MiatA>n«of  the  Gosjj^f  of  S3t.  laike  in  the  Arabic,  the  Psalms  in  Peiaian  yerse,  and 
vtthnM  hhir'triiets  hi  Peniah  and  Arabic*  He  intended  also  to  compose  elements  of 
flie  laws  of  England,  a  histoiy  of  the  American  war,  already  noticed,  and  miscellane- 
M»^potaai$«peeckpe8fa»d  letMra^oo  subjects 4fttiste,  oratory  or  general  polity.  But  the 
f^mv^  of  faiv  oAciaf  duties,)  dvring  the  sbait  i-emaiodw  of  hit.  life,  prevented  his 
OMoftetidg  ttiosir  of  those  ticBignB* 

^''M  wihei  a^^GtdeMta  ill  Skqatoember,  and-was  eagerly  wdcoi^  by  s#  who  were  in^ 
iaWMWd  talMnoqiiMtfoti  «Va^magistrate  of  pirobily  and  ibdep^dencc^  of  «  scholar 
mi^  wbir^>MifiisiMUiy'ftt  the  head  of  -orieolBllitetatuye,  and  one  in,  1^  prm^  and  vi* 
IfSttfidf^llftrwho^  bade  Mrid  W  Ibnf  the  onament  of  the  British  domi«i^  in  Indi^ 
Mr  bWA  Mfisfiielioit  -was  not  less  lively  and  complete.  He  bad  left  behind  hiipx  the 
tetoiuteiky  and'thti  tnrbtilende  of  pMy,  aM  fttt  no  ionger  tbf  an::^]ot]es  of  depeiMle^Dce 
«id  del^r^!  IMw  keil^s  wei^  iliviCing  Ul  enthusiastic  research,  scenes  whi^  he  had 
M%hiM'to  eont^fesphfte'at  a  tKMnee^  and  whicb  promised  to  vatugt  his  knowledge 
iwtt  acholar,  and  his  oseMtaesa  as  a  fAiMic  ehaiacten  -  He  Was  aow  brought  into 
|kM^«l<giOtt^  WlMfse'ortgifr;  iikaniekB,  itngoage  atid.rdigion  had  bi^n  the  subject  of 
Itf  pfUbttntl  fts<(iMefi;^^iMwhite  hjaedrioftily  washei^i^^  draw  joiearer  to  the 
4MMlsf^laM«|tfayn.      '  .  .   v 

He  had  not  been  long  in  his  new  situation  before  he  began,  vritl^  his  nsual  jiidgment, 
fXP4Md»  Mr'Ume  fato  luish  t^otar  portions^  tbai  no  objects  cogneeted  with  duty  or 
iHfcMlAiftbM'fttfiGtfM?  Oto  of  hia  first  endeavonia  was  to  hisliltttci  a  society  in 
^Mnmif'lhlPfififiiMs  tot  MtieWinigUaimftlmli  in  tboae  scieatiflc  pwrsuits  which  he 
HftiUliO^Wbttla^ftef ted Hdfftsfeteiar  an* extended  for  his  mdividual  labour:  and  he  had 
mIb^ aooto'M^^slfetfthls^'tehMitf  than  it  was  adofiMd  witb  avidity/  The  new  associa- 
tllrt«ByhbliM'ftt'tMe'4feriiifl€h>JaBnhiyl784^  The  g^vevnmeitf  of  Bengal  readily 
glirilMMP  M  ^ttliMi|e;'<liild^  tfHi  HaslJiig^  than  govvvnor  ceperal,  who  had  ever  been 
%Wte»d»'^tf<(dUt4k^«f1Fyt^  Sanscrit  litaatnre,  was  offised  the  honorary  tiUe 
^|»rdMeM/^M;1to1fis*flunlerom  engage^  sir  William 

JMtta^WiihlttfMai^  The  iopoitanpe  of  this 
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iociety  ImB'bttD  Songi^iolnicmfedgMJ^  anAi^tbfaiff'&awtttMMB  ieB'aiffi|fi«bntteitimoiiy 
of  th«tf  leftnibg^aodttaeBaAivljpcisevflraircei.  4fttblitoth6  more  remirkible.thaiUiej 
bave  iibeit^fiBOQd  in  akeli  ntoifi  of!  wUmD'  lembuked  foaJaiia^  mih  ttiem  66ft  ifpry  dif- 
fiareni  kiadKftn4'wliwh  night?  have  ^faeiijiied>iiiairiwhife.iatteiilion  mtluMit  Mr.  in- 
cucihlgitb9iiii|»Mtipn  of  iicgfectoi>iietiifsaaM8.^Tofi^ail'4lie.<iitolft«f!flir  WiUiam 
JqjMs's.  pf (K0editrig8  aii4.  febonM  aa  pieadeot  of  lUs  mdetf  fMnild  4»e  io/alni^  tbeir 
Tratiwctioii0»iafitliicii  be  iivttiAo  see  three  volame^publiBkHi/.bBt  tkfl^ibUsiiiugpai- 
^ge  ftattloai  Tu^omoutiijs  tiari]alife.appeac8  naptMaty  to  ccm^kiif  Hn;  akekh  now 
aUaaifited*        .  ,:     ■  .1  '-..•, 

Sftoaoftfiriiia  arrival^  <<  he  detetmned  la  «omman<e'the4tudy  of  tbafi^  His 

reflection  Jmdb^foiie  suggested*  thataknowledge.of  tUaadciaiittjtDBgaa-.iitaialclTbe  of 
the  greaftcaf  attlitjy  ia-caabliog  him  to  discbtrg^  Vi4th:coiiidktae0  airiiisatbfaetioDto 
himself,  the  dutiea  af  a  judgB^and^he  «oea  idisdeferad^  wha*itnbaeqaeatiaif«ifiBce 
fuHy  coateiicdi  thatM  rtliaucajtiDutldba  |daced  oaili^^piaions^d^^^toeifitetaftiimiof 
theptafauorsioftbe  HiodoJawt  lailesa  i»«ew'i)ealifledto  enadhaalttdKaalfaiaities 
and  quatatioDs,  aodidoteetiiheir  anioinrs  aiad  mi|f«p*eicatatioiis^  iO«4heiOlilBited» 
be,kae«r  tfaafiaU  attm|iM  to  «i{dorelha  religion  ar  tf^rMntei^f  lodia^  4kma^  aaj 
other  medium  itbaB.a  teawla^gaof  the  Saoseril;  ouuit^be  imperfettimd  rnifafisfiMAwy : 
it  was  .<vidct>t|ttfaat.t^  ihds^  erroiieaija4md  discordant  opiaions^oa  tbcae  tiil$t!als,:faad 
beea  ctBctilkted  by  the  igaoAQc^  of  tfaaae  wbahad  oaneet0d'iiMir.infiaamalbn>irom 
aaal  comitiaaiiMkmst  oaly^  and  that  t^pittiireseihibted  iii  Smwbff^  ofi^the)qrivoB 
aad  litecallMrer  df^  India^  odold  only  b^  eompavadito  liia  idqiaidOBBttiioteclibyithe 
mritivny  in  srhick  eweiy  pofeitioa  Is  distarMri,' aod all< ptiiportida>iNDh^ted^i^iilrf)a4Bi^ 
be  tetw/theitalBeiaiid  iaopoalance  of  origiitai;  AacuiacHts:iaMiq-aebidh^igndin»n<aohalsr 
vodiaan  bf  .scinncev'ika  dikhuned  the  idM  of  amusiag :'lhe^iemnad«>araiild[{ifitl|a6eon- 
tdal-ymtematjaoqii  sabfsotf^trhich  had  greatly  aitata8tM^lfaa«>duiip]t7,j«sbeadifl^^h^ 
the  means  of  access  to  the  original  sources.  He  was  also.^alaniiaytthaltiiaaa^iMas  "ex* 
faded t l^r .IhC'iitemti  nf .i£arqM»  from^Us  supeiaea^abi^ikiitt uamAiilaafiihgt $M he 
&k>tliaaftotigast iael^iaMonifto  gmtifylbcir eapectdtianajAlhai6iUtet)]paa^bkeMtt^ 

The  plan  to  ibeprtaAQted  hg^.  his  kiio«4cdg»  «f  thaSnaaeril.  ama.afr  Hds  Jtidia:v^ 
distant  as>to  ps)9inlu%  of  eaeciition^.  but  iM/had.jcal«iUI|r{VUigheditifniihiaiiaindp 
atMl  was  grhdaalljr  preflifdng  Aha  ^w^y  for  jlt.fiQcaii|dishaKiit«;  i  It  ^tasi  ittbadtoapttbj 
of  Iiis.g1»ataiidilibaridmiad|.it0  provide  jfeii  the  diMiadmiaiMialiaitr df'jusljeh  inaNig 
the  Indians,  by  compiling  a  d^o^tjaf  Hinda  and  Mahatpmedani^lawifc>iJati8at>ta*hat 
whfch  Justiaiaa  gin^  la  ttti  X3oa(k  iwafi^  ^l^mxL  wA^atU** :  iWJif>.Jha  Jhadlaiaft  wdi 
pffogresdin  the  laqgaasaaa.migbt.cnablQihim.ta.iah^^ipialm^ 
dttsigai  he  iaiparkd  hB;viewata  ford  GorwaUiQi  ttaa,  (lZM)!yi¥wn<«rgga>»aifci  in  a 
loBg^letter^  wbidkw9l  ever  lemaftuita  wMjiimfint  of  ihiaiieatansiyci^uiiderMabdiiigitibeDe- 
▼oleDceaod  pubKc;.  spirit.,.. ITb^tii^; plan  ips&.wjih acceptance ii^Oaa^^oiaivaliii 
^vill  i)0t  app^.  lurprtoig  .Aa  it))$^  Wk^ckmm  Ibat.'exceUent  nohleistfi^Mrho,  Jibile 
«9Mitemplailng<tbe(haiumr.  wUclij/uipbiaihAiadMtAhvigKwquId  conbto^ohimfm^'^ 
,  iimiL^ti»tioQiii{oa^iTe4.tllfi  b^b«^t,  Aip|p(9sji^aat  iilt>Wil^  .afiariUbMrtipaiata 

aa  d-aUH»lt(P(aKi|KaiQtead^th^^QQ^tiopxtfi|M  nrActiftbe^eripd/usag^ibiacbiaiiapber, 
^  whba  Ibis/ woA  iww  iia^4<iiHp^j;sv  ])V;i|lMm , Joiie^ihf  >Aiaii>i^tiiaiM^ 
qiare  than  four  yaars' and  a  half/.d|MtiBg  wjiuch  time  he  had  not  only^ac^ired  a. 
ttu>rou|h  knowledge  of  the  Sanscrit  language,  but  had  eitended  his  laadii^  >b  it  M 
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1kf»  w  to  be.tqoilifiBA  «Dnii«iiii}  aljiiclgiuliifti  li^illieiiiirfontraDd  Wlllcrily  of  the 
««lli#i«iito<  lHi««Hd  w.lhei»teai|ai|k>ir>nfeliig»^pyqyk^i>ttd>tkho«gfriwii^^ 

I  iludiet4o(gittBilten')iwi  «mi^eiiieiituia|iefiovi  tbiBiigr  fliidfcifi||^aKidb«llfdi4he 
mdfieft iliMnmli^di<.ii|ipr6iire€l  ^^m^^wdmit^*  lj»it)jiii}^igfmM^9>M^ 

«f4faBiBMlbjbUi  Aiihtifaiuldtao^An'iteoaiice^tlMiF^^teii^ 

to  tb^JiliiBCtiiki  «tf  « iuiti9w4^ifEampBf  for  <pinpilaip«>digMiofi«lwb#ipla«w     • . 

In  1789i  the  first  vohime  of  the  Asiatic  Researches  was  pablislhedy  and)thfr«aine 
jtMt  tkiMiabm*  Jmmi^MtbeAx^hmitttMB}^^  an 

and#ntiiMiiai»f|maiaM«ndioaei6ff )th)s.  gtocote^t; doiibsiliB^ 4hiit2' thetlitetatiiiB'Of  A^a 
liad»3^ibMi|iiib{  totii^r  >Iri}A/79^riife  pubtisfaadt  qi^.ad.iosyiJutBsiititaiftteiry^lB  his 

'^btir6mimtp80UtA<bmg9^(^Aitiok*oM^  /The 

jyligrient  imdl  r  wmkmM  ofritfafe  lraj»bitQn»»lMy«fevefMiM"him'tn>  feil|)pittciaterHi»^HnBif1c  no 
b%hfeiitaii«;dcBlfcrved|(aststtat  bfing  caltttfetedrAr  geo^itai*  Tiding,  ^bcit  ««hiblling 
At  jwmte (rf la ftetonhaMepitoplQim.y fCMKte> la^ as JacMii^  «  ii^tiBm;af dsspo- 
tifi  iiiMlspiie<l«Draft^tliw>ited»>by^  1bw»  jettailfaiiy  ^coDapaiiifiti  |;Bi6ittiataiA  >8Dp|iort» 
laBa«i*>i|!M  miA  aonua^iia  meta|rii3f^ft>iaBdi«ntnn&  t»hHD9a^^.>itbkiil)niigfal:^  be 
'liaUaititflnMadnttTiMlidmt'^-^Anidrtithefca  esa^yiterriapbe  etfll  tAtrmd  bmhintimwm 
inoHifapoufleilce  mfikiA  kailMdffieBdainifii(i«i|m;aiif^ 

!fiiifi^ta9taidttMitinMrirt%  wfd  etpMsmig««iichi  aiiwt^f  mbouti^drytbrandi.A^^icience 
.af\ipnireAlhatiMflri(«faaft>b^uqd^iKe]mUin  iiesnrdies 

ifiiHfecMcclfanRi^iniititoaAoftbenc  riIno«4dilifni:ttoi(tbQrnikinif  itndietttakeadyMMticedy 
-katoB3flMppUnvloHwMH*C6dpi94i«ii<»os|klid^  tftenlkuK^aitd  nsibfeiias 

fiadBvdif  >il<oi?,iftfriBitk)iiy!lieldift^^  to  »)pp  al  *  siodenilk^ogrcssroaYbciMatent 
-«Ui«aa^Brtc]adBkliaiilBdgei>''r  -if-//  tli  ^:^-.-;t^'>  It.'  p^-.n  wo-  ^rrr.r.  ^.  'H  .-jir.  >i 
«»<l  sue  iidiBfiit^nrof  kdyH|oBt8k41l>l7^,fTeadQlC|l)itiLbrilllid3pJil^Gassa^ 
AmMs  fritbtftj'tdHfltaglairfdyiianiii  iier>  lAckkiiala  fansbind'iptiipMed^l^  MlewAei  in 
^lf95»diitt  ilil  Mhodr  tUvompIeUitlit  ayfeMnrofi  faidiaa  Uraiii>lidfare>(bc>leftit|ieiblua* 
liwiiin  iiihiBh  ki> <anild/prikflrtr*thii f renfc  tMferkn«iidi«iDSt  ydteililge^  *.Buk  te  bad 
^riMcfrodMibi  hng  iii  thhiwadfit^JPtty  brfoTei  ^3fnipl(UdB>>ap||ea«edl  ofii«b9t  ^diMkder 
jBhiBh  de|lwnpd>ti»il»»m<of!>onBiOf-its  bi^Mesliflfoatn^taki; i  Ilbe«'fUloi»mg.aeooaat 
toitiitdirifiiiitiw^givih^initbtti^lk^  '- 1'  'iiu-  oo  />:  ^.i.   •  . 

■^Irtgiqfitogtoaik toifi  ihne>fc(H|r({  ddcihgtwiiiiib*  hm.htld'Ampms^iuAifyttmktmA  in .  con- 
i'^FWMUiw^  aii>niiwb|ileMliie;sft«ttioay  tetcaObd  :ii^  the  writer  o^iliitee  tbkel9^  and 
-a«^)hinMMl<i'iigttbbeym|>lignBiy'nitePliotti^  lnlMMkttf  tii»4aki»«om<ii  medioine^and 
^iiipirtDj^jlwfl«iiy^Tgid<pto»eilK^bfcitj«  '^iM|agiieU«  ithe  ispftng^'j^ttfleUMiiie  for  a 
4ii«>  HHrbn»UofSitipWM*att«ie  thnift  o^ 

^ieiMa:iUttobiHa>cMqpbiii]|«(intii»JW  tiie  liver. 

^abmifimi»rnlim.  hs^^\e§i  tMbii'  dmcaitwid^^  «ie^|)«i]6tl^2Hlbn>of  ib^^hysioian,  who, 

lMQPtl9t0<brilliii^ay»iiw«  «IA1M  in  Mi  Mb  «idf»tti^ ; 'buiil^hMbllMn^idwuieed  too 
-llMt|<^jfhMiWtbvtelllitkcyW>#th«<m<d^       WuiOiy pitoaribtd,  wid  ihay  \w>H<  adminis- 

t^r««te'«liiDl    The  (iw^r^s^  of^the^kxM^ltilWl^asAlwbiftriim 

frtally  on  the  Sfth  <tf  April,  1794.    On  the  morning  of  fhat  day,  his  altendants. 
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alarmed  al  Itie  eipident  vymxpUnoB  of  apfMoacMDg  dinolutidiw  Mant  pMfcipilaMy  t# 
call  the  friend  who  ba«  sow  Uie  melancboly  task  of  recording  the  moomfiil  evtat. 
Not  a  moment  waf  left  in  repairing  to  hit  houae.  He  was  Ijing  on  hit  bed  in  a  poa» 
ture  of  meditation;  and  the  only  tjmptom  of  lemaidiig  life  wat  a  snali  degree  of 
motion  in  the  heart,  which  after  a  few  teoondt  ceased,  and  he  esfsred  without  a  pn^ 
or  groan.  Hit  bodfly  tn&ring,  from  the  oomphKency  of  his  featnvet  and  the  eaw  of 
his  attitode,  could  not  have  been  severe :  and  hit  mind  mutt  have  derived  ooaaoktioii 
from  those  tourcet  where  he  had  been  in  the  habit  of  seeking  it»  and  where  alone,  m 
our  last  moments,  it  can  ever  be  foimd/' 

Thus  ended  the  life  of  a  nmn  1^0  was  the  brightest  example  of  rational  amUtiaB* 
and  of  extensive  learning,  virtue  and  excellence  that  modem  times  have  piodnecd,  a 
man  who  must  ever  be.  the  subject  of  admiration,  although  it  can  happen  to  the  lot  ^ 
few  to  equal  and  perhaps  of  none  lo  excel  him«  When  we  eampare  the  shortness  of 
liit  life  with  the  exteaft  of  his  labours,  the  miad  is  overpo«reredk  yet  hit  eiampii^  how- 
ever disgraceful  to  the  iadblen^  and  even  apparently  di^buragiHg  to  the  hnmble 
scholar,  will  not  be  without  the  most  salutary  effects,  if  it  be  allowed  to  prove  that  no 
difficulties  in  science  are  insurmountable  by  regubr  industry,  that  the  human  fecatUes 
can  be  exalted  by  exercise  beyond  the  common  degp'ees  with  wlirih  we  jBn  <a^  .to  he 
satisfied^  and  thatr  the  finest  taste  is  not  incompatUe'  with  thavprafeuadett  alndieai^  R 
vras  the  peculiar  feiidty  6f  this  extraordinary  man,  tiiat  the  whoM  flan  of  Ua  life  ap- 
pears to  have  been  ibe  best  that  could  have  been  contrived  to  forward  his  Views  and 
to  accomplish  his  cbaracten  In  tracing  its  progress  we  see  very  little  that  could  have 
heen  mora  happily  arranged:  few  adverse  occurreqioet,  and  tcascely  aa  objKi  ef 
seriout  regatta  eipeeially  when  wecooHder  how  gcDtly  hit  amkttion  waa  diasttntd 
and  his  integrity  pfurifi^l  by  the  few  dehyt  whiek  at  one  time  aeeaied  to  oload  his 
prospectt  ^ 

But  it  is  foreign  to  the  design  of  the  present  writer,  and  il  most  be  left  to  a  very 
superior  pen,  to  disciiis  the  clttracter  of  sir  William  Joo^s  as  a  scholar,  a  philosopher, 
and  a  latvyen  He  is  introduced  in  this  colleetioa  as  a  poe^  tnd  his  dahns  are  sack 
as,  it  is  hoped|  will  justify  this  step.  The  greater  part  of  his  poenu,  indeed^  oonsat 
of  translations,  but  they  indicate  a  taate  so  gteatly  reined,  that  tiieie  can  be  no  scrupb 
in  adjnittitog  him  to  a  veiy  high  t^k. among  modem  poeta-  Hethas-pretenlet^i.tQ  die 
English  reader  a  new  set  of  images,  ond  opened  new  someat  of  tfaeisaUinMbinAika 
pathetic  by  fenniiariaing  the  scenery  and  aoanners  ol^the ^atieiw  t$gum^''  Tilw  jadg^ 
meat  with  which  those  are  telected  leads  us  to  legtet,  that  hitt  otignid  pvadoisfliM'eie 
few,  since  it  is  universally  acknowledged  that,  indejpendent  of  the  laiiguage  alid  inA^ 
icatioM,  both  polished  toa  hig^  degree  of  exicelleno^  they  a«&  dislingnishc^r.fag  ^f^ 
poetKal  fancy,  ardour^ and tennhilit;^  ,.    .., 

•     •  .         '•  ^   .......      .. 

^  In  1799,  bis  works  wert  published  in  six  volumes  quarto,  and  have  been  once  reprinted  m  tbiitMa 
volumes  octavo,  with  the  addition  of  bis  Life  by  kird  Teignmontfa,  which  fint  sqfipenred  ia  1S04. 
Among  the  public  tributes  to  his  memory,  are,  a  monument  by  Flaxman,  in  UnivMlity  College  at  the 
Expense  of  lady  Jones ;  a  mtmnment  to  be  erected  hi  9t  Paul's,  and  n  ttatne  at  Btogtl,  beth  veted  by 
file  honourable  iSast  India  company.  A  society  of  gnolleiMn  at  Bengnl,  wba>wara  adnoatsd  at  MM 
•nbscribed  a  ftom  for  a  priae  disswtaUon  on  hit  cbaiaeler  aad  merits,  mkkik  was  atttnitosd  to  Mr. 
Benry  PbilpcytB,  M.  A.  of  Magdalen  College.  Among  the  numy  poetical  triSutes  paid  to  his  meauryt 
that  by  the  rev.  Mr.  Maurice  of  the  British  Museum  seems  entitled  to  the  preference,  iBnm  bil 
accurate  knowledge  of  sir  William  Jones's  character  and  studies*    C. 
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SIR    WfLttAM  J0N1&S, 

THB  feomON  OF  HI9  POBBIB  TSf  inO. 


ill  «.  •»  »    »i.«   Jf    f 


1 


J.  HE  reader  will  probably  expeet,  tlMt,  bef<ib«  I  ptfeieat  him  with  fh«  feltowiDg  miseellany^  I  should 
pre  some  86e<xiot  of  :the  pieces  contameA  b  it;  and  sfanrid  prore  th«  anthentidty  of  thote  eaatem 
oriffuH^int^mlmA  I'ptitm  to  hat*  titoirfaM  4h«(lff  ItdieA,  «o  tum;^  pro4ii«tMiii»  hMwited  ift> 

dxMld  baw  witfie^^far  jwy  ovaiata^,  todaairmy  pQblicatiM».froii|t]M  aUKt»teife«avioipi»«f  iwppituiat; 
hat  there  is  a  circumitaiice  pecaliarly  bard  in  the  pre9Qttt«aBe  j  1«km|^SF»  that  vera  I  tQ  prQ4u<}$  tkm 
crigiaala  Unemaehrfei,  it  vouM  be  impossible  to  persaade  some  mea,  that  evea  they  were  aot  Ibvged  for  tba 
pmpcse,  like  tbe  pnitended  langoige  oTFcftdkMu    I  Aalt,  ho^vvor,  attempt  k  Ibiashort  prelboe^  to 

satislyifcersadar%ff|Wiirtialiii[.  

Tbe  tot  pete  iailbe  oeHertiem  ^cdM  SbiMirf.ia  Ml «  oapibtf  tnHMJDnfraAittMi  AmKn  l«H 
piega;  |Nita»iM«i)^the%afaf^«eiitii»efpt^ia«d«}ieMV<nw  ift.^ 

Anbia :  for  wbea  I  was  rea4ii)f  some  of  their  Yerses  on  ben^Yolenoe  aa^  hospitality  which  thfiy  jiis^y 
consider  as  their  most  amiable  virtues,  I  selected  those  passages,  that  seemed  most  likely.  tQ  ma  into  oar 
measure,  aod  connected  them  in  such  a  manner  as  tb  ft>rm  otie  bodthmed  piece,  %hiob  'l  suppose  to  be 
writmo'  M  pMk  of  M'AmbliMpribeess,  Wbo  had  be»  •  wwrtfcasehiiriih  iplta^iiB^faftemrlb^  ik^ 
ieftgsbaaent^tmi^lemimd'pi%rimi;^iiiwmof  miinliloiiMSi  Mfc/wemrnemia^tifK ^  l^ibii^temibla 
thaiim4ev.ilitbe«lyeQe.oNherev%imdp«m|ls»fiDsmiR^  Iha 

nit:  /    .     . 

Kad  aMima  e^ddbaafo  wa'l  laqiteduiio 

idha  agbbam  ef  ken  wahabbat  sbemalso^ 

Wakhalat  aa  an|adiha  elmordhiato, 
*  Wa  fam  tar  ainott  temozoth  bef aTah»  ' 

'    •  >•  }  »>odMca»e<mt0i>eambi»al  megMlbo  i  t* 

XeiQRiiyat»fi<;a,moQi)totbtmalaq,        .  .^  .    .       ». 

Waconto'  nenara  liehi  ^e'msOho, 

WacDiitndagiyyiMleittflhihela1«&  f 

that  is;  ''the  timi>g«r  and  the  pilgrim  well  know,  ^whfn  the  sky  is  daii«  and  Che  ttotth^^Hnl -rages* 
when tb^toatbefcv leave  their aaeking iafaats,  wlie« no moistofe  canheseoihi  theielondi^  thatthow. 
art.bmilkiUtethem^|heyrii«s  tbet  tboa.  mfc  tiuMr  oksef «NNKur^  )b9tthQ«.furtasvf  tp|bw)]^ 
<^35»^^^?WW,^,4^P)ai^y  night  >.»       .......        ^ 

Th^l^inl^pf  the  next  poem,  or  The  Palace  of  Forti^ne,  WM  tal^en  from  an. Indian  tale,  translated  a 
few  years  agn.from  the  Persian  by  a  very  ingenious  gentleman  in  the  serViee  of  the  ladSa  Company  ; 
but  I  hare  lulded  aetmal  descriptions,  aod  episodes  fimu  other  Eastern  writer^,  ha^  given  a^iffamifc 
noial  to  the  whole  piece,  and  have  made  sQme,otheralteratia>iit  in  it,  whidh^maptbe  m^^hiyjuifmOt^ 
wbo  will  take  the  pains  to  compare  it  with  the  stoiy  of  Boshana,  ii)  the  second  volume  of  tbe  tales  ef 


Ibave«alBniasftill  greaterUberty  with  the  mMdaUegory,  which,  in  imitatiMi  of  the  ?4m^SQ^ 
NesBamt,  I  hstte  emitled  The  Seven  FDantafas;  me   geaeial  subjeGt  of  ifc  was  borrowed  from  a  story 
in  BceliMlieikertMmbt  Bba^^mbshalii  artwki«B.tf  BalMiM,  whoigaritedmth^Msenl^ 
and  wnwsevemi  ether  wmks  in  a  iperypolalhed  ety^  the  moat  celdaramd  of  which  is  An  History  of 
tbelifeaf 'MDieAme:  beet  I  have  ingrafted  wpes  the  psmeipalaUagwyaaapiiode  from  Uie  Arabian 

I  See  this  pamage  venified,  Solimai  line  71|  &c« 
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Tales  offt  tboosand  and  one  Nights  ^,  a^fiopy  of  whkh  work,  in  Arabic,  was  procared  for  me  by  a 
learned  friend  at  Aleppa 

The  song,  which  follows,  was  first  printed  at  the  end  of  a  Persian  grammar :  hat,  for  the  satisfoctioa 
of  those  who  may  have  any  doubt  of  its  being  genuine,  it  seemed  proper  to  set  down  the  original  of  it 
in  Roman  characters  at  the  bottom  of  the  page.  The  ode  of  Petrarch  was  added,  that  the  reader  might 
eompare  the  manner  of  the  Asiatic  poets  with  that  of  the  Italians,  many  of  whom  have  written  in  the 
true  spirit  of  the  Easterns :  some  of  the  Persian  songs  have  a  striking  resemblance  to  the  soimets  of 
Petrarch ;  and  even  the  form  of  those  little  amatory  poems,  was,  I  believe,  brought  into  Europe  by  the 
Arabians :  one  would  aUnoit  imagme  the  following  lines  to  be  translated  from  the  Persian, 

Aura,  che  qodle  chkime  blonde  e  crespe 
Ciroondi,  e  movi,  e  se*  mossa  da  loro 
Soavemente,  e  spargi  quel  doloe  oro, 
E  poi  'I  racoogU,  e^  bei  nodi  V  Inerespe— 

since  there  is  scarce  a  page  in  the  works  of  Hafez  and  Jami,  in  which  the  same  image,  of  the  bnam 
playing  with  the  tresses  of  a  beautiful  girl,  is  not  agreeably  and  variously  expressed. 

The  elegy  en  the  death  of  Laura  was  insetted  with  the  same  view  of  forming  a  comparison  between 
Qie  Oriental  and  the  Italian  poetry :  the  description  of  the  fountain  of  Valchiusa,  or  Vallis  daosa, 
which  was  close  to  Petrarch's  house,  was  added  to  the  elegy  in  the  year  1769,  and  was  oompoaed  oo  tbe 
Tery  spot,  which  I  eould  not  forbear  vistuig,  when  I  passed  by  Avignon. 

The  Turiush  Ode  on  the  Spring  was  selected  from  many  others  in  the  same  language,  writtan  by 
Mesihi,  a  poet  of  great  repute  at  Oohstantinople,  who  lived  in  the  reign  of  Soliman  the  Second,  or  the 
lawgiver :  it  is  not  nnlike  the  Vigil  of  Venus,  which  has  been  ascribed  to  Catullus ;  the  meaaore  of  it 
is  nearly  the  same  with  that  of  the  Latin  poem ;  and  it  has,  like  that,  a  lively  burden  at  the  end 
of  every  stanza :  the  works  of  Mesihi  are  preserved  in  the  archives  of  the  Royal  Society. 

It  will  be  needless,  I  hope,  to  apologize  for  the  Pastoral,  and  the  poem  upon  Chess,  which  were  done 
aa  early  as  at  the  age  of  sixteen  or  seventeen  years,  and  were  saved  from  the  fire,  in  preference  to  a 
great  many  others,  beoause  they  seemed  more  correctly  versified  than  the  rest 

It  must  not  be  supposed,  from  my  seal  for  the  literature  of  Asia,  that  1  mean  to  place  it  in  oompe* 
tition  with  the  beautiful  productions  of  the  Greeks  and  Romans ;  for  I  am  convinced,  that  whatever 
changes  we  make  in  oor  opinions,  we  always  return  to  the  writings  of  the  ancieots,  as  to  the  standaid  of 
true  taste. 

If  the  novelty  of  the  following  poems  should  recommend  them  to  the  favour  of  the  reader,  it  may, 
probably,  be  agreeable  to  him  to  know,  that  these  are  many  others  of  equal  or  superior  merit,  which 
have  never  appeared  in  any  language  of  Europe  ;  and  I  am  persuaded  that  a  writer,  acquainted  with 
the  originals,  might  imitate  them  very  happily  in  his  native  tongue,  and  that  the  public  would  not  be 
diqpleased  to  see  the  genuine  compositions  of  Arabia  aod  Persia  in  an  English  drass.  The  heroic  poem 
of  Perdusi  might  be  versified  as  easily  as  the  Iliad,  and  I  see'no  reason  why  the  delivery  of  Peisia  by 
Cyrus  should  not  be  a  subject  as  Interesting  to  us,  as  the  anger  of  Achilles,  or  the  wandering  of  Ulysses. 
Tbe  Odea  of  Hafez,  and  of  Mesihi,  would  suit  our  lyric  measures  as  well  as  thow  ascribed  to  Anaereon  ; 
and  the  seven  Arabic  elegies,  that  were  hung  up  in  the  temple  of  Mecca,  and  of  which  there  are  seve- 
ral fine  copies  at  Oxford,  would,  no  doubt,  he  highly  acceptable  to  the  lovers  of  antiquity,  and  the  ad. 
mhrers  of  native  genius;  hut  when  I  propose  a  translation  of  these  oriental  pieces  as  a  work  likely  to 
meet  with  success,  I  only  mean  to  invite  my  readers,  who  have  leisure  and  industry,  to  the  study  of  tho 
languages  in  which  they  are  written,  and  am  very  fiir  f.ibm  insinuating  that  I  have  the  remotest  design 
of  performmg  any  part  of  the  task  myself;  for,  to  say  the  truth,  I  should  not  have  sufferai  even  the 
following  trifles  to  see  the  light,  if  I  were  not  very  desirous  of  recommending  to  the  learned  world  a 
Species  of  literature,  whwh  abounds  with  so  many  new  expressions,  new  unages,  and  new  inventkms. 

>  See  the  story  of  Prince  Agtb,  or  tho  third  Calandar,  in  tbe  Arabian  l^ki.  Night  51, 9^^ 
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ADVERTISEMENT, 

In  tteprtjetit  edition  ^0t  WHltui*  JdiM'i  Vomn,  the  plan  ii  adopted  df  atfrangiiigitliein  i 
iieadsto^ildchtbeyaeveraily  belong;  oonaequently  those  publidied  in  \Tt^,  and  ifedtcatsd  to  the 
Right  Bon.  the  Coontess  Spencer,  are  not  presented  to  the  reader  in  the  form  they  were  then  pu^ 
Bsbe4^  l^ni,  with.the  other  pQeti<;alprediictioiaor  lir  WiUiaiD  intigdooedia  thJacoUei$tion,<#m«Migned 
totbori 


1      ,  ).  .  .     "I 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


>    ■'  1   'n       "If     *    ■ 

1    •    r   ;    .,      'l-k^c,     ..• 

J  !    I  .V  .i»  -♦If 
*■   •■'  I  T-n^    .'r.  «\  Ti*' 
.    '  '  ..  .1.1*5    Mri;    ,..»>• 
.  .      ^  .    ...     -r  >,|l 

•      •  J'-^  •« :«     f.  ]  r.T 

•'I  .•?.'  lUi»T  t'.l 

:>,  ;   .     ■»    .  .  <  ■ 


IL/ 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


POEMS 


OF 


SIR   WILLIAM  JONES. 


IMTTATtOS  OF  BOBACB, 
ODB  znr.  UB.  II* 

VBRTBM  AT  rOUBTtSlI  TIAM  09  AQM* 


TJOW  quickly  Mes  the  Tital  Bam*t  I 
1  Alas,  my  friend !  each  nlent  boar 

Sisals  unperoeiv'd  away : 
The  eariy  joys  of  blooming  yonthy 
Sweet  innocence,  and  doTe-ey*d  tnith. 

Are  destin'd  to  decay* 
Oui  seal,  diear  Plnto^  wratk  TOitcain  ? 
Koj  tho*  an hooriy  victim itaiQ 

H«  k«Uov*d  tliiiae  with  bkwd, 
Ate  win  raeali  her  doom  fM*  none ; 
The  soeptnd  kngmnit  leate  hia  thrOM^ 

To  paM  the  Stygian  flood* 
Id  ^min,  my  ParneU,  wrapt  Hi  ease. 
We  than  the  merchant-marring  seas : 

la  vain  we  fly  from  wan  ; 
Is  vnin  we  shun  th*  automnal  Mast ; 
(The  alow  Oocytoa  muft  be  paas'd ;) 

How  needleas  are  oar  cares ! 

Oar  hoose,  our  land,  onr  shadowy  grorOf 
Tbtt  V€ry  mistress  of  our  love. 

Ah  me,  we  soon  must  leave  I 
Of  all  onr  trees,  the  hated  boughs 
Of  cypress  shall  alone  diffuse 

Their  fragrance  o^er  our  grave* 

To  ottien  shall  we  then  resign 

Tlie  Burn'raos  casks  of  spaifcling  wine. 

Which,  firngal,  now  we  store; 
With  them  a  more  deserving  heir, 
(Is  this  onr  lahoor,  this  onr  care  ?) 

aiatt  stam  the  stucco  floor. 

1760. 


ARCJDiA, 

A  PASTORAL  POEM: 


▲ovstTDBMnrr. 
TsB  IbUowbg  pastoral  was  written  in  the  yeat 
1762;  but  the  author,  finding  some  tolerable 
passages  in  it,  was  induced  to  coitect  it  after- 
wards, and  to  give  it  a  place  in  this  collection, 
[published  in  1772.]  He  took  .the  hint  of  it  from 
an  allegory  of  Mr.  Addison,  in  the  thirty-second 
paper  of  the  Guardian ;  which  is  set  down  ia 
the  margin,  that  the  reader  may  see  where  he 
has  copied  the  original,  and  where  he  has  deviated 
from  it  In  this  piece,  as  it  now  stands,  Menal- 
cas,  king  of  the  shepherds,  means  Hieocritus,  the 
most  ancient,  and  perhaps  the  best,  writer  of 
pastorals:  and  by  his  two  daughters.  Daphne 
and  Hyla,  must  be  understood  the  two  sorts  of 
pastoral  poetry;  the  one  elegant  and  polished, 
the  other  nmple  and  unadorned ;  in  both  of 
which  he  excelled.  Virgil*  whom  Pope  chiefly 
IbUowed,  seems  to  have  borne  away  the  palm  in 
the  higher  sort;  and  Spenser,  whom  Gay  imita- 
ted with  soocess,  had  equal  merit  in  the  more , 
rustic  style.:  these  two  poets,  thersfbre,  may 
jortly  be  sapposed  in  this  allegory  to  have  iidKa« 
rited  his  kingdom  of  Arcadia* 

In  those  fiur  plains,  where  glitt'ring  Ladoa  roll'd 
His  wanton  labyrinth  o^er  sands  of  gold, 
Menakas  rdgn'd  ^ :  from  Pan  his  lineage  came  ; 
Rich  wera  his  vales,  and  deathless  was  his  fiime. 

*  iMrrATioiis. — GuABStAif,  No  32. — ^*  In  aneieat 
times  there  dwelt,  in  a  pleasant  vale  of  Arcadia,  a 
man  of  very  ample  possessions,  named  Menalcas, 
who»  deriving  his  pedigree  from  the  god  Pan,  kept ' 
very  strictly  np  to  the  rales  of  th^  pastoral  life,  as' 
it  was  in  the  golden  age.'*  ' 
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When  youth  impelled  him,  and  when  lore  intpir*d, 

ThelisfniDg  nymphs  his  Doric  lays  admir'd : 

To  hear  his  notes  the  swaios  with  raptareflew ; 

A  softer  pipe  no  shepherd  ever  blew. 

fiat,  now,  oppressed  beneath  the  load  of  age, 

Belov'd,  respected,  venerable,  sage,— 

Of  heroes,  demigods,  and  gods  he  snng  *; 

His  reed  neglected  on  a  poplar  hung , 

Yet  all  the  rules,  that  young  Arcadians  keep. 

He  kept ;  and  watch'd,  each  mom,  his  hleatmg 

sheep. 
Two  lovelv  daughters  were  his  dearest  care ; 
Both  mild  as  May,  and  both  as  April  fair : 
liore,  where  they  mov'd,  each  youthful  breast  m- 

flam  d ; 
And  Daphne  this,  and  Hyla  that  was  namU 
The  first  was  bashful  as  a  blooming  bride  \ 
.   And  all  her  mien  displayed  a  decent  pride; 
Her  tresses,  braided  in  a  curious  knot, 
Were  duse  confio'd,  and  not  a  hair  forgot,— 
Where  many  a  ftowe'r,  in  mystic  order  placed. 
With  myrtle  twin'd,  her  silken  fillet  graced ; 
Nor  with  less  neatness  was  her  robe  dispos*d. 
And  every  fold  a  pleasing  art  disclosed  $ 
Her  sandals  of  the  brightest  silk  were  made. 
And,  as  she  walk'd,  gave  lostre  to  tha  shade; 
A  graceful  ease  in  every  step  was  seen. 
She  mov'd  a  shepherdess,  yet  look'd  a  queen. 
Her  sister  scorn'd  to  dwell  in  arching  bowers. 
Or  deck  her  locks  with  wreaths  of  fading  flowers; 
O'er  her  bare  shoulder  flow'd  her  auburn  hair. 
And,  fanned  by  zephyrs,  floated  on  the  air ; 
Green  were  her  bi^kins,  green  the  vest  she  wore, 
And  in  her  bai^^  a  knotty  crook  she  bore. 
The  voice  of  Daphne  might  all  pains  disarm  * ; 
Yet,  he^rd  too  long,  its  sweetness  eeaa'd  to  charm : 
But  noQc;.\vere'tir^d  when  artless  Hyla  stmg, 
Though  something  rustic  warbled  from  her  tongue. 

Thus,.b(i(h  in  l^eauty  grew,  and  both  in  &me, 
Their. manners  dififuiieut,  yet  their  charms  the  same. 
The  young  Aroadiap^  tuneful  from  their  birth. 
To  lov.^  devot^ed,  ai^d  to  rural  mirth^ 
fiehe2(t.  aqd  foi^icllp^  jov'd  the  royal  maids. 
And  sung  their  praise  in  valleys, lawns,  and  glades ;*— 
Prom  morn  to  latest  eve  they  viept,  and  sighed  ; 
And  some  for  DapWi  some  for  Hyla,  died : 
Each  day  n^v  jpresf  nts  to  the  nymphs  they  bore^ 
And  in' gay  p^r  .spread  the  shining  store ; 
Some  hecchei|  .b^ls   and  polish'd.    sheephpfiu 

brought,. .... 
With  ebon  knoU,  and  stnds  of  silver  wrought; ' 

*  This  couplet  alludes'  to  the  higher  Idyllla  of 
Ttoieriftuy;,  ai^tiKjMyw^ninHl^.tmrtVwuK  the 
■Mfsmw^^aadotheia  which  afeof  tba  horoie  k(ttd>' 

^^<  l!a  bad  a  datii^t^,'  hb  only  ebild,  called 
Afbarylth.  She;  #ii4  a  trr^in  of  a  most  enchanting 
beliiity,  of  «  teioft  ^ty  S;nd  im«fl^ted  ^ir;  but, 
hai%ig^  b«en  Vrn)'  dp  wNoffjr  iii  the  ootintry,  was 
baAfctltdthellrttaegt^.*^  •  ' 

♦  "She had  a  vpic^e  th^t  ^as  mg^eedingly.  sure^ij. 
ydt  had  a  rusticity  in  her  itone,  ^hicU  .bowser,  (o 
most  who  heajcd  liei^  seemed  an,ad4i^iQQal,  chprm. 
Tjoughmjicr  .^^vprsatlon,  >  ^^mm^  she.wpfl, 
^ery  eQ^H^vg,  yet  i^  her  lovqB.,wbo  wafa.  munvH. 

Elbe  was  ap  coy,  tot  mu>}|  left  be?  in,  diwmt, 
1^  tedM>us  OQurtsl^p,  avd  matc'bed  jtb|ii|i4r«a, 
they  were  better  race^7^'* 


Some  led  in  flowery  haads  the  pbyfiil  fewe. 
Or  bounding  roe,  that  spom'd  the  grassy  lawn ; 
The  rest  on  nalore's  blooming  gifts  relied, 
And  mis'd  their  slender  hopes  oo  beauty's  pride : 
— But  the  coy  maids,  regardless  of  their  pain. 
Their  vows  derided,  and  their  plaintive  strain. 
Hence  some,  whom  love  with  lighter  flames  had  fir'd, 
Broke  their  soft  flutes,  and  in  deqnir  retind ; 
To  milder  damsels  told  their  amoroas  tale. 
And  found  a  kinder  Daphne  in  the  vale. 

It  happen'd,  on  acbeerftil  mom  of  May, 
When  every  meadow  smil'd  in  fresh  array. 
The  shepbcnls,  rising  at  an  early  hour. 
In  crowds  assembled  round  the  regal  bower, 
There  haiPd  in  sprightly  notes  the  peerless  maids, 
And  tender  accents  trembled  throagh  the  glades. 
Menalcas,  whom  the  larks  with  maay  a  lay 
Had  call'd  from  slumber  at  the  dawn  of  day, 
By  chance  was  foving  through  a  bordering  dale. 
And  heard  the  swains  their  youthful  «oes  bewail. 
He  knew  the  cmise ;  for  long  his  prodeBt  mind 
To  sooth  their  carea  iodul^eatly  designM ; 
Slow  he  approacb'd ;  theo'wravM  his  awful  band, 
And,  leaning  on  his  crook^  address'd  the  list'nii^ 


«'  Arcadian  «h«phceds  I  to  my  words  attend ; 
In  silence,  hear  yomr  moeareb,  and  year  friend. 
Your  frnitiem  puns,  which  none  can  dieappiere, 
Exrite  my  pity,  not  my  anger  move.  i 

Two  geatfe  maids,  the  solace  of  my  age, 
Fill  aU  my  soal,  ajnd  *Uin|if  «iie  engage; 
When  death  shall  join  me  lo  the  fiale^ey'd  tbroog,       I 
To  them  my  sylvan  empire  wi||heion|^; 
But,  leA  with-  themt  (he'royttl  liiie«bdeid4iT,  i 

And  civil  dlsonrdfill  4bi»  ha^iy  videy  ! 

Tvocbosen  youthaihebeaniteoesayiiiyiviiMiitwed, 
To  share  their  power,  ^  graeettie^eaM  bed ;  I 

So  may  the  awaina  ow  ^mesil  lewsiobeyr-^ 
And  all  Arcadia-  own  their  potmit  awaTr  • 
But  what  sege  cooeael  43an  theifi  chosoe  idatted  ? 
Whom  can  the  vympha'piefor,  or  wboAi  teyect? 
So  like  yoMT  passion,  aad  4o  like  yomr  atrain^ 
That  all  deserve,  yet  cannot  aU  ofaftaibi .. 
Rear  then  my  Aaiet  as  la«e»4>r£ncyiied 
To  steep  CyUene'a  erertVOBal  hend^ . 
With  winding  step^  i.watidarfd  tbrougk  the  weod. 
And  pourM  wild;ncite»;  .a  Fauttbafase  md  stood; 
A  flute  be  UeU,  Afaschiea  heeoitly  blew,  . 
The  feathefd  vafblem  to  the  Kmnd  h»diesr^  • 
Then  lo  my  hand  the  pseoioea  gift  oamga'd. 
And  sak],  <  ^feaaIcas,  ease  thy  amod^sin^SBwl? 
This  pipe,  on  which  the  god  of  sbephecdaipUiyM, 
When  knre  inflamed  bim,  iH^hi^rimHrnenmid  ^ 
Recefve  c  ev!n  Pan  thy  tamefiilimu  rmiitrn^^  . . 

And  after  Pan  thy  lips  will  gcsee  it  bestk.: >- 

Thy  danghter'avheswity  every  bretftioapireei 
And  aU  thy  kingdom  i^lowf.  with  equal  4ns  i  - 

.  **'  *  '  '     ■      • 

» "  Far  Memdcas4iad  nt>ted1y  rev^lyei  40  tUtt 
a  aoo*uMaw^  who  should  mviolably  midetab  Ifae 
customs  of  bis  fiMity;  hut  bed  received  one  ^ee* 
iog,  athewaHmdiatiie  «eUs,  >a  fiipe,  <ft  ^  an- 
tique form,  from  a  nma^  or,  as  seme  aay,  from 
Obesentbe  faivy,  with  a  pattieeJar  elmi^  rtit  to 
bestow  his  daughter  on  any  ene,  -who  eooM  not 
play  thaaame  tune  nppoit,;  as  at  thattiaw  be  en- 
tertained him  with.* 
^  £cbo^ 
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But  let  thOM(«Tor>d  youths  alone  taoceed, 
Who  blow  with  matcfalesi  art  this  beareDly  reed.* 
This  said)  be  disappeared.    Then  hear  my  will '' : 
Be  bold,  ye  lovers,  and  exert  your  sidll ; 
Be  they  my  sods,  who  siag  the  softest  straint. 
And  tune  to  sweetest  notes  their  pleasing  pains  | 
l^ttt  mark !  whoe'er  shall,  by  too  harsh  a  lay. 
Offend  our  ears,  and  from  our  manners  stray. 
He,  for  our  ftiYour,  and  our  throne  unflty 
T9  some  disgraceful  penance  must  submit^ 

He  ends :  the  shepherds  at  bis  words  r^olea, 
And  praise  their  sovereign  with  a  grateful  voice. 
Each  swain  believes  the  lovely  prize  bis  own, 
And  sits  triumphant  on  th'  ideal  throne  ; 
Kind  vanity  their  want  of  art  supplies. 
And  gives  indulgent  what  the  Muse  denies  ; 
Gay  vests  and  flewary  garlands  each  prepares, 
And  each  the  dress,  that  suiu  bis  &acy,  wears. 

Now  deeper  bkisbes  tiag*d  the  gbowiog  sky^ 
And  evening  lais'd  her  silver  lamp  en  high ; 
When  in  a  bower,  by  Ladon's  lucid  streMn, 
Where  not  a  star  oould  dart  his  piercing  beam. 
So  thick  the  curling  egiantiDes  displayed. 
With  woodbines  join'd,  an  aromatic  shade—* 
The  lather  of  the  blooming  nymphs  reoliii*d. 
His  hoary  locks  with  sacred  laurel  twinM : 
The  royal  idamsels^  seated  by  his  side, 
Shone  liko  tiw  Asw'rs  in  sommer's  direst  pride : 


f  '•  Whethiheiamty  that  he  dsaigned  to  give 
her  in  mairfage^iw«»«ear  at  hand,  be  published  a 
decree,  whetehytte  iafitad  thetiagbbooring  youths 
to  make  trisA  of  thi»  musical  lostrument,  with 
promise^  that  the  vtctorsboold  poeiess  his  daughter, 
on  coiviition  that  ttie  vanquished  rtwuld  submit  to 
wbst^/pvMhihiat/he  ihoaglit  fit  to  Inflict.  Those, 
vrha^ecekwiyehdlseawaged,  and  bad  high  con- 
ceits of  their  es»wrt*,'ttpfCMed  on  the  appointed 
day,  in  a  dresw/and^cquiyage'saitabte  to  their  re- 
spective -fuiciea.  1  The  place  ^  meeting  was  a 
flowery^  VMaisRi/  throagb  wbieli  a  clear  stream 
mormuQid/  .hi  many)  'irvegalar  meanders.  The 
abepherds  madem>spheidua'riRg  fair  the  contending 
lovers  i  and  te^xma^ft  of  H  there  sat  upon  a  little 
throne  of  turf,  undsran^avcb  of  eglantine  and  woed- 
bin^lrtlK  father  of  ±a  makl,  and  at  his  right  hand 
the  ^boDSeloKiiniedwitli  roses  and  liKet.  ShewOre 
a  flying  robe  of  a  slightgieen  stuff;  she  had  her 
sheepheokataae  hand,  and  the  Ihtal  pipe  in  the 
other.  .[The  firsts  who  approached  her,  was  a yottth 
of  a  gtaieftd  preMnee  and  a  courtly  air,  but  dressed 
io  a^tftsfaen  hdbit  than  bad  ever  been  seen  in  Atfcadia. 
Hrvtaaei:»<«Hmson  vest,  eat,  hideed^'  aftftr  the 
abepben^ainhioBybuteoaaHched  with  embroidery, 
and  sparkling,  with  jewels,  thst:  the  eyes  of  the 
spectatom'were  dlmrted,  from  <Hwisiderteg  the  mode 
of  the  gaimoatp^by  the  daacUng  lof^the^ornaments/ 
His  head  was  covered  with  a  plume  of  feathers,  and 
his  sheephook  glittered  with  gold  and  enamel.  He 
a#f|^ib»  pilM  to  his  Ups,  'kndr  hegaJJ  a  tune, 
w|u«h,AMSiflet(off .4Mtb  so.many,  gsaoet  and  qoawtrs, 
ttk«t  the.  aliapheids  and  sheph^rdesbes^  whoihlid 
pa^themselfes  in.^ider  to  dstio^'  could  not' 
foilo^  it  |.  as  indeed  it  leqaioed  great  skill'  ami  »e- 
Sislarity  ofJhe^e,  whioh  they  had  never  beenhred 
tQi  .t  IMea^cat  oitiertd.him  to  be  stripped  of  his 
ooitty^«>hta#«id.to4)e«Ud  in  a  rusietweedj  aiai 
to  tend  the  flocks  in  the  valleys  to:  a  year  and  a 
day." 


Toe  swains  before  tfaeni  crowded  iif  a  ituf^ 
Prepared  to  blow  the  flute,  or  sweetly  sing. 

Pint,  in  the  midst  a  graceful  youth  arose, 
Bom  m  those  fields  where  crystal  Mele  flows  i 
His  air  was  courtly,  his  complexion  fair ; 
And  rich  perfumes  shed  sweetness  from  his  hair. 
That  o^er  his  shoulder  wav*d  in  flowing  curls, 
With  roses  braided,  and  inwreathM  with  pearis  i 
A  wand  of  cedar  for  his  crook  he  bore ; 
His  slender  fbot  th'  Arcadian  sandal  wore, 
Yet  that  so  rich,  it  seem'd  to  fear  the  ground. 
With  beaming  gems  and  silken  ribands  bound ; 
The  plumage  of  an  ostrich  grac*d  his  head. 
And   with   embroider'd    flow*rs   his   mantle   was 

o'erspread. 
He  song  the  darling  of  th*  Idalian  qneen  >, 
FalPn  in  his  prime  on  sad  Cythera*S  green ; 
When  weeping  Graces  left  the  faded  plains. 
And  tun'd  their  strings  to  elegiac  strains ; 
While  mourning  loves  the  tender  burden  bore, 
"  Adonis,  fair  Adonis,  charms  no  more." 
The  theme  displeased  the  nymph,  whose  ruder  ear 
The  tales  of  simple  shepherds  lov'd  to  hear. 
The  maids  and  youths,  who  saw  theswatn  advance. 
And  take  the  fatal  pipe,  prepar'd  to  dance : 
So  wiklly,  so  afiectedly,  he  play'd, 
His  tune  so  various  and  uncouth  he  made, 
That  not  a  dancer  could  in  cadence  move. 
And  not  a  nymph  the  quaverM  notes  approve  : 
They  broke  their  ranks,  and  joinM  the  chclidf 

train, 
While  bursts  of  laughter  sounded  o^er  the  plain* 
Menalcas  raisM  his  hand,  and  bade  retire 
The  silken  courtier  from  th*  Arcadian  choir: 
Two  eager  shepherds,  at  the  kiiig*s  command. 
Rent  his  gay  pTame,  and  snappM  his  pblishM  waad| 
Tliey  tore  bis  vesft,  and  o^er  his  bo^m  threw 
A  weed  of  homely  grain  and  ruSset  liue ; 
Then  fillM  with  wither'd  herbs  his  scented  locks. 
And  scornful  drove  him  to  the  low-browM  niiika  j 
There  doomed  to  rove,  deseiW  abd  fbHern, 
Till  thrice  the  Moon  had  arcVd  her  silver  hohi. 
The  next  that  rose,  and  todk  the  mystic  reed. 
Was  wrapp*(L  ungracefol,  in  a  sordid  weed  ^^ 
A  shaggy  hiqe  was  o^er  his  shoulder  spread ; 
And  wreaths  of  noxioos  ^^mel  bound  his  head ; 
Unshod  his  beard,  and  tangled  was  his  hair ; 
Re  rudely  wafk'd.  and  thus  addressM  the  fkhr : 
**9Sy  kids  I  fondle,  and  my  latAbs  I  kiss ;  * 
Ah  !  grant,  sweet  maid^  a.moredefighful  bliss.'* 


.  ?  See  Bkn^  Hoichnf ,  ^c 
9  "The4eoaad,tliatappes9Sd,srasinav«rydilfi^ 
rent  gasb. .  Ha  vas  dotbed  in  a  fpittent  ^oi  lavgli 
goat-skin«,  his  air, was  inatted^^sbeafdaeglected; 
in  his  person  Uijicputh,,  axul  ^wkwardin  bis  galc' 
He  came  ^p  j^^nngj^  t^  fjivpi^r  .and  told  bar, 
*  Hq  h«4  )wgged)ii3  l^va(j|i^Q4,  HiM^d.^bis  young 
iktds,  but  he  hoped  to  kiss<«QA[t^<^!iais^eeler«' 
The  fair  one  blushed  with  modesty  and  apger,  aifd. 
ipniyed;  sectetlV,  ataiiHsf  Wm  is  she*  gave  him  th^ 
jjH^. '  m  srfiaWhed  it  fteb  htf;  'bht  Wth  ^reat  dif- 
^<niMy'mli(d«it60tfnd'$  Nd^fch'  i^  I'l^'spcli  hkisb 
aod'jaw^g'hbi^s/  tbkt  tl^e  ^epl^e^ds  6ri^  oat  otio 
tandanthUt'Ke'WtMef^dwl  hb'  ttlust^.  ^fte'was  ita« 
^riefllat^lj^'oW^r^  to  'the^  'tn^t '  tfraggy  parts  '  of 
AreakM^vt^^^'tltfc'^dMi;  4hd  dobuiandled  fi^v^if 
to  touch  a  pipe  any  more.*  ♦  '^-'  -  "        '    '• 
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The  damsels  bliy^.^mp^«o|pr.  f|i4  4M$i>^ 
And  tarnjiadigiiant  from  i&e  shameless  swain  ^ 
To  Pan  ID  silence^  and  to  Ijove,  they  pray* 
To  make  his  music  baleful  as  bis  lay. 
The  gods  assedt :  the  flute  i^  roughly  takes, 
And  scaroe,  with  pain,  a  grating  murmur  make*! 
But  when,  in  jarring  nole^  he  forc'd  bis  soog^ 
Just,  indignation  flr'd  the  rural  throng; 
"  Shame  of  Arcadia's  bowers  1'^  the  youth  exclasm^ 
"Whose  tuneless  lays  disgrace  a  shepherd's  name !" 
The  watchful  heralds,  at  Menalcas'  nod, 
Pursufnl  the  rustic  with  a  vengeful  rod ; 
CondemnM  three  summers  on  the  rocky  shore 
To  feed  his  goats«.aDd  toi^h  a  pipe  no  more. 
Now  to  the  ring  a  portly  swajo  advanc'd. 
Who  neither  wholly  walk'd  nor  wholly  danc'd  ^^ ; 
Yet  mov'd  in  pain,  so  close  bis  Crimson  vest 
Was  clasp'd  uneasy  o'er  bis  stm'ming  braaatx 
"  Fair  nymph  I"  said  he,  **  the  rosei^  which  yen 

wear. 
Your  charms  iaipro^ie  not,  hut  their  own  in^ir  'L" 
The  maids,  nous  d  to  flowers  of  eloquence*  {sanaau 
Smil'd  at  the  words,   but  ooi>ld  not  guess  tfaisir 
When  in, his  hand  the  saorad  reed  be  took. 
Long  time  he  view'd  it  with  a  pctnsive  look; 
Then  gave  it  breath,  and  raU'd  a  shriller  notn 
Then  when  tbe  bird  of  morning  svells  his  tbiMt ; 
Through  every  inisrval,  now  low,  now  bight 
Swift  o  er  the  stops  bis  fingers  seetmVl  to  fly : 
Tbe  youths,  who  beard  such  music  with  Aurpnt% 
Oaz'd  on  tbe  tuneful  bard  with  wond'riqg  eyes:  / 
He  saw  with  secret  ^ide  their  deep  amasej 
Then  said,  "  Arcadia  shall  res^imd  my  prais% 
And  every  clim^  my  powerful  art  sbaU  owi  j      / 
This,  this,  ye  swains,  is  melody  alone : 
To  me  Amphion  taught  the  heavenly  strain**. 
Amphion,  born  09  rich  Hesperian  pUuM  ^2." 
To  whom  IVlenalcas :  "  Stranger  1  we;admir« 
Thy  notes  melodious,  and  thy  raptuxnua  fiw^ 
But  ere  to  these  fair  valleys  t^pu  ietiim» 
Adopt  our  ipauners,  and  our  langin^  learns 
Some  ag^  shepherd  shall  thy  air  impiwreh 
And  teach  thenhow  to i|paak»  and  htm  t#  mof «.'' 


10  *'  The  third  that  advadhced,  appeared  Inxlothoe 
that  were  so  strait  and  uneasy  to  him,  that  he 
aeemed  to  move  in  pain.  Re  marched  up  to  th^ 
maiden  with  a  Chou^htrul  look,  and  stately  pace^ 
and  said,  *  Divine  Amaryllis,  you  wear  not  those 
roses  to  improve  your  beauty,  but  to  make  them 
ashamed.*  As  she  did  not  oomprehend  his  Clean- 
ing, she  presented  the  instrument  without  reply. 
The  tune  that  he  played  was  so  intricate  and  per- 
plexing, that  the  shepherds  stood  still  like  people 
astonished  and  confbanded.'^ 

"  See  Tas»t»,  Gvarini,  FomtiteeHe,  CSamoens,  6ar- 
cilasso,  andXope  de  la  Vega ;  and  other  writere  of 
pastovah  in  ftalian,  Ffdiieli,  Portoguese,  and  SpAi- 
itb. 

}2  « In  vain  did  be  plead  that  it  was  the  giefectzon 
of  music,  0Dmp9ft'd  Igr  the  most  skilful  jMtster  of 
Besperin*  ^dSenalcas^  ^£ndin^  tliat  b«  vaa  • 
atranger,  hospitably  took  oompwsiaii  on.  bin,  mmI 
delivered  him  to  an  old  shepherd ,  who  was  ordered 
to  get  him  clothes  that  wonld  fit  biB»  «id.teneb 
him  how  to  sp^  plaia,^  . .         ^ 


I 


SooniQtlMbaw%a«iodtBMtiiplii«oMe^     . 
^a1i«it  of  swnans  ^ ;  nod  Tityrua  his  nnme  h  • 
Mild  wsBS  bis  look ;  an  easy  grace.be  shofw'd  ^ 
And  o'er  his  faeaulopos  limba  a  deeent  maatle 

«ow'di 
As  through  tbe  crowd  he  pressed,  the  sylvan  ckoir 
His  mien^  applauded,  and  bis  neat  attire ;  « 

And  Daphne,  jret  untaught  in  amorons  lore, 
Felt  strange  desires,  and  pains  nidmowi  b^for^ 
He  now  begins :  the  dancing  bills  attend. 
And  knotty  oaks  from  mouatain-iops  descend  ;<«^' 
He  sings  of  swains  beneath  the  beechen  shade,, 
W^en  lovely  Amaryllis  fiird  tbe  glade  i^s 
Next,  in  a  sympathizing  lay,  comnplaias 
Of  love  unpitied,  and  the  lover^  pains; 
But  when  with  ait  the  balIow*d  pipi^  be  blswr  » 
What  deep  attention  hushed  th«  rival  orew. 
He  playM  so  sweetly,  and  so  awaetlyaong, 
That  00  each  note  th'  enmptur'd  audience  hung; 
Ev'n  bbie-hair'd  nymphs   from   Ladoii'a  hmpid 

stream, 
Raised  their  bright  heads,  and  listened  to  tbe  theme; 
Then,   through  tbe  yiekling  waises,  in  tn«sp«t 

glaoc'd  ; 
Whilst  on  the  banks  tt^  joyful  nh«pherdi  dine'd  1 
«  Weoft,^'  aaidtbey,  <*  atctoseof  oneMngflov'rs, 
Have  heard  snob  music  in  the  foctti  bow^  i,  . 
We  wnnder'd  $  for  wa  thongbt  sono  avoims  gol, 
That  on  a  silver  moonbeam  awilUy  rode. 
Had  iann'd,  with  sUn-y  plnma«»  tbe  floaling  sff. 
And  to«eb*d  his  bacp^  to  cbaim  aoiDt  jnoitii  ftin^ 
He  ended ;  and,  aa  loiliog  billows  loud*   .\ 
His  praise  ramided  flrooi  the  caroling  «bd«L      * 
The  olamoBoas  tuonalt  softif  to  oonapoaa^     • .  -    k 
High  in  the  midst^  tbe  plaintive  Colin  '^.jMV     * 
Bam-on  the  blied  banks  of  raynl  Tbami^  »K  .      a 
Which  «ft  bad  ron^  with  RosaUiida'tittae^    .  ^ 
Fbiv,  yset  neglected  ;  neat,  yet  unndomSd-;  ^  <  « 
The  pride  of  dveas,  and  flowers  of  nrt^be  mxnfd: 
And,  bkethe ninmph  wlw flr«d  bit ymtfhful bKMI| 
Green  were  hfis  buskins^  i^MR  bin  sanipic  aesl»  •  : 
With  carelesa  eaee  hia  mstk:  l«|ra  be  snog^  .  .    ■  f 
And  Melody  flowM-anMotUy  ihin  hii  Wkgm  T 
Of  June's  ^  fruits  and  August's  eor*  I^  l4^, 
7^blQamoCAvnl4MidJ)eQeaibaili4BdU.i#i«*:    k 

13  «  The  fimrth,  tbalitepMft»n«Hb(««««»ng 
Anyntae^  the  most  beantifol  of  ^l thai 
awbins,  secretly  beloved  by  '^AmarylKa.v 
that  dayi  the^ame  coloors  as  the  nnid^ 
be  sighed.  Ho  tnnwsd  feowaede  her  witls'aai^^, 
boinnaMvad  nbs  she  ^rfosbed  as  MerflbM 
hm;  wmi  when.Ae  gave  Um^ttMrfaM  nilM4 
tb^  batb  tmalded,  taut  aaitbar  ooull  splak. 
IjiiKring  aecreUy  breathed  bis  vowatotbe-gtfdi^ 
poured  flwth.  suoh  mebidiona  votas,  that,  IhOM 
they  were  a  UtUe  wild  and  trr^^nfau*,  thqr  fifl4 
every  heart  with  delight  The  swins  iosmedkteis^ 
mmgled  m  the  daeoei  and  tbeoldafaephaf^afl 
$nned»  tbait  they  bad  eAmbeaifl  enob  anisic  kf 
night,  which  thegr  imagined  to  be  played  by  fome  d 
the  mml  deities*"  . 

M  The  name  snppowd  to  Jm  taleea  bfr- Vhfil  i» 
bia  fint  paitorak    .  « 

^^  Foimosem  rrsoMW  dnseii  dwmiMiilw  nrlmetl 

^^ODlinistbe  immelhnt  apeoMMnhas  iniS 
pasbMMla;  «nd  HosalMn  tfr4bnk,  «ninr  a^btab  hi 
celebrates  his  mi4i)6S8*  ■ .    ^  * .  * 
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la  mftf  month  tb«t  decks  the  Tiried  year  ^, 
Now  on  Che  floto  with  equal  grace  he  play'd* 
And  his  soft  numbers  died  along  the  shade  j 
Tbe  skilfiiri  dancers  to  his  accents  mor'd. 
Mad  every  voice  his  easy  tone  approvM  | 
Ev*D  Hyht,  blooming  maid,  admir'd  the  stnuBy 
While  through  her  bosom  shot  a  pteaaing  P^in* 

Now  all  were  hushM  :  no  rival  durst  arise ; 
Bale  vera  their  cheeks,  and  full  of  tears  their  eyes. 
IlenaJcas,  rising  from  his  flowery  seat, 
Urns,  with  a  voice  majestically  sWret, 
Ad<lfeHHI  th*  attentive  throng :  '*  Arcadians,  bear! 
The  aky  grows  dark,  and  beamy  stars  appear: 
Hatte  to  the  Vkle ;  the  bridal  bowers  prepare : 
4kiid  hml  with  joy  Menalcas'  tuneful  heir. 
TVm,  Tityrus,  of  swains  the  pride  and  grace, 
ftalt  dasp  soft  Daphne  in  thy  fond  embra<'«: 
And  thou,  yaung  Colin,  in  thy  willing  arms 
flimlt  fold  my  Hyla,  fair  in  native  charms. 
O^  tbeM  sweet  plains  dirided  empire  hold, 
And  to  yoor  latest  race  transmit  an  age  of  gold. 
Wbat  splendid  visions  rise  before  my  sight. 
And  fill  my  aged  bosom  with  delight ! 
Beneaferth  of  wmn  and  eunqnest  shall  yon  stng  li, 
'  Arms  and  tlie  man'  in  every  elhne  fi%all  ring: 
Itiy  Mnse,  Md  Maro,  THynis  no  more, 
Shall  yt\  of  diieft  Uiat  left  the  Phrygian  shora, 
0Bd  Dido's  love  and  Venus*  wandering  son, 
Aa  Latians  vaoqui^M,  and  Livinia  won. 
And  thoQ,  O  G5lin  f  heaven-descended  yonth, 
fihak  hide  it  fletion^s  veil  the  charms  of  tmth ; 
ny  notas  the  sting  c^  sorrow  shall  beguile. 
And  anoolb  the  brow  of  anguish  till  it  smile  $ 
Jfoles,  that  a  sweet  Elysian  dream  can  taise, 
Aad  laad  ti*  encbanteil  soul  through  fancyli  maza; 
Thy  wnm  shal)  shine  with  GIoriana*s  name. 
And  Ali  the  worid  with  Britain's  endless  fisme." 

T»  Tityrui;  then,  he  gave  the  sacred  flute, 
M  bide  hii  «ms  their  bhnhing  brides  salute  »; 
WbiIsC  all  tbc  train  a  lay  of  triumph  sung, 
TSU  mobftiahMf  ech^d,  and  till  valleys  rung. 

iTMItttins,  with  mirth,  they  tmi'd  the  miplba 
fkiain'v, 
4  TnH^  too  tala^  vashastaoiDgfi^  the  plaia^ 

«V  Hi  '^  %T^«i^  Saleadar. 
^tUl  prophecy  of  Menaka#  aOades  to  the 
Jfmi^  Q#  Vkgil.  and  the  Fairy-Queen  of  Spenter. 

l#'*Tha  good  aid  Maa  leaped  firom  his  thsane^ 
mL  ttm  ha  bad  embraced  him»  preieBited  hiaa  to 
fit  d«iightat»  whidfe  caused  a  geaisiai  aeclamatioik>* 
i»  <*  WhSa  they  wore  ia  the  nkht  of  their  joy, 
•ay  wcia  snrpriaed  with  a  very  odd  appearance. 
A  p*rsoB,  In  a  blue  mantle,  crowned  with  sedges 
#Ba  nnlbf^,  stepped  iuto  the  midst  of  the  ring.  He 
ImhI  aa  angling  rod  in  his  hand,  a  pannier  upon  his 
hack;  and  a  poor  meagre  wretch  in  wet  clothes  car- 
giedsome  oysters  before  hhn.  Being  aidted,  wbenoi 
ha  came,  and  what  he  was,  he  tohl  tbem  he  was 
«oine  to  invite  Amaryllis  from  the  plains  to  the  sea- 
ahoie^  that  Ms  stibstuioc  oomhted  in  sea  calves ; 
1 1^  he  was  acquainted  with  the  Nereids  and 
hen  acquahnsd  aritk  Hm  Mads  ?' 
'  to  them  Shalt  thoa  return.*  Hie 
I  hhn  np,aa  aaaaemy 
,  nad  plnngad  him  intha  mar,  wbtra  ha 
BM»  and  waa  atfor  httid  cf  ihMib 

v<».xyuL 


Clad  ia  a  flnafav  vc«t  af  asara  hoa^ 
Blue  were  his  sandals,  and  his  girdle  bhia'i : 
A  slave,  ill-dress'd  and  mean,  behind  bim  bora 
An  osier  basket,  filPd  with  fishy  store,—* 
The  lobster,  with  his  sable  armour  bold; 
Tbe  tasteful  mullet,  deck'd  with  scales  of  gold  j 
Bright  perch,  the  tjrrant  of  the  finny  breed ; 
Aud  grey  lings  sweet,  that  crop  tlie  fragrant  weed : 
Among  them  shells  of  many  a  thit  appear ; 
The  heart  of  Venus,  and  her  pearly  e&r  *>  ; 
The  nautilus,  on  curiing  billows  bore  ;, 
And  scallops,  by  the  wander' ^^  pilgrim  wore ; 
Some  dropped  with  silver,  some  with  purple  dye ; 
With  all  the  race  that  seas  or  streantf  supply  :— 
A  net  and  angle  o'er  his  shoulder  hung : 
l^us  was  the  stranger  clad  r-— and  thus  he  sung : 
"  Ah  !  lovely  damsel,  leave  thy  simple  sheep; 
^Tis  sweeter  in  the  sea-worn  rock  to  sleep; 
There,  shall  thy  line  the  scaly  shoals  betray. 
And  sports,  unknown  before,  beguile  the  day; 
To  guide  o*er  rolling  waves  the  dancing  skiff. 
Or  pluck  the  aamphire  from  th'  impending  cliff: 
Hf  y  rapturous  notes  tlie  blne-ey'd  Nereids  praise, 
Aiid  siiWer-feoted  Naiads  hear  my  lays." 
**  To  them,"  Menalcas  said,  '<  thy  numbers  poor ; 
Insult  our  fiocks  and  blissful  vales  no  more.'' 
He  spoke :  the  heralds  knew  their  sovereign's  will. 
And  hurlM  the  fisher  down  the  sloping  hill: 
Headlong  he  pltmg*d  beneath  the  liquid  plain  ; 
(Bat  not  a  nymph  reoeiv'd  the  fclling  swain;) 
Then,  dropping,  rose ;  and,  like  the  rasbing  wiad» 
Impetuous  fled,  nor  cast  a  look  befarad ; 
He  sought  the  poplar'd  banks  of  winding  Po  »,    . 
But  shaan'd  the  meads  whei«  Ladon's  watets  flow, 
&re  through  nine  radiant  signs  the  flaming  Sua 
His  coarse  resplendent  in  the  aodiae  run  <<  , 
The  royal  damsels,  baslrfbl  now  no  more. 
Two  lovely  boys  on  one  glad  morning  bore  ; 
From  blooming  Daphne  fair  Alexis  sprung. 
And  Cdinet  on  Hyla's  bosom  hung; 
Both  o'er  the  vales  of  sweet  Arcadk  leignVl, 
And  both  the  manaers  of  their  sires  retaia'd  ; 
Aleids,  feirer  than  a  morn  af  May  as, 
In  glades  and  forosts  tun'd  his  rural  lay^ 
More  soft  than  rills  that  through  the  valley  flow. 
Or  vernal  gales  that  o'er  tlie  violets  blow : 
He  600|  the  tender  woes  of  artless  swains. 
Their  .tuneful  contests,  and  their  amorous  pains ; 
When  early  spring  has  wak'd  the  breathing  flow'rSi 
Or  winter  hangs  with  fiwt  thasilv*ry  how'rs  :— 
But  Colinet  in  ruder  numbers  tells 
The  loves  of  rtistics,  and  fiiir-bodiag  spelhi  V  • 

*t  See  Sannazaro,  Ongaro,  Phineas  Fletcher,  and 
other  writers  of  piscatory  eclogues. 

ti  Venus's  heart  and  Venus's  ear  arc  the  namet 
of  two  vei7  beautifiil  shells. 

S3  This  alludes  to  the  Latin  eompositioos  of  San- 
nasearius ;  which  have  great  merit  in  their  kind. 

t4  «  Amyntasaod  Aroaryilis  lived  a  long  and  hap- 
py lifo,  and  goveroad  the  vales  of  Arcadia.  Their 
generation  was  very  long-lived,  there  having  been 
but  fooir  descents  in  above  two  thousand  years. 
His  heir  was  called  Theocritus,  who  left  his  domi- 
nions to  Virgil.  Virgil  left  his  to  his  son  Spenser, 
and  Sp^Mar  was  laeeeeded  by  his  aldeBt-bom  Pla- 
lipfc" 
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Sngs  ho«,«i^;iipE«l9^PitMllNliiT»lM§  4m|!^ 
And  softly  iiioui^,^.imo0nitl^  pltf. 


a  A  ISS  At 


THE  G4ME  OF  CHJBSSi 

A  P0£¥^ 

IWriUffu  in  1763.3 


AJyTBKTItBVSIIT. 

Tn  fini  idea  of  tfie  folkywtng  pieoe,  Unu  taken 
from  A  Latin  {xietn  6f  Vida,  enbtled  Seacchia 
ludus,  i«hl6h  was  translated  hito  Italian  hy  Ma- 
lino,  and  inserted  lit  the  fifteenth  eanto  of  Ills 
Adonis  :  the  author  thought  it  fkir  to  make  an 
acknowledgtneot,  hi  the  botes,  for  the  paamges 
wbi(ft  he  borrowed  from  those  two  poets ;  but  he 
miist  ahttdo  tberm^  the  justice  to  declare,  that 
most  of  the  ^Kescripliotts.  and  the  wTkole  story  of 
Causa,  which  iti  written  in  imitation  of  Orid. 
are  his  own,  and  their  fknlti  must  be  impntea 
to  him  only.  Tb«t  eharaetera  in  the  poem  are  no 
less  imaginary ' than  these  in  the  episode;  in 
whiAi  the  itiventioti  of  ches*^  is  poetiealty  ascrib^ 
to  Mar«,  thoogb  it  Is  certli^n  tfaattite  game  was 
origmally  brought  fiftm  India, 


Of  armies  on  the  cheqner'd  fifeld  airay'ct  *, 
And  goiHleis  -^ar  in  pleasing  form  displayed  j 
When  two  bold  kings  contend  with  vaiu  alarms. 
In  ivory  Ihi*,  and  that  hi  ebon  arms ; 
Sing,  sportive  haalds,  that  haunt  the  $abred  hill 
Of  Pindus,  and  the  ff^mM  Pierian  rill. 
Thou,  joy  eTtrll  helotr,  and  all  above  «, 
Mild  Yemis,  i^ufe^jn  of  laughter,  qoe^n  of  Tore; 
I^ve  thy  bright  inland,  ♦here  on  many  a  rostf 
And  many  a  pink  thy  blooming  train  repose : 
Assirt  Joe,  goddess!  tihice  a  loirelV  pair   * 
Command  my  sdng,  like  thee  divinely  fair. 

Near  yon  cool  stream,  whosfe  tittng  watm  j^a^^ 
And  rise  translucent,  hi  the  solar  ray 


i  Thus  shiiie  two  iiM%iNiiiiriOitufy||oiBt 
That  from  thair  nsimalalkdigpaBsa  paifoBiii 
Their  IswraiiiafoUiDf  to  the  dannM«day, 
Gems  of  the  glowing  maad^  and  ^frntiibt^. 
A  band  of  youtha  and  dainiels  sataimndi 
Their  flowing  locks  wttii  bsaided  myrtle  Wund^ 
Agatis,  in  the  graoeAi)  dame  adnir'dt 
And  gentle  Thyni%  by  the  Muse  hnpii'di 
With  Sylvia,  Ikiiest  of  the  mirthfiil  trsin ; 
And  Daphn'n^  doomM  to  love,  yetlofo  m  viii. 
Now,  whilst  a  porer  blosh  o'erspreadt  her  ohseki, 
WithsoothmgaoeeDHIhttsSireoospe^i    [U^ 
<<Tha  meods  and  lawo8«i»  tiqg'd  wilh  bsssif 
And  wakeful  larks  begin  th^  vocal  flight: 
Whilst  00  oacb  bank  the  dew-drops  sprattty  amik; 
What  sport,  my  DeUa,  shall  the  hours  b«giiik } 
Shall  heavenly  ootes^  piok»g*d  with  varioos  sst, 
Cham^tbe  fondear«  and  wann  the  mpiorras  tesitf 
At  dtstance  shall  we  vjew  the  sylvan  ebsse; 
Or  catch  with  silk^  Unos  tbeflnEiy  raoa?^' 

Then  Delia  thiu :  **  Or,  rather  sinoo  wa  nset 
By  ohanoe  assembled  io  this  cool  lelio^, 
In  artful  contest  let  our  warlike  tram 
Move,  well-diraoted,  «»er  the  oolowM  plam j 
Daphuis,  who  taught  us  fivst,  the  play  shtU  gaidsj 
Eaplaio  its  laws,  and  o'er  the  fleld  yaii^  i 
Noprizeweoeed,  oorardooctowCame;  -: 
We  fight wkb  jAfmm,  if  «e  Oghllv fcM» 

The  nymph  consoiats :  i4ie«Mida«ii  yovthspe- 
Toviewtbeoowhal^eml  thespo^.toshcM}  [psre 
But  Daphnis  most  fkppcov'dtlie.Md.depigii^ 
Whom  l^e  inftnickd,  eBd.the;tMiiflM  Miae^ 
He  rose;  and  on  tAie  oadar  MIe  yrfeifA  is 
A  pol?sh'd  Imafl^r  irfM»,di^iHif'«pipWiracM$ 
Squares  eicbt.tiii»f|«4ecghl(JHfti«|ils|l  eiri4lriii-\ 
These  hrigipi  »e^o|iK,,tho9e  ii^^aMi^f*  j 
like  the  bc^adtars^tiby  the*  ^VlaiMio9e».    • 
Or  Kke  tibe  bi4e  hiy  «po«§d  p«i^l^i«ii^90^ 
Then  frop  a  cbwt.  wft^  ;i»4f«l^eil.MrMi  Mn^ 
O'er  the  sflMWth  j^lw.  HPIO.  |w<riA*P!mgM}l|firtl  h» 

pour'd^  ■ .    ,       :   v  !'  • 

The  chamnoqabtivii'4,  ^iM^jink  1»A 
Twice  eight  m  hiMk,  4swice.  ^iflkr  toj 

mail  4  j 
In  shape  and  station  difii»r«[it».  m  Id-l. 
Their  motions  varicms,  nor  their  pow*t  i 
Say,  Muse!  (for  Jofe  hM  IKm|^.ftM*itheeeg»' 
Who  f>rm'd  the  legioof^oft  th#leveUeldi  .{ocaial) 

High  in  the  midst,  the  reverend  kings  appetr, 
And  o*er  the  rest  their  pearly  sceptres  lear : 
One  solemn  step,  majesticeUy  skir,        ^    , 
They  gravely  Inove,  libd  shun  tihij4kfliNn9t»t; 


Beneath  the  covert  df  a  fragrant  boWr.  i*  r -..^      -  i.  .^  -  .  ••    4i:o^,"ivTr 

Where  Spring's  soft  influen^urpled  ^ery  flow>r :    ^ISV^I^^^'  ^  ^'^**'^  "4#5^f 
Two  smmng  nymphi^  recl1n>d  in'  <£}m  ret^L        '    ^^  ^"^  ^^  "l^"'^  «^ *^.W<%:.W«i 
And  envying  blossoths  crowded  rtmbd  their  8^; 
Here,  Bfeffia  Wa*  ebthfon^d  j  and,  by  her  side. 
The  sweet  Sirfeha  |  both,  te  beduty  »s  pride : 


twrrirrrON#» 
>  l4idimttr«ffigi«fl^heffi,timii!atam]tfy^  ' 
Frtttia,  bOsid  hdles  fletas,  dt  hidicm  f^gna : 
Vt  gemihf  hMer'se'reges,  aTbttsipxe  nigerque. 
Pro  hiude  oppositi  HetteHt  tteotoribns  armis.' 
Bioite,  SeriiM-Njfmpbss,  ceriamhte  tai^ 

Vida. 


»  Som^tMaln^^qnatuoroMU^tfaa' 
Octono;  parte  ex  duni,  via  Hmiie'^dAidftt  ' 
C^inibus  paribus^'nettMaiianBaomiiftahinna 
fi^bus,  seqiuilB^epaimipvsedbKm  cdlor«Mf : 
Alternant  semper  rimm,  anfaeegtHBe^fhflfcim 
4  bentes  nigrts  |  iteinda  pitiU  imtmiu 
^Okialia  devexo  geitaib^iRrknkmtanl^.  * ' 

.■■..,../..•••.:    YdiL 

*  Aginlua  %ina  pari  i 

<  ^nj^um  gem'trlx,  hominum  divfliiiiiiae  vciup* ,  Ut  varim  MMKf«iAfe»4 


at  Tiribos 'Aqaii^ 


tas, 
Alma.Venuf  1  fc^ 


Luclretiut,' 


i^ 


eeamiaBeiM' 
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He  oQoe  hnprtsoii'd,  aU  the  eoftflhet  ends* 

The  qtieenl  eauitki;  neir  fteir  eooiorls  tiattd  ; 
Each  beiri  A  deadly  fiilebloii  in  her  hand ; 
Now  here,  noirthem,  they  toaml  with  fkntout  pride, 
Aiidthhithett«nibliiigraalttfrOaifti^totidh:    ^ 
Swift  as  Camilla  flying  o*er  the  mahi» 
Or  lightly  sKiimning  o^er  the  dewy  ptam ; 
Fierce  as  they  seem,  some  bcrfd  plebeian  spear 
Jtfay  pierce  their  shield,  or  stop  their  full  career. 
The  valiant  guards,  their  minds  on  ha#oebeot, 
Fill  the  next  squares,  and  watch  the  royal  trat ; 
ThoDgh  weak  their  spears^  though  dwarfish  be  their 

height, 
Gonipact  they  move,  thd  Mtwhtk  of  the  fight  *. 

To  right  and  left  the  ihihtMa  whIgs  display 
Their  shining  amH,  and  ctarid  ia  cloak  array. 
Behold  !  foirr  htehers,  eager  to  advatibe, 
Send  the  light  reed,  attd  ittrti  with^idekmg  glsttee : 
Through  angles,  eYer»  they  aatMlt  Che  fbes, 
True  ta  the  eeloor,  which  at  firstiftiey  chose. 
Then  four  Md  kiilghfs,  for  ooorage  hm'd  end 

Each  knight  eitflM  4m  ft  {Mmein^  itteed  r 
TiMir  MtiMig  oourte  fib  tntgar  ITttfit  niOH^  ', 
Transverse  tliey  teap,  end  aias  IrisMleuft  blows  s 
Kor  friends,  i<or  foes,  thell*  Mpfd  force  restrain ^ 
By  one  qaick  bound  t*0  ehahging  sqnareA  they  gate  ; 
ivoBi  vavymg  iiees  Mnew  ote  fleroe  attack, 
And  fitth  fteiM  Mack  10  #bfte,  from  wMte  to  hfotk. 
Four  soiemw  eteiflHMts  Che  sidea  defend ; 
Beneath  th«  lb«d  of  pattd*roti  towers  thef  bend ; 
lo  one  onahefAKne  they  tefript  the  fight  $ 
Nowevdifottie  fclt»  and  now  e*eHrkelM  Qie  riglbt 
Blight  in  tM  fii«Bt  the  dacftitlesft  sMUsts  rtise 
Tbeir)XiKsh1ls|flian|  theh*  stMjp  helihets  Maze : 
Piepar'd  they  etaod  thtf  daring  fbe  to  stnke  ,* 
Direct  their  pvegrsi*,  bttC  theft- >iWunds- oMIqwe. 

Noi^  tmta  tife  ttftobadtled  Mops  wKh  hostile  rage, 
Add  clng  their  diteldk,  ImpMileiit  to  «ogag^ ; 
When  Daphnis  thus ;  *'  A  veried  plam  behold  ; 
Where  faief  ktogs  tbeh*  tnHlde  tiiilti  enfbld, 
ArObeieto,  aiMt  Bikb,  his  w«ywaM  (|ueen, 
Lead  fbHh  their  armies  on  the  ddiftied  green. 
No  mortal  bad-lito  wondratM  sjlort  eomfiv*dy 
By  godakiMHtod,  atidftorti  godtf derrr'd; 
Froto  then  tkfrBHtiA  nyirip^  feceiv'd  the  grille  t 
And  play ^aefciBbM  bcMato  thtf  orystin  Thame ; 


9  Tbep hi6f  art  Iii  the  tactics  of  Chess  consists,  in 
the  nice  conduct  of  the  royal  pawns ;  in  supporting 
them  againA  every  attack ;  and,  if  they  are  taken* 
in  supplying  their  places  with  others  equally  support- 
ed :  8  principle,  on  which  the  success  of  the  game 
iii  great  measore  depends,  0iQiigb  it 
omitted  by  the  very  accurate  Vida. 

« II  ipaM»  hmios  pw  dailto  Usta» 
Come  flialtBi#  A'anranga nmiuanQn fonia^  . 
Mk  la  lian  aatravetfk^  ef 


Cbrvo  hi  firot  «4aBato  11  aalto  afeende, 
E  aempre  nel  Salter  4ue  eaaa  aotfuislav 
Quel  eeloie  abkandoDa»  e  ctnettopieDdtt. 

Marino^  Adefne.15. 

"f  QosB  qooaiettMba^is^iiidenispeetiioUtiferi 
Kereidesy  vastione  omnia  gens  accola  ponti ; 
.  Siqnando  piseiden  itMn,  tit  bkthidft  npff  atajft. 


Hear  tbenrthetafr,  irkfali  Cb«yioi9Alnillliijr» 
As  idling  o'er  th«  luCSditotehe  hftifi|g. 

V^i&nif  Dcyad  nng'd  the  Thracian  wild^ 
Her  air  enchantiiig  iod  her  a*peot  mfld  | 
To  chase  the  bonoding  hart  was  all  her  joy. 
Averse  from  Hyffleo,.and 'the  Cyprian  boy : 
O'er  hills  and  valleys  wn»  her  beauty  fiim'd, 
And  foir  Calssa  Was  the  damsel  nafti'd. 
Afars  sa^t  the  maid ;  with  deep  surprise  he  gaaS'^ 
Admir'd  her  shape,  and  every  ge.nore  prais*d : 
His  golden  bow  the  child  of  VenOs  bent. 
And  through  his  breait  k  {^ercmg  arroir  sent: 
The  reed  was  hope  ;  the  feathers,  keen  desire  ; 
The  poii*,  her  eyes ;  thfe  barbs,  ethereal  fire. 
Boon  to  the  nymph  be  ponr'd  his  tender  strain ; 
The  haughty  Dryad  scornM  his  amorous  pain : 
He  told  his  woes,  wherever  the  maid  he  foand. 
And  still  he  press*d,  yet  still  Calssa  frownM ; 
But  ev'n  her  frowns  (ah,  whkt  ttight  'smites  hav^ 
Fir'd  all  hii  soul,  and  all  his  senses  woo.     [done  1) 
He  left  his  oar,  by  raging  tigers  drawn. 
And  lonely  wandered  o'er  the  dusky  lawn ; 
Then  lay  desponding  near  a  murmuring  stream* 
And  fair  Caissa  was  his  plaiqtive  theme. 
A  «I7Aiad  bean)  him  from  her  mossy  bed. 
And  throngh  the  crystal  ntisM  her  placid  heed;      . 
Then  mildly  spake :  <  O  thou,  whom  love  ikspii«h|( 
Thy  tears  will  nourish,  not  allay  thy  fired. 
The  smilinjg  blossoms  drink  the  pearly  dew ; 
And  ripenmg  ^ruit  the  feathered  race  purtue; 
The  scaly  shoals  devour  the  silken  weeds  ; 
I/>ve  on  our  sighs,  and  on  our  sorrow  foods. 
Then  weep  ho  more ;  but,  ere  thou  canst  oblkik 
Balm  to  thy  wounds,  and  solace  to  thy  pain. 
With  gentle  art  thy  martial  look  beguile  j 
Be  mild,  and  teach  thy  rugged  brow  to  smile.  . 
Canst  thou  no  play,  no  soothnig  game  devise. 
To  make  thee  hively  in  the  damsel's  eyes  ? 
9o  may  thy  prayers  assuage  t}^  scomfiil  dame,     . 
And  ev'd  Cansa  own  a  mutual  flame.' 
<  Kind  nymph*  said  Mars,  <  thy  Counsel  I  approves 
Art,  only  art,  her  ruthless  breast  can  move. 
But  when  7  or  how  ?  Thy  dark  discourse  explain  : 
So  may  thy  stream  ne'er  swell  with  gushing  rain  ; 
So  may  thy  waves  in  one  pure  current  flow. 
And  flowers  eternal  on  thy  border  blow  *' 

"  To  whom  the  maid  replied  with  smiling  mien  2 
'  Above  the  palace  of  the  Paphian  queen 
IiOve*s  brother  dwells,  a  boy  of  graceful  port  t, 
By  gods  nam*d  Euphron,  and  bv  mortals  Sport : 
Seek  him  ;  to  faithful  ears  unfold  thy  grie^ 
And  hope,  ere  mom  return,  a  sweet  relief. 
Hik  temple  bangs  below  the  azure  sties ; 
See*st  thou  von  argent  cloud  ?  'Tis  there  it  lies.* 
This  said,  she  sunk  beneath  the  liquid  plain. 
And  sought  the  mausion  of  her  blue-hair'd  train. 

'*  Meantime  the  god,  elftte  with  heart-felt  joy. 
Had  reacb'd  the  temple  of  the  sportfhl  boy ; 
He  told  Caissa's  charm^  his  kindled  fire, 
The  Naiad's  counsel,  aild  his  warm  desire. 
*  Be  swift,'  he  added, '  give  my  passion  iud ; 
A  god  requests.'— He  spake,  and  .^rt  obey'd. 
He  fram'd  a  tablet  of  celestial  moJd,  , 

Inlay'd  with  sf^uares  of  silver  and  of  gold  ; 

*  Ecco  d*  astuto  ingegno,  e  pronta  mano 
Oaiaon,  che  sempte  scherza,  e  vola  ratto, 
Oiooo  i^apella,  ed  i  d'  amor  germana 

Marino,  Adone.  IS* 
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^warlike;  ^and. 


^pp[^.f9^?^. 


Then  of  J^,m^1|J^'4,t?>e-WJ*<        , 

Tlmt  here,  cpitapacl,  la  djoij  <f  battle  sUtid , 
H%  ^I'tf^t  the  rules  ihat  eiiide  the  pet>«ive  gi^m^,' ' 
^ijd  caTl'ii  it  ^a^  finOtt^  the  Dryad's  name  : 
(Whence  ^tt>i9n^  sons,  who  nio&t  its  praise  confess 
Appfbv'd'the,play,  an4naipM  it  thoughtful  Chess.) 
The  god  djeWhted  tjiankM  indulgent  Sport; 
Then  grasped  Ate  h6ard»  ab<i  lett  bis  airy  court.    , , 
Wkh  .ra4iani  feet  Jie  plerc'^  the  douds  ;  nor  %\Ay% 
Ti)I  lii  the  >^ood?  he  tof  'ti»c  beauteotis  maid : 
Tir*d  With  the  chase  the  .damsel  sat  reclitt'd, 
Hef  gndle  loQsfe,  lier  bosom  ancoafinVi   . 
He  took'  the  figure  oT  a  wanton  Fauii,  ' 
And  tftoo^  before  h^r  o^  the  fiowery  ^ffin  ; , 
Then  showM  his  tablet :  pleased,  the  nymph  Sunrdy'd 
The  lif<$tes8  troops,  m  glittejri^g  rankis  display'd  j 
'SbeAskM  the  wily  sylvan  t;)  ^xplaiki 
The  various  motions  of  the  splendid  train  y' 
lyith  eager  heart  »be  Cfiught  the  winning  lore» 
Xnd  thought  ev^u  Miirs  less  hateful  than  before  : 
*  What  spell,'  naid  fhe^  *  dec^iv»d  my  careless  mind,  J. 
The  god  was  (air,  afid  )  t^as  most  unkind.' 
She  spoke,  and  saw  t1^  changing  Faun  assume 
A  mimer  aspe^t^  an<d  a  foirer  bloQm  V 
His  wifathiDji  horns^  iliat  frohi  his  temples  grew, 
now?d  down  in  curls  qf  bright  celestial  hue ; 
The  cfappled  hajrs^  that  veiPcl  his  loveless  foce^     ^ 
Blaz'd  into  beaojks,  aiv3  showM  a  heavenly  £(race  ; 
Th«  shaggy  Vide,  tliat  mantled  o^er  his  breast, 
Was  softenM  fo  a  smpotb  tiansparent  Testy    .         ., 
That  ilirough  its  folds  his  vigorous  bosom  show'^.  / 
And  nervous  limba,  w^ere  ybuthful, ardour  glow;d'; 
(Had  Venus  viewMljim  in  Uiose  blooming  charms,  ^ 
Not  Vulc{in*s  ne£  had  fqrc*d  her  from  his  arms.) 
'W4tb4lpattike  feet  no  inore  he  inarkM  the  giroupd,'. 
But  b'raid/e4  flqwets  |ils  silken  sandaU  bound. '       ^ 
Thft  Dryad  bla'sh'd ;  and,  as  hi  pressed  her,  ^ipil'^^ 
Whilst  all  ^  cares  one  tender  glance  beguIPdf."     , 
He  ftiids  •;  ''t'o  arms,'^  tlie  maids  and  stripUdgs  cry^ 
"  To  a^Qis.^^'th^  gro^'<^  and  sounding  tates  reply.: 
Sireoa  I^  to  war  tlic  swarthy  crew. 
And  I>fcna  those  that  Sore  the  lilly 's  hue. 


a 


Fair 

Mo^  her  pale  legions  toward  the  sable  train 
From  thought  to  thought  liCr  lively  fancy,  flies," 
Whils't  o'ec  the  boai'd  she  darU  her  sparkling  eye^ 
At  leng^^the  warrior  moves  with  haughty  strides  ^. 
Who  from  the  pTam  the  sno^y^king  divides  ;'_  ^ 
With  equal  haste  his  swartliy  rivar^)und8^  *  '  '  , 
His  f^uiver rattles,  and  his  buckkr  spiinds  :  '  .  ^^ 
Ah  f  ha}^less  youths,' with  fatal  warmth  you  burn^ 
Laws^  ever  fix,'d,  forbid  vou  to  returQ,  .     ,, 

Then  from  the  wing  a  sbort-jiv'd  speaipaan  tfiei^.., 
Unsafely  bold  ,and  sep  !  he  diesj'he  dle$  :  ,^ ! 
The  dark -browed  herp,, with  one  ye'qgfiuil  Wow  '  . 
Of  lifp .-^ind  place  deprives  hi?  ^ vqry  toe!  ' ,  \  ,  ', 
Now  rush  both'  arinie?  ,o*ef;t^e  bil^ nish ;d  ^el<t' '  ' ,^'; 
Hurl  the  sty ifl  dart^  ajid  rend  '{h^  bu'rstii^\$][ueld.,' . 
|Iere  fu|ious  Kfiif,^»»ou  fiery  couriers  p^aiice^  ,. 
Here arclieif  spring,  jpd  l^f^y  tpw^rs  \m^%  ,!„  ' 
But  see  th?  wnj^-robVlj  ^ii^a^on  behoTtTs .  ,  ,  ,^  ^  , 
Where  fl]je,danf^ ^j^V'tf" (>^  ''  "  ' '  "  ''"**- '■ 
Soon  as'her  Cyi^.'.cy^'ei^s  i       .,  ^    ^, 

By  ^1?QP  ?M<^^,>ftfll^^W  W*^  ^ifW'^^i. . ,,  . .    ^ 
Bev^as^jtwref^sbj^^pa^HeSj^^jtA  ijljiesii^m        ^  .^^  , 
And  stands' truimpnant  oVr  tlie  !aftfng  queeiij,' 
Petplex'd,  kk&'^oHhvfHs^iiV\r\ihtt*cKVkiktk\'  ' 


the  hostile  maid...  ,,    ' 


Swift,  from  \m  z(»qe  t!h?^teiijriag  blade  he  drew, 
And,  mad  Wilb  1re,'tl)e  proud  ^go  »^. 
Meanwhile  sweet-smiling  t)etia*s  wary  ^bg 
I^etiVd  rrt>m.fiRbt  liehiud  his  cif ding  wiAg. , 

Long  timd  th)S  war  in  ^uat  balance  hung; 
Till,  unforeseen^  an  ivofy  courser  sprung, 
hid,  wildly  pnq^Vg;  1^  an  ibvit  hour; 
Attacked  ^t  oncip  the  monarch  and  the  tower  t 
Sirena  blushM  j  for,  as  the  rules  requlr'd,  ; 
Her  hajur'd  sovereign  tb  his  tent  rfetir'd; 
Whilst  her  lost  castfe  Ips^eS  hisyifjea^mgh^ght, 
And  adds  .neW  glory  to  th^  etultiog  ibigliL 

At  this,  pale  fej»r  oppress^  the  drooDidg  tioaid, 
And  on  her  cheeft  the  rtose  began  to  ftdie  i 
A  crystal  tear,  that  Ktp(^  preparH)  U>  ^)li 
She  wipM  ih  Vilenc^,  aud  coiic«d*d  fn/m  alt  J 
FnhD  all  bill  Daphnisi  he  femaTk*i^  her  pain, 
And  saw  the'weaka^  of  her  ebontraSn ; 
Then  gently  spoke ,  ^*  ^t  me  your  low  8U||ily, , 
And  eithemobly  wm,,  or  i^obly  die.;    ,    f',' 
Me  oft  has  fortune  cro^'d  With  fair  »ucc«,     ' 
And  led  to  triumph  in  the  fields  of  Chess." 
He «a«f  the  i(H!in|^>Dy«l>pft^%ert^8ldeM^ 
And  sat  at  distance  on  the  bank  Teclin'd»<>' "     <    ' 
Thua,  wlieif'MlAekAb«li<a  frni  <AMt^:«UMWi  ^ 
And  Troy's  high  turret  shook  with  dire  alarms. 
The  Cyprian  goddM^anBadal;  left  the  plain. 
And  Mars  engag'd  a  mightier  force  in  vain. 

Straight  Daphnis  leadsMs  squadron  to  the  field; 
(To  Delia's  arms  tis  ev'n  a  jw  to  yield.) 
Eaah  gufleftiMni^,  hA  Mbde  rttlk  ir<K 
But  finds  his  art  less  pow'rfbl  than  her  eyes : 
Wisdom  an^  slhenf|;t4k  kbp^^  bhurtni^'^y ; 
And  beauty,  b^uty.  wins  the  tong-fought  day. 
By  this,— a  hoai^  (ini«f>  <M)^«t«^^^r  bent, 
Approach'd  the  gloomy  king's  unguarded  tent;   ^ 
Where;  late.hl*  ctoo^tftapk-ed^dismi^ttrtntod. 
Now  h<^  tfaifc  <i6fM  lieSrMedditlg  <y*  th^^rrMUd.' 
Hail,  happyy^uth!  thy  glori^ nMf  utiscbf ''  ' 
Shall  l?tt  i^eHial «n the  poet's tongiie ,^1:      '   '♦ 
Fbr  thou  Shalt  sobn  reCielve  Si  ^Tend^  th^gi,     '■ 
ktA  otr  th«  f^taiU  with  itoMer  ftirv  rtfbg^ 
The  swanrthy  leaden  'saw  4he  steviad  itnpeMd;^     " ' 
Aiid'setvve  fn  irai^  tHe?^  sovenefgn  to  dHiM't, 
Th*  inviiaef"wav>dMs  SHvei*  fkhee  ttf  ^?f, 
And  flew  like  ligMiring to  the fat^  spoilt;'   ' 
His  limbs,  dilated,  in  a  mottent  g«ew  *•  •'  "^ 
To  stately  bright,  and  wideto'tfld  ttW^eW :"'     7 
More  fierce  bi<«  took,^onre'  Ifon-fikfr  hb  mnii^"'  '"' 
Sublimo hi movM,  abf^s«iem'd «  w^Hbr^Md'.' '' 
Ac  when  the  sage  on  tMn^unftddiog'i^altft  '"^ '  ' ;/. 
»ks  cat^ht a  ^did^dngHy,  ctt'ffegil  tAtl<i    "'  _ 
Hfs  lAind  fH&  teik:fosc<#?  fhAi^'kppIn^^  '  '^'l' "^^ 
AMR) V  "a  Wght-hidi-ff taibrtVter  meAHWeyetV^ 
He  seesn^iWdlWeiJW^ifend/^f  ^c^<jfei  I'dD'tfV^  "^ 
HereBt*lA»d  Wttt  ^kt^i\!Het€litiM^ap^9^m\ 
Thau-  oti'ilte*iiltet^d^»<^*bW  lA^yM  ««,'-"  ,    . 
And  both  iWMkf^  ki^tiyd»WIW«»Sff^^krtlktfe:  ''^'^ 
Theswordv>i««i(«^flVk>fl  tHI^1b6WJ#Hit««aMem 
He  now  aswM(is;'lfT^1futll'tll^  iHi^4Jb'%^ 
Thrt^.frg^ittdltuiiae'H^  tf^^Vie4*WWM;'  '/ 
And  W^hh.''AiW*rt!W!jftP«efr  hfi»dl&ffly'«ftW  ^'Z 
Now|liesW^i^titiih^i^UtfkkRa^tAMa,''>$''^  •^ 

So  whtti  Ae  tewi,'tyW*  Wiirielt  dri#r«^.'"  ^ 
Wim  ptoH^^d  VulAe^  ^im  ^  ^Mfidt'lMT,  ''^^ 

g,         ■  ■>'Meitftf¥fet4fe<ytor^  fbthOtti^  '^  *^'' 
Con^titit  amissis  sociis  :  velut  setheK  iQj4te 
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Whllft  etch  pafe  star  from  Heav^a's  Wue  vault  rc- 
Stiil  Vciuia  gleams,  aod  last  of  afl  expires^      [tlre^ 
He  heart,  wh«re*er  be  moves,  the  dreadful  sound  j 
**  Check"  the  deep  vales,  aa4  *•  Check"^  the  woods 

rebound  ;— 
No  place  remains : ,  be  sees  t!be  certain  fate,' 
And  yields  his  throne  to  ruio»  aod  Checkmate. 

A  brighter  blush  overspreads  the  damsePs  cheeVs 
And  mildly  thus  ^e  concjuerM  stripling  speaks : 
"  A  double  tcumph,  Delia.,  hast  thou  won. 
By  Mars  protected,  and  by  Venus'  w>Vi ; 
The  first  with  C9nquest  crown;  thy  matchless  art, 
The  second  points  those  eyes  at  Dapbois  beart^'    - 
She  smird  ^  the  nymphs  and  amorous  youths. arisQy 
And  own,.tl)at.beauty  ga^nM  the  hohler  prize. 

low,  in  tbelrcbest  the  mimic  troops  were  lay'd^ 
And  peaceful  slept  the  sahl«  heroes  shade  »<*, .  ^ 

lAunferis  Aurora,  tuus  putcherrlmus  ignis 
Lucet  adbi)C,,yenus,  at  ccelo  taaox  uUimus  ^xit.' 
,        ',     .   '  \        /       Vida^  ver.  604. 

^A-pmt^y  (k  tjia  hmt.)ifii$  }n  Pope'*  tra«§)atiw 
<»fthelliad,(    .< 
And  piii«8fiii«jkyt  Mm  KBishtsF  Hector's  shade.     . 


UscKV.withvash  gwrlaAdsUkaariHisI  bnde. 
And  twUh  Aha/crUnson  stresfBaes  iKa^iqg.pn^^  , 
A  wantoa  iffuk-  was  floating  oi'r r  tl^naip,. ... 
And  seemM,  with saom,  to  view, the  /i^ure  plain;  . 
Smootk^ratbe  waTqi;.W  scarce  a  wbibptnog 
FannM  with  bis  gentle  phimes  the  ^ilkeo  fail  [gate 
High,  OE|.th»,  i^r^iish'd  deck,  a  gilded,  throna 
With  QtKvtt  peails  and  beaming  diamonds  ahona  i 
On  which  r^in'd  a  youth  of  gia<f^fiul.mia|, 
Hk  sandals  yurpla,  and  bis  mantte  greea ; 
His  locks,  in  nngleta,  a'er  hi«  sbo«kkr«  roU'd, 
And  on  h^qheak  appear*^  the  downy  gold«  , 

Aroim4,hi^  stood  a  ^in  oC  SfnUing  b«Qra»  , 

Spoi;^  wi^h  i4l9  cheer  and  mirthful  toyii ; 
Ten  com^.  striplinga.V  gurt  wiith  spangled  wiinga^ 
Blew    piffi^iifg   AvtfBS,   or   touch'd  tba  4)uivenQg 
Ten  more,  incadeoccitathespriglalystcaia,  [strings} 
Wa|;^igi^,tb«ir  goldi^n  pars  t^  flumhiing  msgns 
Tbewatefpj(jeIdedtQtbeiirgniU|essVlawil,    . 
Asn|;f^  inwy.h^Ms  spajrUed^as  khfpy  fow.  .. 

Long  ti^kc  tbp,  harga  bad.dapcVi  a|p6g;  tha  dfq^> 
And  Qi^jt«/glafy  baiQn».s^m,'fl  taslf^l 
fw^.lwf,,M«iiWJringiisk?<?ai3gsai*^i;iair,.,     .   . 
««»*94.F#Mlpch«pfaYeidaptb»e;  .  . 
I5rf*J»>«rPw;M  rt^f  |»w^w,^^pppa5^  abovaa 
(Ktha^p^,>swr^^.pl9^si^»]^(»riove^  .  , 
And,  blghar^lU«.thqqsap4.h|f^uqg  spiaea 
Steok'd  Ycjtjh  gilt.^  to  threat ,Uia  ih^yanly  Aiea, . 
Now.  each,  ^ir  ,«^ip!>ng  ^Mi,  his  lahtirivig  oacj     .. 
And  ^tc^l)^^^  piimage  rtrpifk  ttia  sandy  tiapffi. 
The  youU)  arose,  and,  leapmg  on  the  strand. 

Took  h»  lom.Twsar  along^^a  u\yw  vand^    . 
^i^<i  Ailki  ojtytmth*      }  The^FprW* .. 


Sunk^nke  a  mijt  beneath  ttie  bfiriy  dewi ',"'.,     ^ 

With  eagei;  St^ps,  U«e  yoiihg  adyentyrer  firay'i/ 
Through  many  agrov^,  and  many  a  winding  glade; 
At  length,  he  heard  tt)e  chime  or  tunefuT  strimp^. 
That  sweetly  floated  on. the  Zephtr^s'wingi  i      .'  '^ 
And,  SQp'n,  a  band  of  damsels  bfiUiC  and  fair^^,' 
With  flowing  mai>tlcs  a^d  dlslievelMhairi  *      [ 
RnsbM,  with  quick  pace,  alov^  the  ^ol^^mn  wpo^,  .' 
Where  rapt  in, wonder  and  delight  he  stood:  /, 
In  loose  transparent  robes  they  were  array'd. 
Which  half  their  beauties  hid,  and  half  disp1ay'd« 
A  lovely  Dyjpwli  approachM  h"im  wUh  a  smite, 
And  said,  "  Q^  welcome  to  this  tossful  isle ; 
For  thou  art  he,  whom  ancient  tards  foretol.d, 
Doom'd  in  our  dime  to  V>ng  &o  age  of  gold: 
Hail,  sacred  king!  and  frofn,thy  subject's  hand. 
Accept  the  robes  and  sceptre' ofthe  laud."^ 

"Sweet  maid,**  said  he,  •'^fair  learning's  heavily 
beam  (jjleam; 

O'er  my  *  young  min^  n.e'er  shed  her  fevourio|f 
Nor  has  my  arm  e'er  hurVd  the  fatal  la'nce. 
While  (lesperate  legions  o'er  the  plain  advanced 
How  should,^  Simple  youth,  ^ijnfit  to  bear     '         ,' 
The  steely  mail,  that  splendid  mantle  wear  f  7 

"  Ah  !'*  said  the  damsel,  ''from  ih\^  happy  shorfl^ 
We  bani»h  wisdom,  and  her  idle  lore^ 
No  darioris  here  the  strains  of  baltle  s^n^,—   ,  ^    '. 
With  notes  of  mirth  our  jpyfijl  valleys  rin|[,    /     ^ 
PeiM:!^!  to  the  brave :— <^'er  us,  the  beauteous  reign,. 
Ana  ever-charmjug  pleasures  forn\  ^ur  traio.'*^     [  ^ 

This  said,  a  diadem,  inlay'd  witlj  pearlSj    \ ' 
She  placed  respectful  on  hi*  golden  curls  >  .  ,    ,' ,    , 
Another,  o'er  his  graceful  shoulder,  ^^rCar    ''     J    , 
A  silken  mantle  of  the  roiie'shue,        ,  V      ffloWcJ, 
Which,  clasp'd  with  studs  of  gold,  beVirid  hiixf 
And  through  the  folds  his  glowing  bosom  showed.  .. 
l^en  iu  a  car,  by  snow-white  cpursers  dravni^  /j 
Tijey  led  bim  o'er  the  dew. besprinkled  lawn,    '  ,  ,, 
Through  groves  of  ioy  and  arbors"  of  delight^' 
With  all  that  could  allure  hU  ravish'^  sight ;   ^     ^ 
GUBen  hillocks,  meads,  and  rosy  ^rots  he  view^<|,  , ' 
And  verdurous  plains  with   winding  stiteattis  oeii 
On  every  bank,  and  under  every  sharte,.'  '  r<!ew'^<^ 
A  thousand  youths,  a  thousand  damsels  pfay^d^  '  , 
Some  wantonly  were  tripping  in  a  riii^  ,    \ 

On .  the  soft  border  of  a  gushing  spring ; 
While  some,  reclining  in  the  shady  Vales, 
Tbld  to  their  smihng  loves  their  amorotts  tate^T: 
Bnt  when  the  sportful  train  (>cheld  from  itir 
The  nytfiphs  returning  with  the  stately  car, 
O'er  the  smooth  plain  with  hasty  steps  they  cteme; 
And  hail'd  their  youthful  king  with  loud  acclaim  ; 
With^wers  of  every  tint  the  paths  they  strow'd, 
And'cast  their  chaplets  on  the  tialtow'd  road. 

At  last,  they  reach'd  the  bosom  of  a  wood, 
Where,  on  a  hilt,  a  radiant  palace  stood  ^ 
A  sumptuous  dome,  by  h&noB  immortal  made. 
Which,  on  its  walls  and  OQ  its  gates,  displayed 
The  geras  that  in  the  rocks  of  Tibet  glow, 
The  pearls  that  iii  the  shells  of  Ortnus  grow.     ' 
And  now  a  numerous  train  advance  to  meet 
The  youths  descending  fVom  his  regal  seat  j 
Whom'tb  a  rich  and  spacious  hall  they  led. 
With  ailken  carpets  delicately  spread :  -    -   • 

There  on  a  throne  with  gems  unnumber'd  grac'd. 
Their  lovely  king  six  blooming  tinsels  pfacM  % 

1  The  ^Ihas  and  vanities  of  the  worid. 
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And,  meekly  Inio^p^  to  Ki^  piocl^  band 
They  gaVe  the  glftieriog  sceptre  of  command  -, 
Then  oo  six  Smaller  thrones  they  sat  reclii^^d, 
And  watch'd  the  rising  transports  of  his  mind : 
H^hen  thns  the  youth  a  blushing  nymph  addressed* 
And;  as  he  spoke,  her  hand  with  rapture  pressed : 

'*  Say,  gentle  damsel,  may  I  ask  unblam'd 
How  this'gay  isle,  and  splendid  seats  are  namM^ 
And  you,  fair  queens  of  beauty  and  of  grace> 
Are* you  of  earthly  or  celestial  race  ? 
To  me  the  world's  bright  treasures  w^e  unknowiy 
Where  late  I  wandered,  pensive  and  alone  j; 
And,  slowly  winding  oin  my  native  shore. 
Saw  the  vast  ocean  roll,  but  saw  no  more ; 
Till  firom  the  waves  with  many  a  chanmng  soqg, 
A  barge  arose,  and  gayly  movM  along ; 
The  jolly  rowers  reach'd  the  yielding  sand$, 
AHuPd  my  steps,  and  wav'd  their  shiniog  hand* ; 
I  #ent,  saluted  by  the  vocal  train. 
And  the  swift  pinnace  cleav'd  the  waves  again  ; 
When  on  this  island  struck  the  gilded  prow, 
1  landed  full  of  joy :  the  rest  you  know. 
Short  is  the  story  of  my  tender  years :  fears." . 

Now  8|>eak,  sweet  nymph,  and  charm  my  listsnloig. 

"These  are  th^  ^roTcs^'for  ever  flecVd  with 
flowers,** — 
Thema!id  replied,  **  uriA  these  the  fragrant  bo;«rerd^    , 
Where  Love  and  Pleasure  bold  their  airy  cou^ 
The  seat  of  bfiss,  of  ^pnl^tliness,  and  spore ; 
And  we,  d^ar'youth  f  are  nymphs  of  heavenly  Uw^i, 
OuV  souls  imuiortat,  as  our  forms  divine : 
For  Maih,  filj'd  with  Zephyr's  wara^  emhrac^, 
in  caves  ahli  forests 'bovei^d  her  disgrace  j   * 
At  last  she  Vested  op  this  peaceful  shore,   '  ^ 
Whei^,  In  yon' grot,  a  ^bvelV  boy  she  bore,     '     ,',  I 
Whom,  fre«!|  and  wjld  and  frorKjoe  from  his  Birth,  • 
She  nursM  in  niyrUe  Bowers,  and  caM'd  him  MiHW 
He  oh  a  sum'<ner*i  m(5rnin^  cbanc'd  to  rove 
Thfough  i\\t  green  labyrinth  of  some  shady  grpVQ,  • 
Where,  by  a  dimpled  rfvulet'$  verdant  side,    *        ! 
M  rising  hatik,  with  woddtnn^  ed«^d,  he  spied :  ' 
Thene,  veiPd  «^th  flowerets  of  a  thousand  bue^,    '  i 
A  nymph  lav  bdih'd  In  sluinberjs  balmy  dews  ;    . 
(This  iSaid  by  some,  for  some  bur  race  de6ime, ,   , 
Was  Folly  calPd,  but  l^l^nre  was  her  name':) 
l!eriAantle,likc  the  sky  l^  April.' blue,        '  , 

Hong  on  a  blossom'd  brauch  tbat  near  h^t  gtew^ 
For,  long  disporting  in  the  silver  strean^. 
She  ^unn'd  the  hlazing  day-starts  suljtry  beam  ; 
And,  tte  she  could  conceal  her  tlakcd  charms^' 
Sleep  caught  her  tfembliog  In  his  dowi^  arms : 
B^e  on  the  wings  of  tov^  he  ffetf ,  ai)d  ^re3s^d    . 
Hiif  Vreatblng  bosom  to  hjs  eager  breast.'        ' 
At  his  wild  theft  the' rosy'  morning  hjush*^  .   ! 

Th^  tivul^'t  smlrd,  and  aU  t1?c  woods  wer^']iu«h*d. 
Of  these'  fair  parents,  on  tjhis  blissful  coast,       '     ' 
(Parents  like  Mirth'  and'.  Pleasure  who  can  boost' !) 
I  with  ^ve  sisters,  on  one  happy  moVn,' 
All  faif  alike,  behold  us  nowj  we're  bofn. 
When  they  to  brighter  regions  took  their  way,. 
By  Love  Invited  to  the  realms  of  day,  "      ' 
To  nt  ihby  gave  this  large,  this  gay  domain. 
And  said  departing,  *  Here  let  beauty  reign.' 
Then  reign,  fair  prince  I  in  thee  all  beauties  fib^pe^ 
And,  ah !  we  know  thee  of  no  mortal  line.^' 

She  said  t  the  king  whh  rapid  ardour  glowed. 
And  the  swift  poison  through  his  bosom  now*d : 
But,  trhile  she  spoke,  he  cast  his  eyes  around 
To  view  tiwdttztUiigtOBf,  iBfld spangled  ground; 


Then,  turning  with  axnase  fron  «de  €o  nde. 
Seven  golden  doors,  that  richly  shone,  he  spied. 
And  said,   "  Pair  nymph,  (but  let  me  not  be  bold) 
What  mean  those  doors  that  blaze  with  banush'd 

gold }» 
**  To  six  gay  bowers,"  the  maid  nsplied,  *•  they  le^d. 
Where  spring  etcrftal  crowns  the  glowing  mttd ; 
SU  fountains  there,  that  glitter  ab  they  play. 
Rise  to  the  Sun  with  many  a  color'd  ray.*' 
**  But  the  seventh  door.'*  sud  he,  "  what  heaoties 

grace  ?*' 
**  O,  His  a  cave ;  a  dartc  and  joyless  place, 
A  scene  of  nameless  deeds,  and  magic  tpAh^ 
Where  day  ne*er  shines,  and  pleasure  never  dwelli : 
Think  not  of  that.    But  coine,  my  royal  friend, 
And  see  what  joys  thy  favouVd  steps  attend." 
Sher  spoke  ;  and*  pointed  to  the  nearest  door : 
Swift  he  descends ;  the  damsel  fRes  before  ; 
She  turns  the  fa)ek ;  It  opens  at  comanuid; 
The  maid  and  stapling  enter  hand  In  b^nd. 

The  wonderli^g  youth  beheM  an  ooeinng  {jlsde. 
Where  in  the  midst  a  crys^tl  fdatft^tn  pb^  '> 
The  silver  rands,  i^atm)  itir  bottbilft  Mw" ' 
Were  strown  with  p^rl^t  and  gnns  or  vatiti  hoe; 
The  diamond  sparkted  Ifke  the  sdlv  of  ^',  ' 
And  the  soft  tx^paz:  shed  a  golden  nf ; 
Clear  amethysts  combin'dthAr  |hirple  gliftte 
With  the  mild  e«ierald*B^ght-refir«shiti^1teUD$ 
The  sapphire  stait'd  Kke  yon'btuc  pMn  above. 
And  rubies  spread  ^e  brasblng'titit  of  fore. 
*  These  are  the'katert  of  elfeSiatifcbt,*  "^ 
The  damsel  9$^  ^  the  sUeam  «tbdiv^f  ^gf^t^ 
See,  fn  this  ctip,"  (^he  s;^,  ai^^lbo^S'aHta/fitl 
A  vase  t»f  jasper  witb  the  ^fcredifH),"  -  '   <" 
«  See;  how  the  \h^^  ^trktehlHo^MnkAm^, 
Which  this  weH-polish'^d  ^em  can  nai^iamt\'* 
Pnta  bet  soft  baSd,  the  tddd'Wi  tie  thbK'^'^    ' 
And  qudW-tbe  liettar  trfai'i  t^hdwfcdlV' ' ;  "' 
Straight  from  his^eyiis  «  clood  dfMMfl^^tti 
And  all  the  scene  ^  open  tdWvioii',- '  ^^'^ 
Nd(  aft  fbe  groves,  Where  auci^  bantt  ^(^U^ 
Of  vegetabte'gemi,  and  Mobming  gbl*;"^"^  ^'  * 
Not  all  <he  bowew  whfth,  of^,  iJl  m^if  l*f*- 
And  solenra  tiles  AritWaii'pdett'prftl^iiJ-^'^-'     " ' 
Though  streams  of  honey' flow^' AtiWigb'^brtftj: 

tboogb  balm  and  aitibftr  dt^p6*d  flifctt  fhM  t«4 
Held  balf-the  sheets  that  Nat£rfeV  aihSl^hfiii! 
Had  pour»d  Iteirlant  6*er  tbVVroiitfro*  ««*  ^ 

Ail  flowerets  her*  theifr  m!*fefcd^rai»i'd 

The  rairiboW's  tfftts  tO thei^wafc'Vttl^lfe^?' 
A!!f  birds  that  hi  the  stream' th^r  J^terf^tM' 
Or  ^fttAn  the  brink  the  li9[0id  Cryiw  ^      *'    *  ' 
Or  show  their  beantlt^  to  th^  fcmTdy  arfe^. 
Here  wav'd  thcJf  ptumes  that  8lion^*'WWiv«tviij 
But  chleiiy  he/that  o^sr  the>;*rdant  bfeflftw; 
dpretkds  the  jtay"  eyes '  wh^ch  «fnH»  ^  ^V>^'^ 

•  traiiij      '*   '     '        '    ^-  '*"  ^    '^"  ' 
And  he,  whO,'proad!y  saBW,  lOveS  WMw 
His  mantllMK  whigs'ilnd  XdcR  of  (NM>f  faAr; 
Nor  absdnt  be.  49o  leb'rtis  tHc^lmdiaA  S0^| '   ' 
With  wavy  goltt'anrf  tttoving  emehiMl  6t^^; 
Whose  hesirf  atid^  Vea^  t^ttb  Jiorisb^*^tt*i^et 
And  on  wtto^c  vnog  tbe  g^s  'OffnihSs  gfbw.*  rgfev, 
The  mdnarclfi  vievTd  iSSeiir  hfea\fecs  oVf  ati8  ^nu 
He  was  j^fl  eye,  Vn<!f  lM»d  ftotik  tikttf  pte* 

But  now  the  damsel  calls  him  from  hts  trance; 
And  o'er  the  lawn,  delighted,  they  advance: 
«Sight, 
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They  p9M  the  hall  adoniM  with  foyal  ttite. 
And  enter  now  with  joy,  the  second  gate  ^. 
A  •oothing  sound  he  heaidi  (but  tasted  first 
The  gushing  stream  that  from  the  yalley  burst,) 
And  in  the  shade  beheld  a  youthful  quire 
That  tonehM  with  fiying  bands  the  trembling  lyve: 
Melodious  notes,  dravn  out  with  magic  art. 
Caught  with  sweet  ecstasy  his  ravish'd  heart; 
An  hundred  nymphs  their  cliarmiqg  detrants  playM, 
And  melting  voices  died  along  the  glade ; 
The  tuneful  stream  that  munnarM  as  it  rose, 
The  birds  that  on  the  trees  bewailM  their  woes,       ^ 
The  bonghs,  made  tocal  by  the  whispering  gale. 
Joined  their  soft  strain,  and  warbled  through  ^e  vale. 
The  oortoert  ends :  and  now  the  stripling  bears 
A  tender  voice  that  strikes  bis  wondering  ears ; 
A  beauteous  bird,  in  our  rude  climes  unknown. 
That  on  a  leafy  arbour  sits  alone. 
Strains  his  sweet  throat,  and  waves  his  purple  wings. 
And  thus  in  hnman  accents  softhr  sings : 

**  Kise,  lovely  pair,  a  sweeter  bower  invites 
Tour  eager  steps,  a  bower  of  new  delights ; 
Ah !  crop  the  flowers  of  pleasure  while  they  blow, 
Ere  winter  hides  them  in  a  veil  of  snow« ' 
Youthy  like  a  thin  anemone,  displays 
His  silken  leaf,,  and  m  a  mom  decays 
Sse,  gentle  youth !  a  lily-boeom'd  bride  ; 
See,  Qvmph !  a  blooming  stripling  1^  thy  vde. 
Then  haste,  and  bathe'your  souU  in  soft  delights, 
A  fweetes  bow'r  your  waMeriog  steps  invites?' 

HeoeasVi;  the  slender  branch,  from  whieh  be 
Bent  its,fiujr  head,  ao4  sprinkled  peariy  dew,  [fiew„ 
The  damsel  am>Vd;  the  blushing  youth  was  plea4*d^ 
And  by  her  willing  hand  his  charmer  setzM : 
The  lorel]r>V>ymph»  who  ti$)i'd  for  sweeter  k^^ 
Tp  ^he  third  gate  '^  conducts  the  amorona  boy  ; 
She  turns  the  key,  her  cheeks  Uke  roses  bloom^ 
And  on  the  lock  her  ^gers  drop  perfume* 

HMrravi^M  aense  a  scene  of  plefts^  meets^ 
A  mase  of  joy,  a  paradise  of  sweetff  ; 
Bpt  Afft  hit  lips  had  touched  tb'  alluring  stream,    ' 
That  throusfh  the  grove  displayed  a  ritver  gleam« 
T1iropg|t  jffmine  bowers,  and  violet-scented  Tales, 
On  silken  pinions  flew  the  wanton  gales,-* 
,  AiTUiiao  odours  o^  the  plants  they  left. 
And  whispered  to  the  woods  their  tficf  theft : 
Beneath  tbft  shrubs,  that  qvreed  a  tremblkg  sbttde 
Hie  mnslfgr  rqes^  and  ^grant  ciretB  play'd. 
Ab  wheo«  at  eve,^  an  eastern  merchant  roves 
Trim  HfMramut  to  Aden's  spikenard  mvei^ 
Wheie.seme  rich  caravan,  not  lootg  bdore,  ' 

Has  pasR'd^  with  cassia  ixaugtit,  and  Wlmy  store^-^ 
CbanfkM  with  the  acent  that  hiUs  and  vaies  di&sc^ 
His  graftal  jourxiey  gaylv  he  pursues;, 
Thiw.p]eas'd,  the  monarch  fed  his  eager  soul^ 
And  from,  each  breeze  a  cloud  of  fragrance  stole. 

Soon  the  fourth  door  ^he  passM  with  eager  baste. 
And  the  fourtji  stream  was  nectar  to  hU  laste. 
Befbre  his  eyes,  oir  ag;ate  columns  p^r'd* 
On  b\gh  a  j^nrple  canopy  appear*d ; 
And  wder  it,  in  stately  fo^,  was  plac'd 
A  faUe  with  a  thousand  vases  grac'dj 
.  laden  with  all  the  dainties  that  are  &unl       .  "/ 
In  air,  in  sea%  or  on  the  fruitful  ground. 
Here  the  fair  youth  reclin'd  with  decent  prii^ 
Bit  wanton  nyppb  was  seated  bgr  his  ride : 


«Thite. 


Ail  that  eould  pleeMt  the  t«ste  the.hfl^py  pi^ 
Cull'drfrom  the  loaded  board  witti  curious  care : 
O'er  their  enchanted  beads^  a  mantling  vine 
His  curOqg  tendrils  wove  wjth  amorous  twine,; 
From  tbe  green  stalks  the  glowing  cUislers  huog^ 
Like  rubies  on  a  thread  of  emeralds  slruoj; ; 
With  these  were  other  fruits  of  every  hue, 
Tbe  pale,  tbe  red,  the  golden,  and  the  blue. 
An  hundred  smiling  pages  stood  around^ 
Their  shining  brows  with  wreaths  of  myrtle  bounds 
They,  in  transparent  cups  of  agate,  bore 
Of  sweetly-sparkling  wines  a  precious  store  ; 
The  stripling  sipp'd  and  revel'd,  till  the  Sun 
Down  Heaven's  blue  vault  his  daily  course  had  run; 
Then  rose,  and,  followM  by  the  gentle  maid, 
OpM  the  fifth  door  ^:  a  stream  before  them  play'd. 

Tbe  king,  impatient  for  the  cooling  draught, 
'in  a  fiill  cup  the  mystic  nectar  quafi''d ; 
Then  irith  a  smile,  (he  knew  no  higher  bliss) 
From  Iter  sweet  lip  he  stole  a  balmy  kiss : 
On  the  toooth  bank  of  violets  they  reclin'd ; 
And,  whilst  a  chaplet  for  his  brow  she  twin'd. 
With  his  soft  cheek  ber  softer  cheek  he  press'd  ^ 
His  pliant  arms  were' folded  ro^md  her  breast. 
She  smiPd;  soft  lightning  darted  from  her  eyes. 
And  from  his  firagrant  seat  ibe  bade  him  rise ; 
Then,  while  a  br^hter  blQstl))er  face  o'erspre«d» 
To  the  sixth  gate  *<*  her  wilSog  ft^est  ^e  led. 

The  golden  lock  she  eoftl)r  tMm*d  around.; 
The  moving  binges  gave  a  ptea^og  sound :  .  .   ^ 
The  hey  delighted  ran  with  ea^er  basl'e, 
And  to  hv  iJps'the  living  foun^n  plapM  ; 
The  magic  water'  pierced  his  kibdied  braSn„ 
And  a  strange  venom  skot  from  vein  to  vein. 
Whatever  charms  he  saW  in  other  b^w^rs. 
Were  h^  comhioM,, fruits, 'music,  odour^,  flowm; 
A  Q(>uch  besides,  with  softest  silk  overlaid ; '. 
And,  sweeter  still,  a  lovely  yielding  m^id,— 7, 
WhQ  now  more  charnupg  s^ip'd,  ani|)  not  so  cqy, 
Andin  her  arms  infolds  the  bTushinlf  U>j\  ,^. 
They  sport  and  wanton,  t4U,' with  ,sTe^  pj>pi:ess^4| 
like  two' fresh  rose-buds  on  pTie  fUlk,  they  rest. 

When  morning  9prea,d  arqund  her  purple  JSao^. 
To  the  sweet  conch  the  nye  f^ir  sisters  came  ;  ^ 
They  nail'd  the  bridegroom  vitli  e  fKeerful  vbtoe. 
Add  hade  him  maket  with  ^peed,  a  secont^  choice 
H^rd  task  to  choose,  w!hen  aU  alike  ^re  fair  1 
Now  6)is,  now^ihat,  engag'd  (ijs  anxious  care; 
The^  1^  (he  first  who  spokei'his  hand  he  lent; 
Tlic  rest  wtir*d,  gr^  wsperM  as  they  went. 
The  prince  enamoured  viewed  his  si^ud  bride; 
They  left  tf^e  bo«ei;..a(id  wander'd  side  by  side;  ' 
With  her  he  charm'd  his  ears,  with'  ber  bis  sight; 
With  h«r  he  pev'd  the  day,  with  her  the  night 
Thns^wl  by  turns  the  sprightly  stranger  led. 
And  all  hy  turns  partook  hjs  nuptial  bed ; , 
Hpum,  days,  and  mQnths,  in  pleasure  flo^M^away; 
All  taughM,  all  sweetly  sung,  and  aU  werft  gay. 

So  had  hif  wantpi^  threescore  days  aif 3  sevep, 
Moc^  l^est,  l^e  thpught.  thai^  any  son  of  Heaven : 
Till  on  a  mom,  with  s\gb«  and  streaming  tears. 
The  train  of  nymphs  h5i)re  his  bed  appt'ars ;    . 
And  thus  the  youngest  of  i{ie  sjs^ers  speaks, 
,  WihHst  a  sad  shower  runs  trickling  dowa  her  che«k4 : 
''  A  custom  which  we^uQut,  ^are  not'  fail. 
(S^h  are  the  laws  that  in  bur  isle  prevail,) 


.*To^^clv^   . 
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Our  parent  «l)«g9»  9}^  \  *■  n8«»Ji  <*«^t   .  ••  ■  . 
FxpectusAtfLiplendiclfflMttpdJi^i  ,   -.  ..m  -.  . 
Whatjoy  lu  ui  caiq  «)I  theic  «pIendo^r,f  tir«  )  ^r  - 
With  thee,  With  poly  thWi.  Wft  f  iaJx  to  JiHt  ■    t     . . 
Yet  may  li^J'Jjbpe;  these  gar4eMfiUii%i,,  .  .    - 
Soma  pteiimg  $^ce  \Q.o^r  abtent  lord  i , , 
Six  golden  key s^  that  ope.  yoo  jl^Iififul  f^atei^, , .  . , ,     . 
Whert  joy,  eternal  jqy,  thy  steps  awaitv  . 

Accept :  the  seventh.  ()^t  that  you  heard  beibce) . 
Leads  to  ft  cave^  wbece  pyei^ing  afpmt«0B.nMur  i, 
A  ^Men,  dlre»  inhpi^^ble  cell^  .   .      .,    , 

Wbem  death^il  spiritsJwKl  ma^ician^  dwcJU 
Farewell,  dear  youth  Whow  will  our  boeoms  bum 
For  the  8w«et  moment  of  our  blest  return  V*  Cv|MQ». 

The  king,  who  wept,  yet  knew  bit  tears  were 
Tool^  the  seven  keys,  an<i  kiss'd  the  pt^iiog  traln^ 
A  glittering  car^  which  hounding  couniets  drew. 
They  mounted  straight,  i^d  through  the  fpresti  9^w« 
The  youth,  unknowing  how  to  pass  the  dajr,r  , 
Keview'dthe  bowers,  andhc^  thefbuot^ins  playj 
By  hands  unseen  whatever  he  wish'd  was  brought; 
And  pleasures  rose  ob^ienJt  tp  lys  ti^ought. 
Yet  alt  the  sweets/ that  ravishM  him  bewffVi 
Were  tedious^  now' aod  charmed  bis  spul  vq  more ; 
Less  loveYy  sUH,  apd  stit)  less  gay  they  grew  i  ., 
He  sighM,  he  wish'd,  aD4  lpn^*d  &r  somethijqig  oew ; 
Back  to  the  halt,  he  tior^^d  his  weaqr  feet. 
And  sat  repinipg.Qii  his  royal  seat- 
Now  on  (he  seventh  bright  gate  he  casts  hU  «yes ; 
And  in  his  besoqa  rose  a  boUL  surmise  j         .... 
••  The  nymph,"  savfl  he,  "  was  surf^  dii0^M  toj«t» 
Who  talk'a  of  dungeons  in  a  place  so  Slest  i 
What  harm  to  open,  if  it  be  a  cell 
Where  deatbfol  spirit^  and  magicians  dwell  ? 
If  dark  or  foul,  1  need  not  pass  the  door ; 
If  new  or  strange^r-n>j(  soul  desires  no  more**' 
He  said,  and  rose ;  tiien  took  the  golden  keyi^ 
And  op'd  the  door:  the  hinges  mov'd  with  ease* 

Before  his  eyes^  appear*d  a  sullen  gloosQj 
Thick;  hUeous^  wild ;  a  caven^  or  a  tomU  . 
Yet,  as  be  longer  M%  he  saw  afar 
A  light  that  sparkled  like  a  shooting  star. 
He  paus'd :  — at  lasL  by  some  kind  angel  led,^' 
He  entered;  and, advan<;^d,  with  cautious  tffead. .(', 
Still,  as  he  walked,  the  light  ^ppear'd.n^or^  cles^F  & 
Hope  sooth'd  him^  then,  and  Karcel^  le^  i^Xeu, 
At  length  an  aged  sire  suiprisM  he  vaw. .  /,   ^ 
Who  fiird  his  bosom  wilh  a  si^cred  aiie "  j  , ..     . 
A  book  he  heldi  whicb;  as  recTtA'dhe  Iay», 
He  read,  assisted  b^  a  tajjper's  ray ;   ^      '    !   . , 
His  beard,  more  white  than  snow  on  winier!st>rQ(|i^ 
Hung  to  the  zone  that  b(|und  his  s^^bJe  vesl;^  j  .^  , 
A  pleasing  calmoess.on  bis  broiv  wf^  /^^t         i    t 
Mild  was  his  look,  majestic  was  his  mien. .',,;..  . 
Soon  as  the  youth  approach 'd  the.  rei;^^4  ^S^  n  ^ 
He  rais'd  bis  head,  and  clos'd  the  s^n9uV;page  ^     , 
Then  spoke ;  *'  O  soq  !  what  chance  ha^  turi^^d  thy 
To  this  dull  solitude,  and  lone  retreat?*^.  .    ,  {fe^ 
To  whom  thft  youth  ;  **  First,  holy  ^\hcx  J  tell#, 
Whit  fbrce  detains  the^  in  this  gloomy  ce|U  \ 
Thif  isTe.-^his palace  an^  thos^  bf^lm>'.,hpw,erv . 
Where  six  s^teet  rouotalns  fall  on  hyfng  iJp^e^,'  , 
Are  m^;  A  train  of  damsels  chose  w^e.kiqg^  . 
And  through  my  kingdom  smiles  perpetual  spring. 


'Hi 


For  some  iaiportMfcicmtyt>  jn».»Blnwi|. .  ^ 

This  day  tbeyJ«ft4i|«ie9C«iia«Mla|tae^  ^ 
Ihit,  ere  thre«  9mtnm  witii  jrMa»ata»k%h(e'Skisv 
My  lovelr  hnU«s<«ill.«lMrm  inybmsiagetiak^^ 

«  Yooth.ft  Mid  febe«ffe,.  «<Mitfaiaimi|spla««i^ 
Some  ^p|p(L4riUier.lfl4.tbf  .etKi^giriragifit^ ; 
tear  a  str9P9».l«HiMd  liCMibteigb  the  i 
Which  for  thj^  steps  Jtfaif.  pkMay  fipfrii| 


KQ«ir».iii  ti^  iste  |fi»T»ila*  btoodyiAawg 

Uit,  striplipg»lMl4(|d^7outh«kM>AifltU*iA.avf  t> 


But  sereoft}!  d«irs->^th<i'h8Bte«»<i 
Tlien  tkMir  (heir  «!««•».•«  «nl««od  itoifrnfei^.. 
I>oo.itt'd  in  Mfefifandifei^MfoioaircJlo  roie« 
Where  d*rkne(MliflT0it  o'ttB.tha  ifDD  pBvn-v 
Yet  kn«iii.  ftbjr  ^«liden«B.itn4  thf  iimlr  fv* 
May  lijrv  tbfw^aeoit  LfrMa4hiid«lrliotiire«MB«. 
Not  fiMT  iropk  t^'Vii  i.  toTeUflpatkBd  Im  ^^^.  •  -  '  i»  > 
too  rich,  tooju^a^^  fiir.ooMloMctUegre^i     • 
Onthatbl«fts]Mri9»A9imiterfi>HiAaiBaowk. ..  - 
than  tl^  .v«tti.(3ltil^f  or  Hw.gfty  pidMft<1|w>Pi»     r. 
Which  if  tbon<»ifto,./wbilA^«wisi«Mtbe<^«i»i  /-  . 
Willbi|t«rifefm,»iiBA«t<»l^>«MibjiOr*Qtorfi.  < 
Buteretbese.lM^3l.i«aUin^MM»o>«ifenno^' ■>        ^ 
thy  weary  stqramuitfMft.yyMirngl^bQlKht*  (•  u .: 
Where  th«iWfk4«aiiRiih»q8i9  hjlUflMupref  ^i,^.   .1 1 
And,  fraught.  ,wiUl  mtPt^nftWiholfimi'bawiHvti. 
irtomjr.woii)^<«Mifii^thoiii4ilteiid»biifc  itn—if  '. 
'flehold  in  m«;th|y  |Htot tad ihy 4iri^:''  */  >  <  n  -  i»i  "^ 
A  bark  I  keep,iiiipplk4 juithiptenVMoa^tti^  ^.-t.r.y 
,11)atB(m)ie9A«cM«^4<»iheiffofik|y/shtt6^i>i<i  -y---^ 
A^, wbeAoCfdlthFmiPvlJtoon^HsnlW^    utuc.  .1 
If  the  rud«o«v«*ai«xlta.tJbittiaKt  M^    1.  i .  ..  c,  >  nf 
Myself  wiUfij|44;te.(l»M)iAslltQCilf  h^>^  i)*>n  '.r( 
Ahd  waft  thee  s^fe)al'^*pr  Iht  daife^MMrlKnif^  t  1.    .v. 
TheJi^y  mm  i^L^d  with^iwonder  •KAif>wktW»     "^  '^ 
And  firomjk^efiia  offibl^.cra«iM:lo,li^8U^  Wi  av  k 
All  day  t^  M^  Us  tuinted  Ahci««hti  iMn*ll4it<t  Wi  . > 
His  reason  bv^htenVi,  wA  eefpttn'^ihtt  iW^-  ^  - ' ' <  '^ 
Hirough  the  dim  cavefi^  iMNid  mkvAiki^imtXk^^^ 
.And  much  of  txu^,  MidiniM)h|Qf>^<Mr€»ih«yi«aiUA<  V 
^  At  night  ttia  ftripbvg  M-the^Mi.retmgrdt  ,>y .4  )i:»tiT 
With  oih^^fiei  bift«lcer'd'baK«iib^^sii\d.ji..i>i  w  ««iia 
O!  tobis  wiiArsapillMMrlowt.howittdan^iM  4.01.  t.ia 
Seem'dall  ba^^^Jbadheani,  hadfttK»>lmAsef»!9mo^ 
,iSe  yiew'd  the  surs ;  ht^  wnr^d.tteiOfysltjUs^eB^/    1 
AtKl  btes^Vl  ib».l^etAl)><oodii  AJl-gfeaA»)All^flMl»^: 
i&w  ifvly.QW4«99>i^4  the  piicpl^  Mb*^:  u  »v  v  <  i 

!  The  rubied  sceptiB^^nd  ih«>iX0Q|.4M)6il*:  diu\i^  Dr«> 
riow  dim  the  rays  that  gild  the  brittle  earth  I 
Am  vile  the  brood  of  Folly,  awl  of  Mirth  ! 
-When  the  third  morning,  xiad  TiTmantle  grey, 
JBrooght  in  her  rosy  car  her  seventieth  day,     . 
^bend  of  slaves,  wlM>niiAiM  <^iiK  (urioos  sound, 
Ih  chains  of  steel  the  willing  captive  bound  ; 
;F(om  his  yottng,hnd>tt)«lAi8ddeUIAtt^  fMb» 
^ Apd  east  his  pearly  bracelets  00  the  floor ; 
-They  rent  his  robe  tha6l)6aBti«MiUtf4  hue, 
,Ahd  o*er  his  breast  a  hairy  mantle  threw ; 
Then  dragged  Jiim  ilO<U)PidtMp  4iui)teSiryJ<mi»,t  / 
i»epch'dby  the.glQmny<?ftft*fciW»0iiB4iPg..waiwfci  »  it 
Meanwhile4  theg««  vQCA.M  i^tmnnctona  QoomL . . .  <      1  - 
Plerc'd  the;  ^VU'MU  ^f^  ;tb«Mitoii«h(fftkt ]a  clond  r  • .      '* 
'Tfte  nymphs  anoU^ha|)U|S»-yo«lbh<had/li(inBd|g>  <  * 
rAhdthen  war!e^c#dtngQ'er,thegniltyigiD«Ml9  ^  1     \ 
They  )bfiil/4  l^n?  Jkuqg,  {ahuwhow  «hort  hM  aogn  () 
And  with  fresh  chaplets  strow'd  the  fatal  | '  ' 
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Was  roving  ^hmtfufm^tb^  lMslf«ibite  ^ 
At  last-ttosiwif rijyt  itL4  'Vfltoe  Iw  taww, 
And  ttfw^  tl|iKiii]id'«ith:kMlty  MptaM  fle#. 

T|^^«MHi'4'1ND«U^JMtaflMltteftMIDd,  ' 

And  tlie  glad  aag«lu«4(tt«(^  hinds  ttiibetteiiy  > 
But  wboitertfM  Ibe^iMBiBg  MkMM  i«9%'  •  - 
AnddrsgMiMroUtsgo^tli^flVtlr^WrtVy  '  ^ 

He  itopp'd :  ^m  gujuMiaii  anaght  hi$  Ungttlttg  hand » 
And  fwtif  led  INUI  »>er  the  tuefcy  itnuii  i 
SooQ  M^iKi  tomoM  tli«4Mk«lc,  the  oeeao  eaiMy 
The  dt^gamifmvlMf  and  <li«  <«»»«tt  vert  nUd. 
For  many  «n  bauvvkh  ^goraui  wnm  tbejr  ToftM, 
While  not  ««ar  one  hiHtiMf  iparkle  Bho«4) 
At  lengthen  gliiii—itiag  brightnev 4ber  behoM, 
like  «4hin  oioud  which  moraitig  djFes^with  geld : 
To  that  theyiteer ;  and  no*,  njoic'd,  they  i^cnr 
A  shore  begi A  witli  elUb  of  rtdliM  h«& 
They  Iand4  A  (vaiiiy  in  shtoioff  Mantlev  <flad, 
Hail  th«r  annMohi  mid  Ud  the  yoiAh  be  glad  ; 
They  lei  Aim  oser  th*  lea  ^mtiiiss&y  pnco^ 
And  aoatody  4k  Ihey  weot^  trtvh  bettv^ly  gi«d«. 
A  goidenAmrtain  soois siiipeaHd  in  sights 
That  oW  4he  bmUirvmt »  vmtkj  Ughb 
The  sake^  iaspmiittt,  scoop^  4h»  loeid  waro 
]njPtl«h.^aMi;  lAaUk  tathayMlh  hd  gav<st> 
HuitMufe  and  MraMit  a< bright  to«fsttittl  beam- 
Before  his  eyes  diepl%'d  A  dAK^iflg  glekoi  | 
Myriads  ofratr^tthirtieotiotiiiii  trim  gw*d  s 
Some  pnifl^dibii  lOidolD,  so«e  hSe  «mm|^  prftijpd  ; 
Then  o'er  his  liaibs>»  starry  rate  they  ^lead, 
And  plac'd  a  ca)#il  OfUMnasbBAKOtfliili  head.' 

His  aged  gufdiA  vw  gOfeey dnd^ inM  )^e 
Stood  a &ir shorahtnBh^d'With'voiy  Mce^* 
Who  smiUtaK  s^ke :  -^^  H«ref i)f^r«ilt itbtnt rist^ 
Admir*d,  beMsV,  Oilr  .brother,  kM  liior  Ifn^st^ 
So  all  shtJTitndi  #bom  ^fen  dini  dhfttm  no  Mort 
With  tla^gey  folliestof  that 'pwilout •tfhorcw 
Seety^bhniwimto^srtlhitr  ||at«»  uutoM) 
WiAiiKihiiet  ilMDlngr;  abd  no  oaHMy  gold  t 
There  joys,  Mhni  ankMSrs^  )thy  sosl[W  llnrflfc ; 
Bliss  without  hkre^  4aA  ttdrtt  withoat  a  night 
Bat  now  forewel  ^mydiiCy'cMHs  mi&bWCfti 
Some^  iB^'*'nl<M^  asks  taf  f^MF^efenee; 
To  y«SJptoiUdoi»islkha  t  vepaA-,*      >' 
8wift«i^ii4C««.^.^Hes|»aks^kdi»«rtlbitn-air.    '' 

Theyouth.wSeswUkvorjhsliertBlMksi'mgtt^  ' 
And  hounds  ahdhtaMs  ftt  et^mal'ligtal. 


^.;,-,.  ,1.:,.    ,...•-..,.      .       «  • 
>i>M».  n.o   iSOLJMMi 

«<TB«aMkteofAden«l  hMiakkftMr'thle    - 
Than  otarwas  sMfr^Ni^Bieadew^'bo^^'k-,  0^  diie. 
—The  sroilea^rf  Abelahj  'and  M  aia's  «yes, 
Whers  haaiity^Ays^  aa4te«rri  in'shimber  lifs  ;    -' 
The  fra^MUt  b^iiMis  of  AiUn^  hlih»j 
That  wankov  witlvthe  laugbhig  suMttaar-air^ 
LoT^^n^torHI'  6he6k5»    whenee    rosea  sedc  their 


And  lipSf  from  which  the  2^l|yr  steals  perfiime; 
loTite  no  more  the  wild  uDpolish^d  lay. 
But  flfi.1ikSd)feama-belbtt?tfab  momnig  ray* 


llien  nivWeR  rofH  T^StS  fanftWcl|  TOtituf^l  BTii  I 
A  nobler'VkfBfltfr^  kftdJM  6iteliniptr««. 
Hf  bolder  ncMthe  mtSfiD|>(]li)d  Kbalf  fill : 
f  tow  smooth,  ye'rittfilets ;  tnd,  yie  gal  A,  be  sliU. 

'  «  See  jMhk  ptif€i  ttikt  a'et  Kxak^  Hie;   . 
And  with  ^h  sp^cy  breath  embaltii  the  skMi 
Where  erery  m^  4hM  iAcense  o^er  the'vslat. 
And  every  shrub  the  iKent  at  musk  exhales  f 
See  through  yon  opening  gtad^  a  gtittcring  scei^c 
Lawns  erer  ^f,  and  meadows  6i^er  green  \ 
then  ksk-die  groves,  and  avk  the  vocal  bow'rs. 
Who  d«dk*d  their  spliy  tops  with  bfoomiDg  flow*n^ 
Taught  the  bli|e  stream  o^er  safldy  vat^  to  (low. 
And  the  brown  Vild  wHh  liveliest  tiues  toiptow  } 
Fair  9bllm«  >  !  the  Mill  and  dales  wilt  siqg;, 
Pkir  Salima  \ '  the  distant  ^echoes  ring. 
But  not  with  idle  shows  of  iraln  delight, 
to  charm  the  sbal,  or  toheguUe  the  sight; 
At  noqn  on  banks  of  pleasure  to,  repose, 
WhW bloom  hitwin*d  the  lily,  pink,  and  rose; 
Ifot  in  proud  pile$  to  heap  the  nightly  feast* 
TTili  mom  With  j^rls  has  decVd  the  glowing 

I         esat; — 

^  !  not  for  this  she  taught  those  bowers  to  nse, 
AInd  bade  all  £den  sprhig  before  our  eyes : 
FWr  other  thoughts  her  heavenly  tni'nd  employ, 
'{Hence,  «mpty  pride !  and  hence,  delusive  jqy  1) 

t cheer  with  sweet  repast  the  felntjog  gvest; , 
lull  the  witory  on  the  coach  of  rest; 
warm  the. traveller  numb*d  wtth  Trinter^s^oUi^ 
B  young  to  ciieruih,  to  sup)pOrt  the  old ; 
^e  sad  to  comfort,  and  t!he  weaic jf  rotecf  ;^ , 
'Tiie>>oir  to  shptter,  and  tf»e  lost  ^rect :.—  '      .     . , 
Hiese  are  her  dares,  «nd  t!hl^  her  gf orioui  t^k  ^    . , 
Chn  Heaven  a  pobler  give/  or  mortals  as^  ?    , 
XJbme  to  the«e  {^ves,'  and  lEese  Iif<-I)re|ithi|ii8 
'  .        glades^  '*'   '  " '  *^      '^  ■ '  "^   ^ 

YfB  friendless  orptjatiii,  rfti'd  jre  do^flcA  ttiaids  1  ^.\\ 
'With «ager  haste  your  tooornfUl  mansions  l^ve^  .  ' 
Yie  weak,  ihat  IremMe ;  and^  ye  sijjk,  t'liat.  grieve  ^, 
*liere  shall  si^lt  tehts,  o*er  flowery  l^wns  di5«plajr'<l|  * 
(At  night  deftttd  yoif,  atid  at  nooii  o'*ershadQ ;  .  ^. 
Here  rosy  health  the  sweets  of  We  will  sho^er^ . ' 
'aL-i  »o^  ^li^ts  be^iile  Hch  varied  hour.  \ 

theire  a  ^clow/bath*d  in  streaming  teami 
,     here  a  tfre  beneath,  a  weight  pf  years  I 
^eeps'th^ns  ii'maid;  In  pining  sadness  left,  . 
Of  teiMeki  jtat^ts  and  of  hope,  bereft  > 
Tb  Solima  their  sorrows  they  bewail  i    "     .     .  , 
*Vh  Solima  they  |k)tir  Uieir  j^laintlve  t^lq.    ', 
^e  hears;  asM,  radlaMt  as  the  star  i^ day, 
lliroogh  ^e  tjiick  fbreit  galn«  her  easy  way  ;  * 

^oiriWaf  whit  MeS  the  Joyless  train  Oijpress,    .' 
Mfhat  sickness  wastes  (hem^  Or  what  want^  dist^j 
Ahd,  as  they  Ui(krt);  she  SteaTs  a  tender  sigh, 
Whilst  all  het'  soUl  sits  melting  in  her  eye : 
Then  Wfth'a  sttiWe'  the  healing  Ija'^i  |>^stoirSj 
'And  sheds  a  tear  Of  pUy  o'er  their  Wo^, 
Whieb^a^^  d(0p8,  some  sofueyed  ungel  bi^if' 
Transibrm'fl  to  peaH^  ^nd  in.h)?  bosoin  wears. 
'    **  When»  dhill^d  with  foat-A  the  ^embUof  pilgrim 
roves^  ..       '  [groves, 

Hiroogk  'pathless  deserts,   and  through  ^tangled 
WheFe^6iant1^g  darkness  spreads  her  dragon  wiog^, . 
And  bixxls  of  death  their  £sLtaldirj;e^^(^^    ,  .  , 

>  It  was  not  easy  in  this  pmt  of  the  tmnslation 
to  aroid  a  turn  similar  to  that  <p€  V^pe  in  the  knows 
dficriptMn  of  the  Man  of  B/bsib 
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While  vapooit  pdo  a  dtmdhl  glimmeriiig  cast. 
And  thrilling  horruur  howte  in  every  blail  $ 
She  cheera  his  gloom  with  streams  of  banting  light, 
By  day  a  tun,  a  bcammg  moon.by  night ;       [ray, 
Darts  through  the  qarrering  shades  her  heavenly 
And  gpieads  with  rising  flowers  his  solitary  way. 

"  Ye  Heavens,  for  this  in  showers  of  sweetness  shed 
Your  mildest  infloenoe  o^r  her  favoured  head ! 
Long  may  her  name,  which  distant  climes  shall 

praise. 
Live  io  our  notes,  and  blossom  in  our  lays  \ 
And,  like  an  odorous  plant,  whose  bloshing  flow'r 
Paints  every  d4le,  and  sweetens  every  bow'v, 
Borne  to  the  skies  in  cloads  of  soft  perAime 
For  ever  Qouvisb,  and  for  ever  bloom ! 
These  grateful  songs,  ye  maids  and  youths,  renew, 
*  While  fresh-blown  violets  drink  the  pearty  de«r  $ 
O'er  Azib's  hanks  while  love-lorn  ^hunsels  rove, 
And  gales  of  fiBgmnee  breathefrom^Hagar^s  grov^^ 
So  song  the  youth,  whose  sweetly-waitled  stvahM 
Fair  Nfeoa  heard,  and  Saba's  spicy  plaiBS. 
SpothHi  irith  bis  lay,  the  ravish'd  air  was  ottas, 
The  winds  scarce  whisper'd  o'er  the  waving  palm  | 
The  camels  bounded  o'er  the  flowery  iawn, 
Like  the  swift  ostrich,  or  the  sportftil  fttwn ; 
Their  silken  bands  the  listening  rose*h«ds  rant. 
And  twin'd  tbci/  blossoms  round  his  vnoal  tent: 
He  sung,  till  on  the  bonk  the  moonliglit  slept, 
And  closing  flow«ss  beneath  the  night-dew  wept ; 
Th«n  cens'd,  and  slnmbeFd  in  the  lap  of  rest 
Till  the  shrill  lark  had  kA  his  k>w.b«ilt  nest 
Now  hastes  the  swain  to  tune  his  raptvrout  tales 
In  otiier  meadows^  and  in  other  valea* 


LA  U  RA, 


AN 


ELEGY  FROM  PETRAItCH. 

Ix  this  (hir  season,  when  the  whispering  gales  ^ 
Drop  show»rs  of  fragrance  o'er  the  bloomy  vales,— 
From  bow'r  to  bow»r  the  vernal  warblers  play  j 
The  skies  are  cloudless,  and  the  meads  are  gay  | 
The  nightingale  in  many  a  melting  strain 
8mgs  to  the  groves,  "  Here  Mirth  and  Beauty  reign." 
But  me,  for  erer  bath*d  in  gushing  tears. 
No  mirth  enlivens,  and  no  beauty  ehesfs : 

iMITATtOMS. 

1  PrraARCB.    Soaiel.99a 

Zetiro  toma,  e'l  bel  tempo  rimena, 

F  1  fieri,  e  V  erbe,  sua  dolce  fiimiglia; 

E  gamr  Progne,  e  ptanger  Filomela  j 

£  pri'mavera  Candida,  e  vermiglia : 
Kidono  i  p»ti,  clxiel  si  rasserena  j 

Qiove  s'allegra  di  mirar  sua  figlia ; 

L'aria,  e  Paoqoe,  e  la  terra  e  d-amor  |uena ; 

Ogni  animal  d'amar  si  rioonsiglia : 
Ma  per  me,  lasso,  tornano  i  pin  gravi 

Sospiri,  che  del  cor  prpfondo  tragge 

Quelle  ch'  al  ciel  se  ne  poftb  le  chiavi : 
B  cantar*  augelletti,  e  florir  piagge, 

£*n  belle  doone  oneste  atti  soavi, 

Sono  un  deserto^  e  fcM  aspie  » srivngfs, 


The  birds  that  warble,  and  the  flowers  that  bloonif 

Believe  no  more  this  solitary  gloom. 

I  see  where  late  the  verdant  meadow  smil'd, 

A  joyless  desert,  and  a  dreary  wild  :— 

For  those  dear  eyes,  that  pierc'd  my  heart  before. 

Are  closM  in  death,  and  charm  the  work)  no  more : 

Lost  are  those  tressed,  that  outshone  the  mom, 

And  pale  those  cheeks,  that  might  the  skies  adorn. 

Ah,  Death !  thy  band  has  croppd  the  flurest  flower  *» 

That  shed  its  smiling  rays  in  beauty*s  bower ; 

Thy  dart  has  lay^  on  yonder  sable  Iner 

All  my  soul  lov'd,  and  all  the  worid  held  dear  ; 

Oelestial  sweetoess,  love-insphing  youth, 

Solt«y>d  benevolencse,  and  whic^rob'd  troth. 

Hard  fot^  of  man,  on  whom  the  Heavens  bestow  3 
A  drop  of  pleasure  for  a  sea  of  vpoe ! 
Ah,  life  of  care,  in  feafs  or  hopes  consumed. 
Vain  hopes,  that  wither  efe  they  well  have  bloomed  ? 
How  oft,  emerging  from  the  sl»dea  of  night. 
Laughs  the  gay  rnon^  and  spreads  ^  paipla  fight  c 
But  soon  the  gathering  clouds  o'ershpade  the  skios. 
Bed  Hf^tnings  pl«3r,  sted  thwoderiog  storm*  ariao ! 
Hoiv  oft  a  day,  that  foir  and  mild  appears. 
Grows  dark  wsthfste.  Mid  ma».the  toil  of  yesm  1* 

Not  for  removM,  yet  hid  from  distaiit  cyea  S    ' 
Low  in  her  secret  grot,  a  Naiad  lies*    ■  ■-  * 
Steep  at«hing  roohB^  with  vmdadt  i90BS<>'argii9snv 
Form  her  rtidO'diadsm*  and  witive  tbroiie  I 
There,  io  a  jjioamy  eave  her  waters  f  leeB*  ^ 
Clear  as  a  braok,  but  as  an  oeesua^ee^.  • 
Yet,  when  Ibe  waking  floweiv  of  April  Uow« 
And  warmer  stinbca4a9  melt  the  gntfaef'^'SBQW  s    / 
Rich  with  the  tribute  of  th.e  vernal  miv%    .  /   \ 
The  njrmph,  exultitig,  btirstsher  silver  chiunsi 
Hfer  living  wavea  la  sparkling  oohmsas  riss^  . 
And  shine  like  raiahmrs  ta  the  suni^  skicR; ,  ^ , . 
From  citflr  to  eliff  the  foiling  waters  vmi 
Then  die  in  murmiirB,  and  are  beard  namoicu 
Hence,  softly  flowing  in  a  dimpled  atrenmw 
The  crystal  Sorga  spreads  a  lively  gleam  ;— 
From  which  a  thousand  rills  in  mazes  glide. 
And  deck  the  banks  with  summer^  gayest  pride. 
Brighten  the  verdure  of  the  smiling  plsuns  ; 
And  crown  A^  tahenr  of  th«  joyftd  swains. 

First,  on  these  banks,   (ah,  dream  off^dior. 
delight!) 
The  channs  of  Lau^  stmok  my  dazzled  sight ; 


343* 

Ditoolomto  ai,  marts,  il  piu  bel  volto 

caw  mai  si  ve^,  e*t  pla  begli  occhi  spenti ; 
Spiito  phi  aeceso  di  virtuti  ardenti 
Del  piu  Iciggiadro,  e  pin  bel  aodo  ai  sckilto  1 
'Sonnet  2d0. 

O  nostra  vita,  ch*<b  si  belia  in  vista  !■ 

Com'  perde  agevolmente  in  on'  mattioa. 
Quel  chtf  n  molt'  ami  a  ^an  pena  a'  aoqoitfta. 
«  See  a  descriptton  of  this  celehvated  fontatafo  hi 

a  poem  of  madafAe  Deshoiilieres. 

Entrfrde  hants  roMiers,  doot  I'aspect  est  terrible, 

Des  pres  toujours  fleuris,  des  arbres  toujoun  verds^ 
Une  source  orgueilleuse  et  pure, 
DoBt  H  eau  sur  cent  rochers  diven 
D*  une  mousse  verte  converts,  '^ 

S*  6panche,  bouHIonne,  et  murmore ; 

Des  agneauz  bondlssans  sur  la  tendre  vfadorw, 

Et  de  leoa  oottducteara  les  mstiq^uea  4Xwi€eKtB>  Btc 
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Cbanns,  that  the  Uisi  of  Eden  Otti^  TCrtore* 
That  UeaTen  might  envy,  and  mankind  adore. 
I  saw — and  O !  what  heart  could  long  rebel  ? 
I  saw,  I  loT'd,  and  bade  the  world  iarewel. 
Where'er  the  moT*d,  the  meada  were  fresh  and  gay, 
Ai^  every  bower  eihaM  the  mreets  nf  May  , 
Smooth  flow*d  the  streams,  and  toftky  blew  the  gale  ; 
The  rising  flowers  impurpled  every  dale ; 
Calm  was  the  ocean,  and  the  sky  serene; 
Aa  universal  smile  overspread  the  shinins  scene : 
Bnt  when  in  Death's  oold  arms  entraocM  she  lay^, 
(Ah,  ever  dear,  yet  ever  ftttal  day  ^1} 
0*er  all  the  ah*  a  direful  gloom  was  spread  ; 
Pale  were  the  meads;  and  all  theiv  Uemoms  dadl ; 
The  deads  of  April  shed  a  balaM  dew  j; 
All  nature  wore  a  ^velt  of  deadly  bM^ 

Go,  iMMhre  bveece  I  to  Laum^'a  Aeveay  bier. 
Heave  the  wmrm  aigh,  and  shed  t^e  ttadar  tear, 
Theia  to*  the  awlbl  shade  doe  bemaga  {«y. 
And  eoftly  thus  addwis  the  sacred  days        flbld» 
•««  flay,  en viaA  earth  t   ttiatdost  thaM-duwma  hi^ 
Where  are  these  eba«lai>aad  wtenBthQaalooks^f 

goU?  [sung? 

Where  are  those  eyei,  which  o(t  the  Muse  has 
Where   thoee  sweet  lips,    and   that  eechanting 

tongue? 
Ye  ndioBt  tiesies  I  and  thoa>  naf:tair'd  sgiilc ! 
Ye  looks,  that  might  the  meltfng  skies  bf^ile  I 
You  robb'd  my  soul  of  rest,  uy  eyea  of  ale«p^,; 
You  Uught  me  how  to  love^  aod  bov  to  weeB^** 

No  shmb  o^erbai^  the  dirv-be^imqM  W  **  tf 
No  blosien  trembles  to  tbe  dying  gale, 
No  floweret  Mushes  in  tbe  menuBg  raySi 
No  stream  akwg  the  windiqg  valley  ptayti 
But  knows  What  anguish  thrills  my  tortur'd  hnetft^ 
What  paint  consome  me,  and  what  cares  rn^hlt 
At  blush  of  dawn,  and  io  the  gloom  of  night  *, 
Her  pale-eyed  phantom  svinis  heftxe  my  si^^ 
Si^  on  tbe  border  of  each  pnrUng  rill, 
Chiwa  every  bower,  and  gUdei  o^er  ev^  bgi 


»LannkMaaiiisei»hgr  MnflokOAvtheHith 
oC  April  m  tte  year  lam-ym^  shia died e^ lh» 
same  day  in  134& 

•Sonnet  $60'. 
Quanta  invidia  ti  porto,  avara  tern, 
Ch'  abbracci  quelle,  cui  veder  m'  h  tolto. 

And  Sonnet  359. 
pv  k  ta  fronte,  che  oon  picciol  oeimo 

Volgea  *{  Ta\o  core  in  questa  parte,  e'n  quella  ? 

6v*  ^  'I  bel  etgtio,  e  \i  una  e  1'  altra  stella, 

Ch*  aJ  corso  del  mio  viver  lume  denno  ?  &c 
''Sonnet.  248. 
Non  k  8tM[pe,  ne  sasso  in  qoesti  qiontix 

Non  ramo  o  fronda  verde  in  queste  plagge ; 

Non  fior*  in  queste  ealli,  e  ibgKa  d'erba  $ 
Stilla  d'  acque  sen  ven  di  queste  fonti, 

Ne  fiere  an  questi  bosohi  si  selvngga* 

Che  non  aappian  quant'  d  mia  penaaceiba. 
•  Sonnet.  341. 
Or*  in  forma  di  ninfa,  o  d'  altra  diva, 

Cbe  del  piu  chiaro  fondo  di  Sorga  escq,       .  ^^ 

E  pongasi  a  seder*  in  su  la  riva  : 
Or*  V  o  vediita  su  per  Terba fresca 

Galcar'  i  fior,  com'  una  donna  viva, 

Moetmido  in  vistaiche  di  ma  le'nciesca. 


Flows  the  load  rivulet  down  the  mountain's  brow  •  } 
Or  pants  the  Zephyr  on  the  waving  bough  ? 
Or  sips  tbe  labouring  bee  her  balmy  dews, 
And  with,  soft  strains  her  fpigmnt  toil  pursues  ? 
Or  warbles  from  yon  silver^blossomM  thorn 
Tbe  wakeful  bird,  that  bails  the  r>8in|;  mom  ? 
—My  lAura's  voice,  in  many  a  soothing  note. 
Floats  through  the  yielding  air,  or  seems  to  float : 

«*  Why  fill  thy  sighs,"  she  says,  '<thia  lonely  bower? 
Why  do^  thy  b<^om  flows  this  endless  shower  ? 
Complain  no  more :  bnt  hope  ere  long  to  meet 
Thy  much*lov'd  Laum  in  a  happier  seat 
Here,  fiurer  soenei  detain  my  parted  shade ; 
Suns  that  ne'er  set,  and  flowera  that  never  &de : 
Through  crystal  skies  i  wing  my  joyous  fltight. 
And  revel  lb  eternal  bla^  of  light ; 
See  aU  thy  wanderi];^s  in  that  vale  of  tears. 
And  smile  at  all  thy  hopes,  at  all  thy  fears  t 
I>eath  wa|;'d  my  awU  that  slept  in  life  bdfore, 
And  op^d  these  hrightei^'d  eyes,  to  sleep  no  more." 

She  ends :  the  Fates,  that  will  no  marerev^d. 
Fix  oa  her  closiog  lips  their  scored  seal. 
"  Return,  swaet  shade !"  I  wake,  and  fendiy  say» 
*'  O,  cheer  my  gloom  witb  one  fer*beaming  lay  1 
Iftetnm:  thy  charms,  my  sorrow  will  dispel. 
And  saatofa  my  spirit  fipm  her  mortal  cell. 
Then  mfacM  with  thine,  exnlting  she  shall  fly, 
And  boond  enraptuT'd  through  her  native  sky." 
She  comes  no  more:  my  pangs  move  fierce  return  ; 
Tears  gnsh  tn  streaQis,  and  sigfai  my  bosom  bum. 
Ye  banks,  that  oft  my  weary  limbs  have  borne  ^^ 
Ye  mnrmnring  brooks,  that  learnt  of  me  to  mourn  ; 
Ye  birds,  that  tune  with  me  your  plaintive  lay  ; 
Ye  groves,  where  loye  once  taught  my  st^  to 
Yon,  ever  sweet  and  ever  fair,  renew  [stray  ; 

Your  strains  mekxiious,  and  your  blooming  hue : 
But  not  in  my  sad  heart  can  bliss  remain. 
My  heart,  tbe  haunt  of  never-ceasing  pain  ( 

Henceforth,— to  sing  in  smoothly-warbled  lays 
The  smilea  of  youth,  and  beauty's  heavenly  rays  $ 

»  Sonnet  239. 
Se  lamentar*  augelli,  o  verdi  fronde 
Mover  soavemei^e  a^'  anra  estiva^ 
O  roco  mormorar  di  lucid'  onde 
S'ode  d'una  siorita  e  fresca  riva. 
La  v'  io  seggia  d*  amor  pensoso,  e  schriva  ; 
Lei  chffl  cie.l  q^  inosko>  tena  qascqnde, 
Veggio,  ed  odo,  ed  intendo,  ch'  ancor  viva 
Di  si  lonuno  a'  ^ospjic  miei  i^sponde. 
Deh !  perche  innanzi  tempo  ti  consome  ? 
J^dioe  con  pietate,  a  che  pnx  versi 
Bagli  occbi  tristi  un  doloroso  fimne  ? 
Di  me  non  pianger  tu ;  che  miei  di  fersi, 
Moaendo,  etemi,  e  nelP  elemo  lume, 
Quando  mostrai  ci  chi^er  gl'  oochi^  apeisi» 
10  Sonnet  261. 
Valje,  che  de*  lamenti  miei  se*  piena  ; 
Ftume,  cbe  spesso  del  mio  pianger  ciesa  ? 
Eere  selvestre,  vaghi  augelli,  epesoi, 
Che  r  una,  e  I'  altra  verde  riva  affirenai 
Aria  de*  miei  sq^r'  oalda  e  serena  • 
Dolce  seiitier,  che  &i  mnaro  rie^ci  j; 
CoUe,  cbe  mi  piacesti,  or  mi  lincresci  j 
Ov'  ancor  per  usanza*  Amor  mi  menai 
Ben  riconosoo  in  voi  Tusate  forme, 
Non,  lasso,  in  me*  che  da  si  lieta  vista. 
Son  fette  albergo  d'infioita  dogU^* 
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To  see  the  morn  her  early  chnrms  unfold  ^\ 
Her  cheeks  of  foie^^  aiK^'ber^uris  of  gold ; 
Led  by  the  sacred  Muse,  at  noon  to  rove  i? 
O'er  tufted  moonftkhr,*<fale;  or  shady  grove ; 
To  watch  the  stap^that  ^ild  the  Jucid  pule. 
And  view  yon  orbtf  ih  itia±y  ditler  roll ; 
To  hear  the  ten4^  i>igUiD0ak  oooapUin, 
And  warble  to  the  wopda  her  amorout  ttavm  :— 
No  more  shall  these /|aQr  j^cmive  mhiI  delight. 
But  each  gay  v'ttion  nu4ti  ab  etidless  nighL 
Nymphs !  who  in  glimipering,glade&  by  moonli^ 
daoce  ^\ 
And  ye,  who  through  the  liquid  crystal  glance. 
Who  oft  have  heard  my  sadly-pleasing  moan  i 
JBehold  me  now  a  lifeless  marble  grown. 
Ah  !  lead  me  to  the  tomb  where  Laura  Ties  ; 
Clouds  I  fold  mt  fotmd ;  hnd,  gathered  darkness ! 

rise !  '   **"        •  -^    • 

Bear  me,  ye  gales  !  hi  deaths  soft  lAmnber  lay'd  ; 
And,  ye  bright  realms  raceivA-my  Seating  ihade. 

;^     11  Sonnet  05U 
Quand'  io  veggio  ^  «iel  fteeodcr  FAnron^      . 
Con  la  fronte  di  rose,  e  co'  crin  d'  oro. 

w  Sonnet.  (Pfl 
Ne  per  sereno  ciel  ir  vaghe  stelle ; 

Ne  per  tranquillo  nMV  ]eg«(  apalmati ; 

Ne  per  caiMAfPOiiav^l^eri  4f ni»ti  t    . 

Ne  per  bel  oottcfii  allegre  fere  e  snelle; 
N<  d*  aspett«MMO  ftwcte  wteUcv^ 

Ne  dir  d'Amore  in  stili  alti  ed  omati  ^ 

Ne  tta  chiare  fontan^,  e  reidi  praA 

0olce  can^Vc  opesfe  donne  e  betle ; 
Ne  altro  sarlL 'mal'ch^  fll  c<^  tn'  aggiunga, 

Si  seco  i1  s^pe  ^nella  s&petlire, 

Che  tela  a  gli  bccht  miel  fu  Idme  c  spegHo*   * 
.  .  >3  3oqnet  %X        • 
O  vmghi  ahitiitor.d^'  verdi  boschiH 

ONioie,  evpj,cJ)e^Urefooi«rhQaofoQdo 

Bel  liqtiido  emum  idhqicg»  fi  ] 


.  .  ,.  Wl&TTEN 

-«  s  n     I  • 

A   ftiipB,  CHAMfETBB     * 

. / :, fN'yfAxxi^ "     .  '/  \ 

Faib  Tivy;  IToW'ii^eet'kre  thy  leaves  gently  flowing, 
Thy  %ild  oaktn  .imU»  .aQ^  green  eglamine 
bow'n,  [mg, 

Thy  banks  wjtl^  t)^f|ilas||<K)at.  smd  umafantfa  glow. 
While  friendship  and  mirth  claim  theM  laboar- 
l«s  hours  I  yr 

Yet  weak  is  ovr  twpi^  vhila  stiPf^hing  we  want, 
Itfore  sweet  thatfihe  pt^Mure  which  praapaels  oaa 
Co9l«^«lUf,f|Mfe|i0f£aiBdig»i^v.  .{ghm; 
Love  can  altnie  make  it  blissf nl  to  Uve.  ^ 

Vow  sweet  b  xVe  6doilt,o][j)tfinme,iuiii  t9m^. .  •  .  ' 
.   Thnt  Zephyr  aroiind  ns  xb  lavishly  flingi  i 
^pnPVpwsnwtwnpMK  v^s^Hv^enwme  netXHiipoan. 

hoifotr*  Urfie^-'^iaooo ©▼«?»'"="•"  ■^'' '*•'*  ^  * 
1  fh«  seat  of  W.  Brigitocka,  fllj:^'^^"  '^'^  ^^'« ' 
*  Hm  iMt  of  Tboi.  lioy^  ti^ 


Yet  weak  is  our  vaunt,  while  something  we  want. 
More  sweet  than  the  ^leftSure  which  odours  can  give : 
Come,  smile,  damsels  of  Cardigan, 

Love  can  alone  make  it  bTissfuf  to  livd. 
How  sweet  was  the  fftrain  4ha4<«iil4y«o'4  the  apirit» 

And  cheer'd  us  with  numh^cs  sn  frolic  and  firee  ! 
The  poet  is  absent i  bejvat  to.biSffnevit  j 

Ah  1  may  he  in  love  be  more  happy  -thMi^  we  ; 
For  weak  is  our  vaunt,  while  ^metbing  we  want. 
More  sweet  than  the  pleasure  the.Mosei.Qaii  give : 
Come,  smile,  damsels  of  Cardigan,    -  '  i 

Love  can  alone  mal;;ia  ift  Mynful  to  lirttiri . 
How  gay  is  the  cirele  of  frlendt  round  tt^taUe, 

Where  stately  Kilgarran  3  overhangs  the  Ifnmu 

dale; '"     V  ' 

Where  none  are  onwilliilg,  and  fftw  tif^-irrf^bfe. 

To  sing  m  w!W  SQng,  or  repeaia  irtltf't^le  fV 
Yet  weak  is  our  vaunt,  whtlesometbhi^'w^  w«nt. 
More  sweet  than  the  pleafure  that  friend^ip  can, 
Comoj  smil6,  damsels  bPCAW(ig^f '  ^ '  'uP^je: 

Love  can  alone  make^ttbltilf^t  to  liyeJ   ';\\ 

No  longer  then  pore  over  dark  gottilp  Rag^r '  ix-. 
To  cull  a  rude  gibberbh  from  Neatheam   or 

Brooke;     .  ,   •     ,  ,.  ,.^,0  -'^DWIWP^ 

Uave  yearbooks  and  ^f^m^nU  ia  i0|i«rNlW^ 
Be  nature  an|^i^^  fmdiiiurwiQR[ifiq,.4}f»r4)^  §,  1 
For  weak  is  ^r  vaunt,  while.^m^thinftFf^  VM^ 
More  sweet  than  the  pleasure  that  learning  can  give  ; 
Come,  smile,  d^mff^fi-^  Q^fim^nA   '<  v^f.  A 
Love  can  alone  mal^^4^|^i«f«aiiQ>li0I^^Tt  ^nA 
Admit  that  our  lahbnf»ii«PB'etoirA*d4Atfi'Ml'iiMd9 
sure,  <-  "'*  -•"  ""  ''  'iiin'v'i'p  bo  A 

And  gold  were  the  fruit  of  rhetorical  flow*rs» 
That  India  stiJMp<Wli^Witht<Mg=h»fciVtofi4tortL^ 
That  Dioevor  ^  SleMk^;  ttiki  C^idMlttftP^^IXra 
ours*     '  ■■»  b    '■"  ••>  '  •'' i»«T   ■'nf->  5m>d« 
Yet  weak  is  our  vaunt,  mlmmBa€mk^s^Q^aS^ 
'  More  sweet  than  the  pleaaure  that  richer  can  ghre : 
Come,  8mae;«*rt**rvbrC«!NI'*A;'rf*  ^i.^^J *• 
.     Love  can  alone  makeK  WlsitfUFtdf  »j8L "^^"'^ 
Or  say,  that ''preferring'  (air  Thames  l^,^if™E 

We  gain'd  the  bright  ehnine  rObes,  purple  anoiBld  ; 

And  peepM  thro'  loiigjpen;)[ef^jyik^0f  li^tM^fyy 

Or  say,  that  bright  coron^ta  blazM  ^,im,  ty^  < 

Yet  weak  is  our  vfiupt»  ^irhile  sometbing,,we  w/sfiy^Q 

More  sweet  than  the)plei»ur^  tMt  hoifpuypj^f^f^ajiy  r 

Cone,  smile,  damsels  of  Cardigan^ 

lore  can  alone  i|ifa(«i^^|i«»f^.tp.li^>„,(  ,1/  » 


.»    ■••"• 


oil  flBi^)/(l(i^ 

MEStr 


-i\U  biu«r«r  baA 

J    iitil  DfullA 


.« 


ist>  yd'T 
/•'j  -T^'o  bnA 


«  ,^r*^   •»!  •    ■  t  *%.  V  fui  niBv  of   * 

So  KgliUy  glaae'd  she  a'^,the>4fq«d  .  m,  j  bo  A 

So  ligbUy  iium^^,f9y^i, ...  >..,j,  <,rtj  ©j  o-»dT 
That  not  more  i^iftly  h9iipafi,th»,£N^«q  rin// 

In  Sidon*s  pftlmy  dale. 

.."f  •»•»    ...     .11  •  ••.  '^J)*  *■  Mii.  «v  " 

s  A  ruin  ofa  e^ti^mam'immi4!llhf^.^SfmA 

4  Seat tf  lordpineForii  m^T.hmMlgkJb^jPMrf 

marthen.  :, .,  ^  ^,j  ^jj.w  batiift  aB 

*  Seat  of  -»—  Phillips,  esq.  near  Haverford  Wert. 

*  Sett  of  Thoms  Llqy4,  e«|.  aev  Cto^Qgaa. 
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Fall  Tidi  her  brigfat^*^  om^Tier  knew. 

How  sweet  a  charge  he  borj, 
And  proudly  shook  the  tase^Is  .hhie«, 

That  on  hi»  ne^k  he  Wpce.  ^  „,     , 

Her  wipt,  »ilh  thrMkattHtcKfW^kwr^d, 

Thai  MUttber^blosflkMM  weflr, 
Aod  waotob'fkMm  ii^r  ^hbahiets  fldwM, 

Htfffaqfieintlllmbairi         • 

•  * '  ••  1    • 

ZqiriifT  in  ^  Ifead  IboiUl  4he:  fliitigi 

And  *ith  it'  Umgtuoff  fLwm, 
Diffaan;  ham  hii  de«y  ^'mff    > 

Afr^iaiiQfr.WTtbiaoiam  - 

Her  shape  was  like  the  sTeiider  pme; 

Witt  i«|^l>qd|i  anjiyM^     «  . 
0  Heav*Q  f  ,^\^^  Jftif^  would  fe  J^w^ 

6er  cieara^pe  rose  ha4.,StTRpW  Wn/ ' 

*.^5£F^'a^i*^^«^Wi;  ■•■.  ■••• 

At  dntance  TiewM  her  nvmpb-iike  mie^. 
B^tM^glit  Diana  from  the  chace,   '  '  ^'^' 

Por4i«^iahipmeh«r{ieeM>a  a>rkie;'i'' 

AetMn'sfatiflqaiiftm|j^h(iiSl«>>»;>   '''""f 
And  trertM^MiLimFM^f "  »noii 

Hirti^ttVmihiiriwbiaBByww^ajfii  tu   -. 
And  quir'ring  sank  his  knees.  -^  • 

-_      ,8jVoft  (iioi"nU'»:ii  lu  tunl  'lift  «*TO^   Ij  ;  ' 

T»W!»M»«te«h*rAj|iSii>M  ,►  1 JV3.  h  < 
Sbone  ftiffth,  and  Sylvia  thos  addiess'd,; ;.,,. 

liwrn^,*^!  seem  tny  Hctwiik  hair, 

Wrtft6ir;iriyiiWrnlygTaee.       '    *' 

,1/.  :;  .'I  /  .'    '.      ..   ».      .  ..'       Jt«- 

''Mybrotlltti'nfatbteJW'httlilkrf'^^     ^^ 
When  first  be  TiewM  thv  charms. 

And  voQid  this  day^  with  dangions  art, 
AUoretheetoWsaf^ips^    ^ 

"  Bot  Cynthia,  friind^o  mr^mMri 
r  guide, 
(MftNIMfWeiMMIiL 
And  o*er  thy  heart  preside. 

**  la  VMa  his  wiles  h«  shall 

Ao 
IVn 


.  *0, 


X  ;<  BF 


WHiLS8ad«u«pena»aeid^G»Ht^dhllty    ' 

Bereave  my^  wonn^ad  eoul'ttf  ite^^ 
New  hopesr  new  fetrs,  fwm  diiy  td  day; 

By  tunliaBsatttny4ali'rhi|fbf«Mi:'  ' 
My  heatt,  wtiich  ai^ent  IbVe  cdbsnmi^. 

Throbs  with  each  agoni^ing^  thoujj^  ;' 
So  flutters  with  entangled  pTumes, 

The  hlrk  in  wify  meshes  caught* 
lliere  she,  with  unaTaiilng  strain,, 
.  Poivs.thn^'  the  night  her  warbled  griefs 
The  gloom  retires,  hut  not  her  pain  j 

The  dawn  ap|>ear^  hat  nqt  relteC 

Two>iBQnnglii|gs.waittthepaneBthifd,  ' 
Their  thrilling  sorrows  to  appease : 

She  comes— ah !  no:  tha sMiod  ibey  heaid 
Wat  bttfea  wtiaperaf  the  brome. 


IN  TBB  wiavat  awmi  oiibitiaii.  > 

WfTH  cheeks  where  eteni^I.pamdise  ^Iqoiii*^  **/ 
Sweet  Laili  the /«ml  qT Kai^,lM4«ya«W      ^  '\, 
Transported  her. heavenly- ^jn^c^  p^new'i:  ., '  . 
Of  slumber  no  more  he  thPHght.  iiv  of  ftpd^  ' 
Lore  raisM  i«j *^it jfViwiog  JCS991?  h^s  tj^^^^,' 
Adoptiog  toe  chosen  pair  as  hi^^  own. 
Together  on  flowery  aeati^tfiey'repos'd  : 
Thehr  iipe  not  one  idle  mometjt  wj'rt  e!(W*a: 
To  mortal*«i€yg«TenorWtftdrthrfr  smarts'  ' 
Lore  only  tbe^te&ritWtw'fibai  k^a^  htkst 

THANSTOSmOir  >. 

With  cheeks  where  piragTsTgRfaal  bloom*d. 
Sweet  Laili  had  the  swU  pfKw  consum'd. 
Her  heavenly  graces  bsriyii^ted  riew'd : 
No  more  he  thongbt  of  slumber,  nor  of  food. 
Lore  in  their  glowing  bosM^  rais'd  his  throne, 
I  The  chosen  pair  adopting  as  his  own* 
^Onlkmer^^fc^^ilM^yH^t:  ^ 
I  Their  lips  one  idle  moipent  jreir)^  not  cteaM. 
I  No  hint  they  gave  i€HA4hdh  Of  their  smarts 
L5y«^^qjy  4rew  Jhe.^rjJ  ^^j^j^gwrt, 


Thy  steps  will. , 


S'l'. 


dWf'j   *ii;bTi  nr.icc  'ojs  q«r--   r  t  ■ 


ist^ll 


*Mn  his  wiles  h«  shall  essay, 
d  touch  hi^|Mte^ly^:"^<'  i^*'^^^-*  Tiir^.l  0^ 
-^  to  the  skies  shan'tog'^i'tjiW';'^^  '»"*'''•'  '<" 

/Vii-h  vm'rq  '  f  U'r^  ■': 
"  ^2SL*^?^  '«•  *«^»ce  the  fair, 

ft^*4iW»%|gi^^„iftT^a^riie,^^<  "^  •'  ^  ^ 

.  8;  firtad  with  his  sister."  •'    '    " 


» jvijiM  ▲M«waa^«a^tMii'«fittlt  Jt^mwUm 

Ah  !  bat  toS  ^elf,  diear  tnena'  fU<w  "^ 

My  iandm^^i'nf^'Mtt^sp^P''  ^'^'  '«  »'! '  " 


whici 

to 


mmni  the  AfVeoiipleti  aia  t 

h  .?»ji.  &ftTii»a  .vv  Vi»  tf,,/ . ,.   i 

pte  Jb<oU  .aodl  )u  saM  ;>u)  * 
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J0ME7S  POEMS. 


My  memory  by  mit  ifflptov'd. 

My  miod  by  bafelew  trifled  mov'd. 

Give  me  (thus  high  my  pridft  I  raise) 

The  ploughman'i  or  the  gardener's  prajie, 

With  potieot  and  unoeanng  toil. 

To  meliorate  a  ttubbom  soil. 

And  say,  (no  higher  meed  I  ask) 

"  With  zeat  hast  thou  perfbrmM  th^  task ;" 

Praise,  of  which  ▼irtuoos  mines'  may  boast. 

They  best  confer  wlio  merit  most 


WRUTGN  AFTfiR  A  PERUSAL 

OP    TBB 

EIGHTH  eERMON  OF  SARttOlT,   17d6. 

As  meadows  parcb'd,  brown  groves,  and  withering 

flow*rs, 
Imbibe  the  sparkling  dew  and  genial  ihow'n ; 
As  chill  dark  air  inhales  the  morning  beam, 
As  thirsty  harts  eojoy  the  gelid  stream ; 
Thoa  to  man's  gratefiil  tQ«(l  ffxmi  BtAr*n  descend. 
The  morcies  of  his  Father,  lord,  and  Friend. 


TOX  COMCLUDIMG  SBNTSHCB  OV 

BERKLETS  SIRIS,  ivrrATBD. 

Bipoaa  thy  mystic  altar,  heavenly  Truth, 
I  kneel  in  manhood,  as  f  knelt  in  youth : 
Thus  let  me  kneel,  till  this  dall  form  decay, 
And  life's  last  shade  be  brrghten'd  by  thy  ray : 
Then  shall  my  soul,  now  lost  in  clouds  belo#, 
Soar  without  bound,  without  consuming  glow  K 


AN  EPODE 

nOM  A  CBOaUS  IM  TRI  UMPnaSHBD  traobst 
op  SOBKAa. 

What  pow*r,  beyond  all  pow'rs  etata, 

Sustains  this  universal  fimme  ? 

*Tis  not  nature,  'tis  not  fiite, 

*Tis  not  the  danoe  of  atoms  blind. 

Ethereal  space,  or  subtile  flame ; 

No  j  tis  one  vast  eternal  mind. 

Too  sacred  lor  an  earthly  name. 

He  forms,  pervades,  directs  the  wh<>le ; 

Not  like  the  macrocosm's  imag'd  boq1» 

But  provident  of  endless  good, 

By  ways  nor  seen  nor  understood. 

Which  e'en  his  angels  vainly  might  ezpTore. 

High,  their  highett  thoughts  above, 

Truth,  wisdom,  justice,  mercy,  love. 

Wrought  in  his  heav'nly  e^sence^  blaae  and  ftoar. 

Mortals,  who  his.glory  aeek, 

Bapt  in  contemplation  meek, 

Him  feitf>  him  thist,  HiA  V^ileMfej  hiliklldcifew 

S  These  lines  were  written  by  sir  WlUian  Jeoes 
in  Berkley's  Siriaf  they  are^  in  fact*  a  beautiful 
tartion  of  the  kftt  tentanae  «f  th«  Ari^,  amptiflad 
and  adapted  to  himself ;  '« He  that  «onld  mate  « 
tal  prafrtsB  in  ktiowMiH^,  niait  d^dieata  hia  ag* 
aa  weU  aa  youth,  the  Jatter  growtli  ft»  #ali  at^  the 
flntfimitiy  at  the  altar  oflViitb."    . 


it 

FERDVsn 


Fon-Ji  nasici  PomATB  ttiaorca 
Samus,  nt  aurato  ciactum  diademale  regem 
Vidit  ovans,  excelsa  ferebat  ad  atria  gressun ; 
Quem  rex  ad  meritos  facilis  proTeait  bonorcs, 
Et  secum  in  sot io  jussit  oonsidere  ebomeo, 
Caslato  rutilanti  auro,  insertisqne  pyropis. 
Magnanimum  affiitus  turn  blandi  heroa  loqoeli, 
Mnlta  super  so^iis,  auper  armis  mnlta  rogabtt, 
Jam,  quaotos  aleret  tellus  Hyrcana  gigantas. 
Jam,  quA  parte  manu  nova  sit  victoria  Perns : 
Coi  dux  hsec  memori  patens  est  voce  locatiB. 
Venimus  ad  castra  hostilia,  rex  mazime,  gentis; 
Gens  est  dura,  ferax ;  non  aspera  sserior  errst 
Per  dumeta  leo,  non  sylvi  tigris  in  atHl ; 
Non  eqnus  in  lastis  Arabum  it  velocior  agris. 
Cikm  subito  trepidam  pervenlt  rumor  in  urbem 
Adventare  aciem.  queruli  per  tccta,  per  arces, 
Auditj  gemitdb,  «  tion  Ixtabile  murmur : 
nicet  serati  fulgentes  casslde  turmas 
Eduxerevlrij  pars  vastos  fusa  per  agros. 
Pars  monte  in  rigido,  aut  depressa  vaDe  sedelikt: 
Horruit  sere  acies,  tantssque  a  pulvere  nubes 
Ekortm,  ut  pulcErum  tageret  j[ubar  asCh^os  sol 
Quale  in  arenoso  nsgrarum  colle  laborai   . 
Formicarum  agmen,  coogestaque  fana  repooU ; 
Aut  qualis  culicum  leviter  strideotibus  alis 
Turba  volans,  teoug  ciet  importuqa  suiurroi ^ 
Tales  prosiluere.    Kf  pos  ante  agmina  ^jalmi 
Cercius  emicuil,  ^o  noo  fuit  aruua  pinus 
Altior,  ant  remans  excelso  in  monte  cupressos. 
At  Penarum  artiU  gelidi  formtcnne  solvi    . 
Aiguit  k,  tremor,  ^  laxato  in  corpora  pallor : 
Hoc  vidi,  &  valido  torquens  hastile  lacerto 
Per  medias  jussi,  duce  me*  penetrare^  phalangMj 
Irruit  alatus  sonipes,  ceu  torvus  in  arvis 
JEthiopum  latis  elephas,  oeque  sensit  bab^nam : 
Militibus  vires  redite,  &  pristioa  virtus^    , 
Ac  velut,  undantis  dxm  sui^gant  flumina.  I^« 
Kt  refluanty  avidis  baud  injacunda  oolof^ 
Pinguia  frugiferes  implentur  fluctibus  arfa.f.  ,. 
Sic  terra  innumeris  agitata  est  ilia  cateryis : 
Com  strepitum  audierit  nostrupi,  ingent^iHiite  fa- 

gorem  ^^ 

Findentis  galeaa  U  ferrea  scuta  blpennisif^j^,,,^ 
Cercius,  horrifico  complens  loca  vas^  bqikq^  > 
In  me  flexit  equum,  me  crudeli  eose.pi^^iml^  , 
Osptivumque  anrto  voluit  colhstringere  HQ/S^/ ,// 
Fhistra ;  nam,  lunans  babi)em  nee  scfjoit^^axfiMP* 
Popnleas  mist  duro  mucrooe  sagjttas,      ^   ' 
Rammamm  ritu,  aut  per  nubila  fiilmmis  aeti : 
Itle  tamen  celeri  ruit  impete,  oosque  moranfees 
Increpitat,  letom  miiMiai,'l4gMKve  catenas :' 
Ut  verb  accessit  violenti  torbinis  msCar, 
Pulsus  ut  &  clypeus  olypeo  eit,  fejcanide  eristis 
lOum  insuigentem,  dinimqu^  infif^  vulnos 
Cboantem,  arripui,  qua  discolor  alia  cinxit 
Balteua,  &  nitilisettb«ex)i  AstfKMiir'ftidliS'.^^' 
Strenua  turn  valido  mo1lhlin<»  bhidhte'^^tuMlfl^  ' ' 
E  stratis  evalsi  e^uttcm,  qttt  jifoikA,  JlieAnU^ 
Decidit,  &  rabido  irend^ns  ebthiHidl  M  flMMGt  j 
Pectora  cut  nivea,  &  ferratA  <nispMe  oOAiV    -" ' 
Transfodi,  madidam  deflmdt  HEtt^  in  h^fMA 
Pturpureus,  tristisque  elapth  eit  VltH  sab  ofiJkniL' 
Hand  mora,  di^ginlft  hostes,  dociore  pertUp^  ' 
Saxa  per  &  oolles ;  nostris  vietCnria  tnrmis 
Affiihuty  csesosque  doles,  Hyicania,  natoai 
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Sic  p^iMtlt  qnieatKine  iao,  rtt  opthne,  iMpIrd^ 
Qoi  premis  imperio  itellas,  puere  ncoinit ! 
Dbdt ;  &  herou  PerMiraiB  rector  ovtntei 
Uudibtat  in  ocrtum  tollH ;  jubet  inde  befttat 
lutennri  epuUi,  &  pocula  dulcia  poni : 
Conveotum  eit,  tttctoqne  taper  discambitiir  anro. 


iUSQIA    ARABICA. 

FoLOVK  an  ft  dendl  Tibfrntom  nube  coroicat  ? 

An  roieai  nodat  Leila  podica  genas  } 
Bacxafenunne  celer  fruticetum  devorat  ignis  ? 

Siderea  an  Solitofls  lumina  dnicft  micant  ? 
Nardns  an  Hageri,  an  spininl  violaiia  Meccc, 

Candida  odoriferie  an  venit  Azza  oomi«  ? 
Quto  jnvat  ah  ?  patrios  memori  tenuitae  TecettAs 

Mente,  per  ignotoi  dum  Tagor  «xul  agros  ? 
Valle  sub  nubrofeii  pallem  ttM  higet  amattir, 

Num  coiit  anuetos  mollis  arnica  lares } 
Jamne  cient  rancnm  prsefiracta  tonltma  innrmur 

Montibus,  eflunB  qiios  rigAt  imbet  aqosB  ^ 
An  tua,  dum  fundit  primum  lux  alma  ruborem, 

Lympba,  Azibe,  meam  pellet,  ut  nnte,  sltSm  ? 
Quot  mea  felices  vldistis  gaudia,  6ampi, 

Gandia  vse !  n^lsero  non  renovandn  mibi  ? 
Eoquis  apud  Nagedt  liicos  aut  pascda  Todse 

Paator  amatorum  spesque  metnsqne  canit  ? 
Eoqnis  ait,  getidi  $ftl«  dum  Talle  recnmbit, 

**  Hen !.  qnid  Oftrienleo  in  ilionte  aodalis  agit  ?" 
Kum  graches  rident  hyemalia  fHgof^  inyiti  f 

Num  Tiret  In  Solltis  lottos  amata  locis  } 
Num  vemant  hum  ties  in  aprioo  colle  myricse  ? 

Ne  mains  has  oculus,  ne  mala  ledat  hyems  I 
An  mea  Alegiades,  dntdftitmt  tnrba,  puells 

Onrant,  an  Zephyris  irrita  vota  dabunt  ? 
An  virid^  saKunt,  nullo  venante,  per  bottum 

Hinnaleique  citi,  capreolique  teres  ? 
Visamnemnbriieros.  loca  dilectissima,  saltns, 

Duett  nbi  fbcilem  wta  Noama  cborum  ? 
Num  Daregl  ripas  patulft  tegit  arbutus  umbrA, 

Ah  I  qurties  lacitrmis  humida  fiwta  meis  ? 
Grata  qttii  nntra  colit,  nobis  abaentibns,  Amri, 

Anlim  pnellarum  quiun  bene  nota  gregi  ? 
Foiwn  amatores  Meocan&  ih  valle  muctos 

Abaentii  Solinue  commeminisse  juvat 
Tempus  el4t,  leVibus  qao  pervigilata  cachinnls 

Noa  dabit  dnaidini  gandia  plena  choro  ; 
Qofffdnloei  jttinenum  spirabit  cdetus  amores, 

Et  IsBtOB  andi  c6mbibet  aure  modoSi 


Yktati 


An    MVSAM. 
i,  b1a»da  cukrhi  ingenU 

At  tm  Awron  ^nkHnm  anl<iMiiii% 
Sea  Suada  opMwif  site  PHhQ  dieiary 
A  te  1e«ff|M.i1^l«4  vifWD  <ide :    . 
Bfihi  sif.  0B9^  nO^iniHUiategnf 
Nee  in^fMU  lingi%  fliQ  *»Vi>  I 


ODES. 


AW 

ODE  OF  PETRARCH, 

TO  TRB 

FOUNTAIN  OF  VALCHIUSA. 

Yi  dear  and  sparkling  streams ! 

(Warm'd  by  the  sunny  beams,.) 
Through  whose  transparent  crrstal  Laura  play'd  ; 

Ya  boughs,  that  deck  the  grore. 

Where  Spring  her  cbaplets  wove, 
While  Laura  lay  beneath  the  qulFering  shade  > ; 

Sweet  haibs  i  and  Mushing  flowers ! 

That  crown  yoo  vernal  boweii 
For  ever  iatal,  yet  for  ever  dear  i 

And  ye,  that  heard  ray  aighs 

When  first  she  charm'd  my  eyes, 
Soft-breathing  gales  !  my  dying  accents  hear* 

If  Heaven  has  fix*d  my  doom, 

That  love  must  quite  consume 
My  bursting  heart,  and  close  my  ey^i  in  death  ; 

Ah  I  giant  this  slight  request,^ 

That,  here,  my  urn  may  rest. 
When  to  its  mansion  flies  my  vital  breath. 


Gam2one  37. 
Cbiare,  frescha,  e  dole!  acque. 
Ore  le  belle  membra 
Pose  colei,  che  sola  a  me  pAr  donn4  ^ 
Gentil  ramo,  ove  piacque   < 
(Con  sospir  mi  rimembra) 
A  lei  di  £sre  al  bel  fiance  coloona  | 
Erba,  e  fior*,  che  la  gonna 
Leggiadra  ricoverse 
Coir  angelicoseno; 
Aer  sacro  sereno 

Ov'  Amor  co'  begli  occbt  il  oov  flV  qpeiM| 
Date  odienza  insieme 
Alle  doleoti  mie  parole  esbneme.  \ 

S*  egli  k  pur  mio  destino. 
El  oielo  in  ci6  s'  adopra, 
Ch'  amor  questi  oochi  lagrimaodo  ohinda^ 
Qualche  grazia  il  meschino 
Corpo fra  voi  ricopraj 
£  tomi.  I'  alma  al  proprid  albeigo  igaada:. 
La  morte  fia  men  crude, 

>  AL  de  YoltaBfia  has  gHen  na  a-  beMtifhl  para* 
phrase  of  this  first  stanza,  tb^|fh  it  i^  Certain  that 
he  had  never  read  the  ode'to  the  origtaal,  or  at  most 
only  thetbrae  first  fiaw  M  ii*;  for  he  asserts  thut 
the  Italian  song  is  irregular,  and  without  rhymes ; 
wheiens  the  stanzas  artf  perfbetly  re!gMlar,  and  thd 
Thymes  eery  exact.''  His  deriger  tt^is  u>  gHe  madamd 
du  ChatelBl^  Air  wHMfi  be  mmb  Ms  hmttf,  an  fdeft 
of  Petsis«h%siy4ei  but,  if  she  hM  orfly  t^ild  M 
imilniioii,.sbMM  htm  feNM  an  imp^Aet  noti6tt 
of  the  Italian,  wfcscli  tbe  VMder  VrM  entity  p«KHt« 
by  comparing  them.    '  ^^        •'^'ur 
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JONES'S  POEMS. 


This  pleuiBg  hope  will  nnooth 

My  anxiouB  mind,  and  looth 
The  fwugi  of  that  ioerilable  hour; 

My  spirit  will  not  gri«ve 
«        Her  mortal  Teil  to  leave 
lo  thsse  calm  shades,  and  this  enchantinf  bow*r. 

Haply  the  guilty  maid 

TbitKifh  yoo  accustom'd  glade 
To  my  sad  temb  viU  take  her  lonely  way : 

Where  6rit  her  beauty's  light 

O'erpower'd  my  daaaled  sight, 
WhfB  Lo?e  on  this  lair  border  bade  me  stray  ; 

Thev^  Mrrowing,  shall  she  see, 

Baoeath  an  aged  tree, 
Her  tine,  hut  hapless,  lover's  lowly  bier; 

Tiio  late,  her  tender  sighs 

Shall  melt  the  pitying  s|ief, 
^And  ber  soft  veil  shall  hide  the  gushiog  tear. 

O!  well  lemember'd  day, 

'When  on  yon  hank  she  l«y» 
Meek  in  her  pride,  and  in  her  ri]goar  mild  ; 

The  young  and  blooming  flowers. 

Falling  in  fragrant  showen,   • 
Sbone  on  her  neck,  and  on  her  boaom  smiTd : 

Some  on  her  mantle  hnng, 

flome  in  her  locks  were  stniiif  , 
like  orient  gems  in  rings  of  flaming  gold  j 

Some,  in  a  spicy  cloud 

Descendffig,  calPd  aloud, 
'*  Here  Love  and  youth  the  reim  of  empire  lAld." 

I  view'd  the  heavenly  maid  ; 

Aodi  mpt4n  wonder,  said 


8e  questa  speme  poito 

A  quel  dohbioBO  passo; 

Che  lo  spirito  lasso 

Kon  poria  mai  in  pin  rfpoiato  porto 

K'en  piu  tranquilla  fona 

Voggir  la  came  travagliata,  e  1'  ossa. 

Tempo  verra  ancor  fiMrse 

Gh'  air  usato  SQggiomo 

Torn!  la  fern  bella  e  mansueta  ; 

E  Ik,  ov'  ella  mi  scorse 

Nel  benedetto  giomo 

Volga  la  vista  desiosa  e  lieta, 

Osrcandomi,  ed,  o  pieta, 

Gik  terra  infra  le  pietre 

Vedendo,  Amor  Tinspiii 

In  guisa  che  sospiri  * 

Si  dolcemeote  che  xbaok  mMmpetre, 

£  fiiccia  forza  al  cielo 

Ascriugmndosi  gli  occhi  eol  bel  vekib 

Da*  bei  rami  scendea 

Dolce  nella  memorla 

Una  pioc^a  di  fior  sovr%  1  too  grenbo  ; 

£d  ella  si  aedea, 

Homile  in  tanta  gloria 

Coverta  gii  dell'  amoroso  aembo  s 

Qual  6or  oadeasul  leabo^ 

Qual  sulle  treccie  hioiMk^ 

Oi'  oro  ibrbito  e  perle 

ISraa  <|tiel  di  a.veder1e, 

Qual  SI  poaavn  in  terra,  e  q«al  soU'  aide  j 

Qtial  con  un  vago  erroce 

Girando  parea  £r,  *'  Qat  vsgw  AfDOi%*' 

Qnsnie  volte  diss'io 

AUor  pion  di  spavent* 


*' The  graves  of  Rtofw*  this  Mga 

Her  look,  her  voice,  her  smile. 

That  might  all  Heaven  bsgwie. 
Wafted  my  soul  above  the  nalmaaf  Kaitk: 

The  star-bespangled  skies 

Were  opea'd  to  my  ejrws : 
Sighing  I  said,  *<  Whence  rose  this  glittering  scene  ?*' 

Since  that  auspicious  boor. 

This  bank,  and  odorous  bower. 
My  morning  couch,  and  evening  haunt,  have  bees. 

Well  mayst  thou  blush,  my  soog^ 

To  leave  the  rural  throng. 
And  fly  thus  artless  to  my  Lsura's  ear  ; 

But,  were  thy  poet's  ire 

Ardent  as  his  dssire, 
Tboa  werta  song  that  Ueavmi  m%hit  itoipto  Iwar. 


Gosi  caroo  d' obiio 

II  < 

E'l  volto,  a  la  paiwla,  •*!  daloft  fii» 

M'  avm 

Dall'in 

Ch'i'diceai 

"  Qni  coma  vmm'  ia,  •  qwsrit  »** 

Credendo  esser*  in  eiel,  «M«  Ik  d«f»  m. 

Da  mdi  in  qui  mi  piaca 

Questa  eiha  si  ch' attaom  mm  •  i 

Se  ttt  aveni  oraamanti  gnat'  ia  i 

Potresti  arditamento 

Uicir  del  bosoob  •  gir' Mm  k  I 


M.  M  tOLXMMh 


Of  iwi  nur  ■nam, 

CMare,fr€»cke,  c  dofei  acfus^  $f^ 

CuiRB  fonta'me.  code  ahBaMa,  e«Aa  |hi% 
On  labeaat^  qui  consume mon  emm^ 
Scule  beauti,  qui  soil  dans  la  natoro^ 
Des  feux  du  jour  evite  la  chalear  ; 

Arbre  heureux,  dont  le  flsnillitt 

Agite  par  les  Zepbirs 

La  couvris  de  son  ombraga» 

Qui  rappelles  mes  soopirs, 

£n  rappellsnt  son  image, 
Omemens  de  ces  bords,  et  Allies  dn  HHliB, 
Vtas  dont  je  suls  jaloux,  vous  moins  hriHaalM 
qu'eUe,  [mm  as^ 

Flenrs,  qo'elle  embetlissait,  qoand  want  kasMiii* 
Jtossignols,  dont  la  voix  est  moios  doaoa  at  «alM 
Air  devenu  plus  par,  adorsble  s^^oor,  [Ml% 

Immortalis4  par  ses  charmes, 
liens  daagereux  et  chers,  on  de  aaa  1 

Uamour  a  bless^  tons  mes  aea^ 

Eooutes  mes  doraiats  aooem^ 

Reoevaa  nes  demierei  hnBOk 
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ODE  OF  JAMI, 

1%  ram  tntuur  fotM.AMD  miasuo. 


How  fveet  the  gale  of  inommg  breathes ! 
If  0m,  that  the  rose  will  sooa  approach 
Soon  will  It  thousand  parted  sonis 
Since  tidings,  i^hich  iu  every  heart 
IiBtfl  near  my  charmer's  flowing  robe 
Tbeoce,  odour  to  the  rose-bud's  yeil^ 
Pninfol  is  abeenoe,  and  that  pain 
Tbon  knoir*st,  dear  maid !  when  to  thipe  fl 
Why  ibould  I  tra^e  lore's  mazy  ^ttx^ 
ttack  destiny !  my  |ot  ][&  voe, , 

wnen  sage  physician  to  the  couch, 

A  roving  stranger  in  thy  town 

Till  this  his  nainc^^pd  rambling  W 


Sweet  news  of  my  delighi  he  brifigs  t 
the  tnoefiil  bird  of  nigh,  he  brings  ; 
be  led,  his  captives,  through  the  sky, 
must  ardent  flames  excite,  he  brings.  , 
he  pass'd,  and  kis&'d  the  fragrant  hem  ; 
and  jasmine^s  mantle  ^hite,  he  brings. 
to  some  iMoe  rival  oft  is  owM  ;, 
•  fiilae  tales,  contrivM  in  spile,  he  brings, 
since  destiny  my  bliss  forbids  ? 
to  me  no  ray  of  light  he  brings. 
in  vain  a  childbh  trouble  gives, 
of  heartsick  loVe>lom  wight,, he  brings* 
no  guidance  can  sad  Jami  flnd> 
to  thine  all-piercing  sight  he  brings. 


ANODE  •' 

*   .  .  .  •    ^< 

LORD  VISCOUNT  ABIBMP, 

MISS  LAVpriA  BmOttAM, 
tmisT  BAtfomir  cyf'fUiMLtn,  icntn  iucav, 

RiTutv,  celestial  Muse  I 
By  whose  bright  fingers  o>r  my  infhnt  head, 
Luird  with  immorul  9yi[ili))1ttNiy,  were  spread 
Fresh  bays  and  flowerets  of  a  thousand  hnes;    . 

Return!  thj^yii^si^lyri^,    .* 
ChMtled  with  sunny  rays  of  tempered  fire. 
Which  in  Artrssa's  fape.I  $jy^  hui^, 

Bold  I  reclaim :  but  ah,  sweet  maidf 

Bereft  of  thy  propitious  aid 
My  voice  is  tuiiiteii/ftiiiillj  Ml^  tmatrang. 
In  vain  I  call — What  charm,  what  poient  spell 
Shall  kindMn^  1'^  thejqng-oowaken*d«bell  ? 

Haste  r  me  well-wrought  basket  bring  ', 

Which  ||p.Bi«l6c€lEBGesvofe^  <*  • 

When  the  third,  whose  praise  I  sing. 

Blushing  soDght  the  bridal  grove. 

Where  the  slow-descending  ^un 

Gilt  the  bow'fi  of  Wimbledon. 

In  the  vase  mysterious  fling 

Pinks  and  roses  gonn'd  with  dew, 

Flow'rs  of  ev'ry  varied  hue. 

Daughters  £sir  of  early  qiriqg, 

Laughing  sweet  with  sapphire  eyesy 

Or  with  iris'  nnngled  dyes : 
^^Then  around  the  basket  go^    .   »     . 
"  l*nj^pmg  light  with  sUent  im9^     • 
''^t^ife^  with  solemn  voice  |tnd  slow 
'  Thirice  pronouncing  thrice  I  traoe 

On  the  silken  texture  bright, 

Characier'd  in  beamy  light. 

1  MissLonisa  Bingham,  and  BiCsaPimnoes'Moles 
worth  her  cousin^ dedted abaskebwithjiMpattds and 
fiownrs  to  hol4  the  nuptial  presents. 

VoL.XVIiI« 


Names  of  move  thanmoslal  pmiV»     , 
Sweetest  influence  to  difliisa ^ 
Nan^s,  that  from  her  shadiest  hnw'r 
Draw  the  soft  reluctant  Muse. 
First,  I  with  iiving  gems  endiase 
The  name  of  her,  whom  for  this  fcetiv«  day 
With  zone  and  mantle  elegantly  gay 
The  Omoes  have  adorffd,  herself  a  Brace, 
MiBleswofth— Jhaik  I  a  swelling  note 
Seems  on  Zephyr^f  wing  to  float. 
Or  has  vain  hope  my  flntteHd  ^ense  beguilM  } 
Next  her  who  braided  many  a  flow'r 
To  deck  her  sister's  nnplial  bow'r, 
Bingham,  with  gentle  heait  and  aspect  ihild  : 

The  charm  prevails — I  henr,- Ihear 
Strains  nearer  yet,  and  yet  mors  nesn. 
Still  ye  nymphs  and  youths  advance, 
Sprinkle  still  the  balmy  sboWr, 
Miqgle  still  the  mazy  danoe.. 
Two  names  of  nnresisted  pow>r. 

Behold,  in  radiant  characters  I  write  ? 
O  rise  !  O  leave  thy  seoiet  shKne, 
For  they,  who  all  thy  nymphal  train  outshine, 
Dnncannon  *,  heavenly  Muse,  and  Devonshire^ 
invite. 
Saw  ye  not  yon  mjrrtle  wave  } 
Heard  ye  not  a  warbled -strain  ? 
Yes  !  the  harp,  which  Clio  gave,  .   ^ 

Shall  his  ancient  sound  regain. 
One  dearer  name.i^atains.    Prepare,  prepare  ! 
She  comes— how  swift  th*  nnpatient  air 
Drinks  the  rising  aeoent  sweet !       .  r.    . 

Soon  the  charm  shall  he  complete. 
Return  and  wake  the  silent  string ; 
Return,  sweet  Muse,  for  AI  thorp  bids  me  sing. 
Tis  she— 4ind,  as  she  smiles,  the  breathing  lyre 
Leaps  from  his  silken  hands,  aB^^darU  ethereal  flre^ 
Bright  son  of  ef^vagi  lucid  star,     •       - 
Auspicious  rise  thy  soften'^d  beam,  .       ^ 
Admir'd  ere  Cynthia^  pearly  eac< .    '    .   •     s^ 
O'erileavVs  pure  azumapneadeher  gleama 
a  Lady  HenrietU  Spem^;  sisceiii  iiaugtiter  ^ 
John  earl  SpiMceti-and  wHh  eftbe  lord*tiscount  Dunr- 
cannon,  eldest  son  of  the  eaH  of  fiedioMugh. 

3  Lady  G«»r«teNirtliiOM;danglitef  efeari  Span- 
car,  md  wifh  of  WiiUam  Cavendhrtk,  fifth  duke  ft 
Devonshire.  '*'•  •••'•' 

Hh 
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Thou  uw*8t  the  blooming  pair. 
Like  thee  serenely  fair, 
By  \ove  united  and  the  nuptial  vow. 
Thou  see'st  the  mirthful  train 
Dance  to  th'  unlabour'd  strain, 
See'st  bouiyi  with  myrtle  ev'ry  youthful  bTO#. 
Shine  forth,  ye  silver  eyei  of  nigtit,  [light. 

And  gaze  on  virtues  crown*d  with  treasures  of  de- 
And  thou,  the  goMen-tressed  child  of  mom. 

Whene'er  thy  all-inspiring  heat 
Bids  bursting  rose-buds  hill  a|Kl  mead  adorn. 
See  them  with  every  gift  t|iat  Jove  bestows. 

With  ev'^ry  joy  replete. 
Save,  when  they  melt  at  sight  of  haman  woes. 

Flow  smoothly,  circling  hours. 
And  o*er  their  heads  unblended  pleasure  poar  ; 
Nor  let  yoor  fleeting  round 
Their  mortal  transports  bound. 
But  fill  their  cup  of  bliss,  eternal  pow'rt. 
Till  Time  himself  shall  cease,  and  suns  shisll  blase 
no  more. 
Each  mom,  feclin'd  on  many  a  rose 
Lavinia's  *  pencil  shall  disclose 
New  fortns  of  dignity  and  grace, 
Th'  expTtssive  air,  tli*  impassioned  ikoe. 
The  curled  smite,  the  babbling  tear, 
The  bloom  of  hope,  the  snow  of  fear. 
To  some  peettc  tale  fresh  beauty  give. 
And  bid  tbe  starting  tablet  rise  and  Ihre ; 
Or  with  swHt  fingers  shall  sbe  teach  the  sttit^ 
And  in  the  magic  loom  of  harmony 
Notes  of  stich  wondroas  teiEtare  weave, 
As  lift  tbe  soul  on  seraph  wings. 
Which,  as  they  soar  above  the  jasper  sky,  [leare. 
Below  them  suns  unknown  and  worlds  unnumber'd 
While  thou  by  list'ning  crowds  approved, 
Lov'd  by  the  Muse  and  by  the  poet  lov'd, 

Althorp,  shouldst  emulate  the  fame 
Of  Roman  Patriots  and  th'  Athenian  name  ; 
Shonldst  charm  with  full  persuasive  eloquence. 
With  all  thy  mother's  ^  grace,  and  all  thy  Other's 


Th*  applauding  s^ate ;  whilst,  above  thy  head, 

Fxulting  Liberty  should  smile, 
Then,  bidding  dragon-boen  Contention  cease. 

Should  knit  the  dance  with  meek-ey'd  J^eace, 
And  by  thy  voice  impelPd  should  spread 
An  universal  joy  around  her  cherish*d  isle. 
But  ah  !  thy  public  virtues,  yontb  i  are  vain 
In  this  voluptuous,  this  abandoned  age. 

When  Albion's  sons  with  frantic  rags. 
In  crimes  alone  and  recreant  baseness  bold. 
Freedom  and  Concord,  with  their  weeping  trahi, 
Kepudiate  ;  slaves  of  vice,  and  slaves  of  goM ! 

They,  on  starry  pinions  sailing 

Through  the  crystal  fields  of  air  ■ 

Mourn  tiieir  efforts  unavailing, 

Lost  persuasions,  fruitless  care : 
Troth,  Justice,  R^sod,  Valour,  with  them  fly 
To  seek  a  purer  soil,  a  more  congenial  sky. 

Beyond  the  vast  Atlantic  deep 
A  dome  by  viewless  genii  shall  be  raised. 
The  walls  of  adamant  compact  and  steep, 
The  portals  with  sky-tinctur'd  gems  emblazed : 

*  Lady  Althorp  has  an  extraordinary  talent  for 
drawing  historic  subjects,  and  expressing  tbe 
in  the  most  simple  manner. 
^  Georgiana  Poyntz^  countess  Spencer* 


There  on  a  lofty  throne  shall  Yiftoe  stand  $ 
To  her  the  youth  of  Delaware  shall  kneel ; 
And,  when  her  smiles  rain  plenty  o'er  the  land. 
Sow,  tyrants,  bow  beneath  the  avenging  steel ! 
Commerce  with  fleets  shall  mock  the  wavc^ 
And  arts,  that  flourish  not  with  slaves, 
Dancing  with  every  Grace  and  ev'ry  Mass, 
Shall  bid  the  valUes  laugh  and  heaV'nly  beaoMdiffoM. 
She  ceases;  and  a  strange  deligM 

StiH  vibrates  on  my  ravish'd  ear ; 
What  floods  of  glory  drown  my  sight ! 
What  scenes  I  view !  what  sounds  I  hear ! 
This  for  my  frieod*-^t,  gentle  nymplis,  no  bbois 

Dare  1  with  spells  divine  the  Muse  recall : 
Then,  iatal  harp,  thy  transient  rapture  o'er. 
Calm  I  replace  tbee  on  the  sacred  waiL 
Ah  !  see  how  lifeless  hangs  the  lyre. 
Not  lightning  now,  but  glitl^riQg  wire ! 
Me  to  the  brawling  bar  and  wrangles  high 
Bri^Uhair'd  Sabrina  calls  and  rosy-bosom'd  Wja 


A  N     ODE 

in  IMRATIOV  OP 
ALC£US. 

oi  x;«if,  ski^ai 

*AXX'  M  m^t'  it  i^h  AHAPBX 

Ale.  quoted  by  Axisfidsk 

Wbat  constitutes  a  state  ? 
Not  high  rais'd  battlement  or  labored  monad. 

Thick  wall  or  moated  gate; 
Not  cities  proud  with  spires  and  turrets  ctowa^ ; 

Not  bays  and  broad-arm'd  ports. 
Where,  laughing  at  tbe  storm,  rich  navies  rids^ 

Not  starred  and  spangled  courts. 
Where  k>w-brow*d  baseness  waits  perfume  to  prkiei 

No : — Men,  high  minded  men. 
With  powers  as  far  above  dull  bmtea  endoed 

In  forest,  brake,  or  den. 
As  beasts  excel  cold  rocks  and  bvambles  nide; 

Men,  who  their  duties  know. 
But  know  their  rights,  and  knowing,  dare  i 

Prevent  the  long-aim'd  blow. 
And  crush  the  tyrant  while  they  rend  the  < 

These  constitute  a  state, 
And  sovereign  Law,  that  state's  collected  will. 

O'er  thrones  and  globes  elate 
Sits  empress,  prowniog  good,  rqweasis^  iU ; 

Smit  by  her  sacred  frown 
Tbe  fiend,  Discretion,  like  a  vapoar  smks, 

'    And  e'en  th'  all -dazzling  crown 
Hides  his  faint  rays,  and  at  her  hiding  shrinkSL 

Such  was  this  Heav'n  lov'd  isle. 
Than  Lesbos  fiiirer  and  Uie  Cretan  shore  I 

No  more  shall  freedom  smile  ? 
Shall  Britons  languish,  and  be  men  no  more  ? 

Since  all  must  life  resign. 
Those  sweet  rewards,  which  decorate  the  brave, 

Tis  folly  to  decline. 
And  steal  inglorious  to  the  silent  gravei, 

Abergavenny,  Bteoh  31,  mi- 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


ODE& 


467 


AV   ODE 

IN  IMITATIOH  OF 

CALLISTRATUSL 

••  r.  lu 

<hiod  St  post  Idiis  illias  Martias  e  Tynmnoctoiiii 
^tuspiam  tale  aliqaod  cannen  plebi  tradidinetipqae 
Suburram  ei  fori  oirculoB  et  in  ora  Tulgi  intnlisiei, 
actnm  profecto  fiiisset  de  partibus  deque  domina- 
tione  (>BSaram;  plus  ipebercule  valoisset  unum 
'Afj/titk  fAlbim  quamCioeronis  PhilippicsB  omnes. 
Lowtb  Be  Sacra  Poesi,  PnsL  1. 


YniuiiT  myrtle's  branchy  pride 
fihall  my  biting  falchion  wreathe : 

Soon  shall  grace  each  manly  side 
Tabes  that  q)eak,  and  points  that  breathe. 

Thus,  Hannodins !  shone  thy  blade ; 
Thus,  Aristogiton !  thine : 

Whose,  when  Britain  sigbp  for  aid. 
Whose  shall  now  delay  to  shine  } 

Dearest  youths,  in  islands  blest, 
Kot,  like  recreant  idlers  dead. 

You  with  fleet  Petidea  rest, 
And  with  godlike  Diomed. 

Verdant  myrtle's  branchy  pride 
Shall  my  thirsty  blade  entwine : 

Sach,  Harmodius !  deok'd  thy  side; 
Such,  Aristogiton !  thine. 

They  the  base  Hipparchus  slew 
At  the  feast  of  Pallas  crownM : 

Gods ! — ^how  swift  their  poniards  flew  1 
How  the  monster  tiog'd  the  ground  I 

Then  in  Athens  all  was  peace. 
Equal  laws  and  liberty : 

Nnrse  of  arte  and  age  of  Greece  * 
People  Taliant,  firm,  and  free  ! 

Not  less  glorious  was  thy  deed, 
Wentworth!  fiz'd  in  rirtoe's  cause  ; 

Not  less  brilliant  be  thy  meed, 
JjeucoL !  friend  to  equal  laws. 

High  in  Freedom's  temple  rais'd. 
See  ¥itE-MaurJce  beaming  sUnd, 

For  collected  virtues  prais'd. 
Wisdom's  voice  and  Valour's  hand  ! 

Ne'er  shall  Fate  their  eyelids  close : 
They,  in  blopfhiog  regions  blest, 

With  Harmodius  shall  repose; 
With  Aristogiton  "Test. 

No,  blest  chielii  I  a  hero's  crown 
Let  th'  Athenian,  patriots  claim : 

YoQ  less  fiercely  won  renown  ; 
Yon  assom'd  a  milder  name. 

They  through  Mood  for  glory  sttove. 
Ton  mora  bKssftil  tidings  bring  | 

They  to  death  a  tyrant  drove. 
Ton  tofome  reitor'd  a  king. 

Rise  Britaania  I  danntlea  rise ! 
Cbeer'd  with  triple  harmony, 

lioaafdi  good,  and  nobles  witc^ 
iMfto  fiOiaa^  fioD,  aad  £ree  I 


FIRST  NEMEAN  ODE^ 

OF  PINDAK. 

t  1. 
Calm  breathing-place  of  Alpheus  dead 
Ortygia,  ^ac^ul  branch  of  Syracuse  renown'd. 
Young  Dina's  losy  bed. 

Sister  of  Delos,  thee,  with  sweet,  yet  lofty ,  sound 
Bursting  irambers  call,  to  raise 
Of  tempest-fooled  steeds  the  trophies  glorious 
(Thus  Etnean  Jove  we  praise ;) 
While  Chromios'  car  invites,  and  Nen^ea's  plain 
For  noble  acte  victorious 
To  weave  th'  encomiastic  strain. 

I.  2. 
From  protp'ring  gods  the  song  ti^gins ;        [meeds : 
Next  bails  that  godlike  man  and  virtue's  holy 
He  the  flow'r  of  greatness  wins,  [deeds 

Whom  smiling  fortune  crowns;   and  vast  heroic 
Ev'ry  Muse  delights  to  sing. 
Now  wake  to  that /air  isle  the  splendid  story. 
Which  the  great  Olympian  king, 
Jove,  gave  to  Proserpine,  and  wav'd  his  locks 
Vowing,  that,  supreme  in  glory, 
Fam'd  for  sweet  fruits,  and  nympk'd'iw^d  rocks, 

I.  3. 
Sicilia's  full  nutritious  breast 

With.tow'r'd  and  wealthy  cities  he  would  crown. 

Her  the  son  of  Saturn  bless'd 

With  suitors  brazen-arm'd  for  war's  renown 

By  lance  and  fiery  steed ;  yet  oft  thy  leaves, 

Olympic  olive  I  bind  their  hair 

In  wreathy  gold.     Great  subjecU  I  prepare; 

But  none  th'  immortal  verse  deceives. 

n.  1. 
Oft  in  the  poTtab  was  I  placed 
Of  that  guest-loving  man,  and  pour'd  the  dulcet 
Where  burning  dainties  graced  [strain. 

His  hospitable  board ;  for  ne'er  with  efibrte  vain 
Strangers  to  his  mansion  came : 
And  thus  the  virtuous,  when  detraction  jrages, 
Quench  with  lib'ral  streams  her  flame. 
Let  each  in  virtue's  path  right  onward  paess. 
As  each  his  art  engages. 
And,  urgM  by  genius,  win  success. 

II.  8. 
Laborious  action  sljrength  applies. 

And  wary  conduct,  sense :  the  future  to  forese 

Nature  gives  to  few,  the  wise. 

Agesidamus'  son,  she  frankly  gave  to  thee 

Pow'rful  might  and  wisdom  deep. 

I  see  not  in  dark  cells  the  hoarded  treasure 

GrovHing  xxnth  lovo  tare  to  keep, 

But,  as  wealth  flows,  to  spread  it,  and  to  hear 

Loud  feme,  with  ample  measure 

Cheering  my  friends,  since  hope  and  fcac 

IL  3. 
Assail  disastrous  men.    The  praise 
Of  Heicttles  with  rapture  I  embrac^: 

1  This  ode  is  translated  word  for  word  with  the 
original ;  those  epithets  and  phrases  only  being  ne* 
oessarily  added  which  are  printed  in  italic  letters*^ 
See  Aliment  of  the  Hymns  to  Pafiriti, 
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On  the  heights,  which  virtues  raise. 

The  rapid  legeixl  old  his  name  shall  plac6; 

For,  when  he  brooked  no  more  the  CheerUtt  gloom. 

And  barst  into  the  blaze  of  day. 

The  child  of  Jove  with  his  twin-brother  lay, 

R^ulgeni  from  the  sacred  womb. 

in.  1. 

Not  onobservMtbe  godlike  bo^^ 

By  Juno  golden-thron'd  the  saffron'd  Cradle  press'd ; 

Straight  Heav'n's  queen  with  furious  joy        [fest : 

Bade  hideous  dragous  fleet  th*  ungt{ar<?€«{  floor  in- 

They,  the  portals  opening  wide,  [mendous, 

Kpird  throogh  the  chamber's  broad  recess  ire- 

And  in  JA^sJire-dartmg  tried 

Tl^  slumVfiog  babe  to  close.    He,  starting  light, 

RearM  bis  bold  head  stupendous^ 

And  first  in  battle  prov'd  his  might 

HI.  2. 
With  both  resistleal^ hands  he  dasp'd   [with  death; 
Both  struggling  ftorrid  pests,  and  cloth'd  their  necks 
They  expiring,  as  he  grasp'd,        [venom'd  breath. 
Pour'd  from  their  throats  compress'd  the  foul  en- 
Horror  seizM  the  female  train, 
Who  near  Alcmena's  genial  couch  attended : 
She,  from  agonizing  pain 
Yet  Weak,  ttnsandabd  and  unznantled  rush'd^ 
And  her  lov*d  charge  defended,^ 
Whilst  he  the^ery  monsters  crixsh'd. 

III.  3. 
Swift  the  Cad  mean  leaders  ran 
In-brazen  mail  precipitately  bold  : 
First  Amphitryon,  dauntless  man, 

Bar'd  his  rais'd  falchion  from  its  sheathing  gold. 
While  griding  anguish  pierc'd  his  JluU'ring  breast ; 
For  private  woes  most  keeirly  bite  • 

SelMoving  man  ;  but  soon  the  heart  is  light. 
With  sorrow  not  its  own  oppressed.  ' 

IV.  I. 

Standing  in  deep  amazement  wild     '  [mens  force, 

With  rapt'rous  pleasure  mix'd,  he  saw  th»  enor- 

'Saw  the  valour  of  his  child :  [their  course, 

And  fated  heralds  prompt,  as  Heaven  had  shap'd 

Wafted  round  the  varied  tale : 

Then  callM  he  from  high  Jove's  contiguous  region. 

Him,  whose  warnings  never  fail, 

Tiresias  blind,  who  toM.  in  diction  sage. 

The  chief  and  thronging  legion 

What  fortunes  must  his  boy  engage  ; 

IV.  2. 
What  lawless  tyrants  of  the  wood,  [main, 

WhAt  serpents  he  would  slay,  what  monsters  of  the 
What  proud  foe  to  human  good,    '  '    [ftotn. 

The  worst  of  monstrous  forms,  thai  hofy  manhood 
His  huge  arm  to  death  wouM  dash :  [hasting. 

How,  when  Heav'n's  host,  o'er  Phlegra's  ehampaign 
With  embattled  giants  rash 
Vindietiw  warr'd,  his  pond'rous  maoe  wooVd  itorm 
With  dreadful  strokes  mde-wastrng. 
And  dost  fbeir  glitt'ring  locks  defbnn^ 

IV.'  3. 
He  told ;  and  how  Hi  blissful  peace 
l^hrough  cyde^infinite  of  gliding  time. 
When  bis  mortal  task  shoiUd  cense. 
Sweet  prize  of  perils  bard  and  toil  fubUme, 
In  gorgeous  mansions  he  shookl  hold  entcaoc'd 
Soft  Hebe,  fresh  with  blooming j;race. 
And  crown,  ezaltmg  his  majestic  race. 
The  bridal  feast  DMT  Jove  advanp'd. 


A  CHVfKSE  ODE 

PARikPiUtASEIk. 


Behold,  where  yon  blue  riv'tet  glides 

Along  the  laughing  dale ; 
Light  reeds  bedeck  its  verdant  sidei^ 

And  frolic  in  the  gale : 
So  shines  oar  prince !  In  bright  army 

The  virtues  round  him  wait ; 
And  sweetly  smil'd  th'  auspicioua  d*y» 

Yhat  raised  him  o'er  our  state. 
As  pliant  hands  in  shapes  refiu'd 

Rich  iv'ry  carve  and  smooth. 
His  laws  thus  mould  each  ductile  mind^ 

And  every  passioo  soothe. 
As  gems  are  taught  by  paAient  art 

In  sparkling  ranks  to  beam. 
With  manners  thus  he  forms  the  heuf^ 

And  spreads  a  gen'ral  gleam. 
What  soft,  yet  awful  ,  dignity  ! 

What  meek,  yet  manly,  grace  ! 
WhiX  sweetness  dances  in  his  eye, 

'  And  blonoms  in  his  fooe ! 
So  shines  our  prince !  A  sky-bom  crowd 

Of  virtues  round  him  blaze : 
Ne'er  shall  oblivion's  murky  cloud 

Obscure  his  deathless  praise. 


THB  VeHBAL  TBAVSLATIOir^^ 

"  Behold  yoo  reach  of  the  river  Ki ; 

Its  green  reeds  how  luxuriant !  bdw  luzuiiailt ! 

Thus  is  our  prince  adorned  with  ^rtues  ; 

As  a  carver,  as  a  filer  of  ivory. 

As  a  cutter,  as  a  polisher,  of  gems.       [compOMd ! 

O  how  elate  and  sagacious !   O  how  dauntless  and 

How  worthy  of  fame  !  How  worthy  of  reverence ! 

We  have  a  prince  adorned  with  virtues. 

Whom  to  the  end  of  time  we  cannot  forget* 


A    TURKISH    ODE 
OP  MESIHI. 

Hkab  !  how  the  nightingales,  on  every  spray. 
Hail,  in  wild  notes,  the  sweet  return  of  May  \ 
-^The  gale  that  o'er  yon  living  almond  Mows, 
The  verdant  bank  with  silver  Uosmom  strows; 
The  smiling  season  decks  each  flowery  glade. 
Be  gay;  too  soon  the  flowers  of  sprhsg  wdl  fiide. 

What  gales  of  fragrance  scent  tlie  vernal  air ! 
Hills,  dales,  and  woods,  their  lovelieat  mantles  wear^ 
Who  knows  what-eosea  await  thajb  latal  day. 
When  ruder  gusU ihalibaiiiaii  geatie May ? 


<<  Then  heareel  the  tale  of  the  ivglilii^tale, «  Oat 
the  venial  seasoai  approaches.'  Tlie  spring  has 
apread  a  bower  of  joy  in  every  ^rove,  where  the 
almmid-tree  sheds  its  silver  hkNSODM.  Becbeeffiilj 
be  full  of  nurth ;  for  tfae%iriBf  pluses sood  away: 
it  will  not  last." 

<'  fhe  groves  and  hills  are  again  adorned  wfth  all 
sorts  of  flowed:  a  p«rition  of  Yose^  as  the  seat  of 
pleasure,  is  raised  in  the  gaiden.    Who  knovi 
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EtHi  Death,  periiapf,  oar  tbIUm  will  invade. 
Be  gay :  too  aooo  the  flowen  of  spring  will  fade. 

The  tulip  now  its  varied  bue  displays. 
And  sheds,  like  Ahmed's  eye,  celestial  rays. 
Ah,  nation  ever  faithful,  ever  true. 
The  joys  of  youth,  while  May  invites,  pursue  I 
Will  not  these  notes  your  timorous  minds  persuade  } 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  lade. 

The  sparkling  dewdrops  o'er  the  lilies  play, 
Like  orient  pearls,  or  like  the  beams  of  day. 
If  love  and  mirth  your  wanton  thoughts  engage. 
Attend,  ye  nymphs  I  a  poet's  words  are  sage ; 
While  thus  yon  sit  bencasth  the  trembllog  shade, 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade, 

Hie  fresh-blown  rose  like  2eineb's  cheek  appears, 
When  pearls,  like  dewdrops,  glitter  in  her  ean. 
The  charms  of  youth  at  once  are  seen  and  past ; 
And  nature  says,  "  They  are  too  sweet  to  last" 
So  blooms  the  rose ;  and  so  the  blushing  maid.  - 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

See !  yon  anemonies  their  leaves  unfold. 
With  rubies  flaming  and  with  living  gold,     r^c^nd) 
— ^While  crystal  showers  from  weeping  clouds  de- 
Enjoy  the  presence  of  thy  tuneful  friend : 
Now,  while  the  wines  are  brought,  the  sofa's  lay'd. 
Be  gay :  Too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

The  plants  no  more  are  dried,  the  meadows  dead. 
No  more  the  rose-bud  hangs  her  pensive  head : 
The  shrubs  revive  in  Tallesrs,  meads,  and  bowers. 
And  every  stalk  is  diadem'd  with  flowers ; 
In  silken  robes  each  hillock  stands  array*d. 
Be  gay:  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

Clear  drops,  each  mom,  impearl  the  rose's  bloom. 
And  from  its  leaf  the  Zephyr  drinks  perfume  ; 


which  of  us  will  be  alive  when  the  Atir  season  ends } 
Be  cheerful,"  &o« 

<<  The  edge  of  the  bower  is  filled  with  the  light 
of  Ahmed:  among  the  plants  the  fortunate  tulips 
represent  his  companions.  Come,  O  people  of 
Mohammed  !  this  is  the  season  of  merriment  Be 
cheerful,"  &c. 

*^  Again  the  dew  glitters  on  the  leaves  of  the 
lily,  like  the  water  of  a  bright  scymitar.  The  dew- 
dpvpe  foil  through  the  air  on  the  garden  of  roses, 
listen  to  me.  listen  to  me,  if  thou  desirest  to  be 
delighted.    J9e  cheerful,"  &c. 

"  The  rosea  aod  tulips  are  like  the  bright  cheeks 
of  heantifiil  maids,  in  whose  ears  the  pearls  hang 
like  drope  ef  dew.  Deceive  not  thyself,  by  thinking 
that  these  charms  will  have  a  long  duration.  Be 
cheerful,"  ^te. 

"  Tulips,  roses,  and  anemonies,  appear  In  the 
gardens :  the  showers  and  the  sunbeams,  like  sharp 
lancets,  ting^  the  banks  with  the  colour  of  blood. 
Spend  this  day  agreeably  with  thy  friends,  like  a 
prudent  man.    Be  cheerful,"  &c. 

*'  The  time  is  passed  in  which  the  plants  were 
eick,  and  the  rose-bud  hung  its  thoughtful  head  en 
ks  bonm.  The  season  comes  in  whiph  mountains 
and  rocks  are  coloured  with  tidips.  Be  cheerful," 
Ac 

**  Eafeli  noming  the  cloods  shed  gems  over  the 
fOf6-g«rden :  the  breath  of  the  gale  is  foil  of  Ta- 


The  dewy  buds  expand  their  f ucid  store : 
Be  this  our  wealth :  ye  damsels  ask  no  more. 
Though  wise  men  envy,  and  though  fools  upbraid,  • 
Be  gay  :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

The  dewdrops  sprinkled,  by  the  musky  gale. 
Are  chang'd  to  essence  ere  they  reach  the  dale. 
The  mild  blue  sky  a  rich  pavilion  spreads. 
Without  our  labour,  o*er  our  favoured  heads. 
Let  others  toil  in  war,  in  arts,  or  trade : — 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fiide. 

late,  gloomy  winter  chili'd  the  sullen  air. 
Till  Soliman  arose,  and  all  was  fair. 
Soft,  in  his  reign,  the  notes  of  love  resound. 
And  pleasure's  rosy  cup  goes  freely  rouad. 
Here  on  the  bank,  which  mantling  vines  o'ershade. 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  will  fade. 

May  this  rude  lay  from  age  to  age  remain, 
A  true  memorial  of  this  lovely  train. 
Come,  charming  maid  !  and  bear  thy  poet  sing. 
Thyself  the  rose,  and  he  the  bird  of  springs 
Love  bids  him  sing,  and  Love  will  be  obey'd. 
Be  gay :  too  soon  the  flowers  of  spring  wUl  figule. 


tarian  musk.  Be  not  neglectful  of  thy  doty  th  rough 
too  great  a  love  of  the  world.    Be  cheerful,"  &p. 

"  The  sweetness  of  the  bower  has  made  the  air 
so  fragrant,  that  the  dew,  before  it  &Us,  is  changed 
into  rose-water.  The  sky  spreads  a  pavilion  of 
bright  clouds  over  the  garden.    Be  cheerful,"  &c. 

"  Whoever  thou  art,  know  that  the  black  gnsU, 
of  autumn  had  seized  the  garden ;  but  the  king  of 
the  wcfrld  again  appeared  dispensing  justice  to  all : 
in  his  reign  the  happy  ^upbearer  desired  and  oh* 
tained  the  flowing  wine.    Be  cheerful,"  &c. 

'*  By  these  strains  I  hoped  to  celebrate  this  de- 
lightful valley :  may  they  be  a  memorial  to  its  in- 
habitants, aad  remind  them  of  this  assembly,  and 
these  Hit  maids  !  Thou  art  a  nightingale  with  a 
sweet  voice,  O  Mesihi,  when  t^ou  walkest  with  the 
damsels,  whose  cheeks  are  llle  roses.  Be  cheer- 
ful ;  be  full  of  mirth ;  for  the  spring  passes  soon 
away :  it  will  not  last !" 


THE  SAME, 

IN  IMITATION  OP 
TBI  FSRVILIOIVM  VBNtaiS. 

ALrtM  audis  loqoaoes  per  nemora,  per  arbotoi^ 
Veris  adventum  caneotes  tinnulo  modulamine ; 
DuIcA  luget  per  vnrentes  mollis  apra  amygdalas : 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nuao  bibendum ;  floreum  ver 

.     {iigit,abitl 
Ecce  jam  flores  refulgent  gemmeis  bonoribns, 
Qttique  prata,  quiquesaltfls,  quique  sylvulasamant; 
Quis  scit  an  nox  una  nobis  idormienda  letema  sit } 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum ;    floreum  ver 

fugit,  abit ! 
Quantus  est  nitor  rosamm !  <|iBantas  hyacinthi  de- 
Non  ocellus,  dan  reakiet^  est  puellce  lador :  [cor  1 
Hie  levi  dies  amori  e9k,tiic  veluptati  saoer : 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum ;  floreum  ver 

fugft,  abit! 
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Ecce  baccate  recentis  guttu1»  rorki  micant. 
Per  genam  rosae  cadentes,  perque  mite  liliam ; 
Aaribns  gratum,  puelljB,  sit  roeum  Tettris  melos ; 
Kuiic  amandam  est,  naoc  bibendum  ;   floreus  ver 
fugit,  abit  f 

Ut  rom  in  prato  refiilget,  sic  teres  vir^  nitet,    * 
Hsc  onusta  margarltis,  ilia  roris  gemmulis: 
Ke  perenne  vel  paellas  vel  ro«e  speres  decus. 
Nunc  amandam  ebt,  nnnc  bibebdom;    floreum  fcr 
ftigit,  abit ! 

Aspicp,  nt  roseta  amictu  disooTori  splendeant, 
Prata  dum  fcecondat  aether  tela  gpratis  imbribiWy 
Fervidoa  inter  sodales  da  yoluptati  diem. 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendnm ;   floreum  ver 
fugit,  abit  f 

Jam  situ  deformis  sgro  noo  jacet  rose  calyx ; 
Ver  adest,  ver  piogit  hortos  purpurantes  floribus, 
Perque  saxa,  perque  colles,  perque  Incos  emicat . 
Nunc  amandum  est,  none  bibendum ;  ftoreum  wtn 
fugtt,  abit ! 

Ecce,  per  rosas  papillas  suavft  rident  guttulae, 
Quas  odorifer  resoWit  lenis  aura)  spiritus : 
Hae  pyropis,  has  smaragdis  cariores  Indicis. 
KuDc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum  j    fiorenm  rer 
fugit,  abit ! 

Is  tenellis  per  vireta  spirat  k  rosis  odor, 
I7t  noTum  stillans  amomum  ros  in  berbas  diecidat, 
Suari  olentibus  cefonans  lacrymis  conopenm. 
Nunc  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum ;   floream  ver 
fugit,  abit ! 

Acris  olJm  cum  malignis  sffiTiit  Tentis  byems  ; 
Sed  roseto,  solis  instar,  regis  affulstt  nitor; 
Floruit  nemos  repents,  dulce  manavit  merum : 
Nune  amandum  est,  nunc  bibendum :  floreom  Ter 
fugit,  abit  r 

His  iners  modis,  Mesihi,  melleani  aptabas  chelyn  ; 
Vcris  ales  est  poeta ;  vema  cantat  gaudia, 
Et  rosas  carpit  tepentes  k  puellarum  genis. 
Kunc  amandnm  est,  nnnc  bibendum^   florenm  Ter 
%it,  abit ! 


CARMliiUM  LIBEIL 


h    ODE  SINICA. 

VinEt  ut  agros  dulce  gemmatos  lavet 

Aii^nteus  rivi  latex ; 
Virides  ut  aura  striduio  modulamine 

Arundines  interstrepat : 
Sic,  sic,  ameeno  cincte  virtutum  choro 

Priuceps,  amabiliter  nites. 
Ut  qaaximo  labore,  &  aite  4naxim& 

^ngit  artifex  ebur, 
Sic  ad  beuignitatem  arnica  ci^om 

Biand^  figuras  pectora. 
CJt  delicata  gemmulam  expolit  manns 

Fulgore  lucentem  anreo, 
Sic  civitatem  mitium  gaudes  tuam 

Omare  momm  lumine. 
O  qu4m  verenda  micat  in  ocnlis  lenitas  I 

Minantor  &  rident  simnU 
C  quanta  pulchro  dignitas  mltu  pntet^ 

£t  quantus  Inceisa  decorl 


Scilicet,  anuBBO  cincCe  Tirtotimi  dmir 

Pnnocpt,  amabiliter  nites. 
Annon  per  omne,  reris  iintar,  aecoliink 

Memoria  florescet  toi  ? 


IL    ODBPERSICA. 

Jam  rosa  purporeum  caput  explkat. 
Suavis  foluptatum  cohois : 
Sic  monu^re  senes. 
Nunclaetisumns;  at  chins  laeta  srolat  i 
Qnin  sacra  mnteoms  mtio 
Strangula  nectareo  ? 
Dnlci  gemit  zepbyros :  ridentem  mitte  | 
Quam  molU  in  amplexa  tenens 
Pocula  laBta  bibun. 
ToBge  chelyn.    Saerit  fortnoa ;  at  nutte  f 
Cur  non  canoroe  barbiti 
Elicimus  modules  ? 
En!  florum regina nitet roBEL    Flmdite Tini, 
Quod  amoris  eitingnat  laoem, 
Nectareos  latices. 
Soar^  loqnens  Philomela  vocor :  qnl  fiat  at  nniiil 
Tectns  rosarum  nexili 
(Yeris  avis]  taceam  i 


itfttttl/^ 


hl  altera. 

Appnt  tcypbos  &;  dolc^  ridentii  aieri 
Pvrpureos  latices 
Effunde  laigiils,  puer. 
Nam  vinum  amores  lenit  adolescentiaiftf 
DifBcilesque^  senuoi 
Emollit  aegritiidines. 
Solem  merum  aemulatur,  &  Imain  calbr^ 
Nectareis  foveat 
Die  luna  solem  amplezibas. 
Flammas  nitentes  sparge :  TiniseUicet 
FervidJoris  aquam 
Flammae  nitentis  asmulam. . 
Qnbd  n  rosarum  frajgllis  avoUt  deo(n> 
Sparge,  puer,  liquidas 
Vini  rubcscentis  rosas. 
Si  derinm  Philomela  deserit  nemiis^ 
Pocula  laeta  canant 
Non  elaboratum  melos. 
Injarioss  speme  fortune  minas  r 
Laetaque  mcestitiam 
Depellat  infonnem  chelya. 
Somnus  beatos,  somnns  am^exte  dabil« 
0a  mihi  duke  merum 
Sumnum  quod  alliciat  levvoL 
Dulce  est  madere  vino.    Da  calices  nvrotf 
Ut  placid&  madidus 
Oblivione  perfruar.^ 
Scyphum  affer  altenim,  puer,  deinda  alteniB : 
Sen  vetitum  fuerit. 
Amice,  seu  licitum,  bibam. 


IV.    ODE    ARABIC  A. 

AD   FAB0LLUM. 

Dmct  tnstitiaBi  vino  lavere,  ao^  nil 


I 


MuitA  redinet  in  imA 
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Urgere  blaiidis  osenlit  pnellM ; 
Auty  dam  prata  leri  pnltat  pede  deKoaU  viifo 
Oomam  remodam  auream, 
Ifolli  cvpidiiiis  tepere  flammA : 
Aat,  dum  blanda  aures  recreat  lyra^  Homo  fob 
Ad  siiaTe  zepfayroram  mdos  [antra 

Itore  advocati  sparficr  soporis : 
X4K  Ter  parpnreuin  dat  gaudia,  comit  Ic  jovcntai, 
Hs,  niitc  doiD  tenipiu  niTOt, 
Decet  vacare,  dumqiie  ridet  aumn. 
Qnicaiiqiie  ant  raniin  domini  tamiUy  aut  grairet 
Cans  egertatit  pati,  [coacti 

Debemqr  aspem,  Mmlle,  morti. 


V.    AD   LMUDM* 

VumnaprA  toil  grata  fororibuf, 
£t  doaem  lapidei,  q«M)<'vel  alit  Tag! 
Flactnt,  Tel  celer  undA 
Ganges  aariferA  lavit, 
Ldi,  a  mea  «t  divas  opnm  donme : 
Quid  mRtam  addubitow    Scilket  hand  wk 
Servo  carmina  blaadis 
Nymphamm.aiiribQs  i«oleiis» 
QoanuD  ta  potior  pectora  caodidis 
Makes  ailoquiis,  te  potiofem  aniat 
Muaa,  ntcunqae  i^Uss 
Palsas  JEolMD  fides, 
Qnia  illis  acies  mittere  iM*B^wiifW^vf 
Tomatas  meditor,  quas  biooloribiif 
Aimis  contpiciend* 
Bella  innoua  destinaot , 
Qoaln  propter  aquas,  aut  LecedsmOBi 
£urot»  gelidas,  aut  Tiberis  vada, 
Comicum  menus  albis 
Nigrans  certat  oloribus. 
Cor  DOn  SHb  viridi  lodunus  ilicis 
UmbrA  suppositi }  Die  veoiat  genis 
Rideos  Lydia  pulohris, 
Et  lalure  decens  Cbloe : 
Die  reddant  mibi  me.    Ludite,  virginef  , 
Me  testndineis  aut  Venerem  oiodis 
Diceote,  aut  juvenilis 
Telom  dulce  Copidinis.  • 


VI.    AD    LUKAM. 

Can.1  dnioft  nitens  decns, 

LeolA  lora  menu,  Cynthia,  oorripex 

Palchm  tecu  peto  ChloSs, 
Et  labmm  roseo  nectare  snavius. 

NoQ  predator  ut  improbus. 
Per  syhas  propero,  te  duee,  deviaf  ; 

Nee,  dnm  lux  radiat  tua, 
UKtricem  mcdttor  figure  cuspidem. 

Quern  tu,  mitis  Amor,  aemel 
Placatum  tepidA  lenieris  face, 

niom  deseruit  furor, 
fit  telom  iacili  decidit  6  mann« 

Ncc  delicta  per  &  ntfn 
Fnrtiva  immeritns  gaudia  petwquor ; 

BlaadA  vicU  Cblol  preee 
Pvpkui  rqioet  purpweom  Ubtni. 


VII.    AD    TENEREM. 

Oao  te  teneri  blanda  Cupidinis 
Mater,,  oceruleis  edita  fluctibus. 
Quad  grati  Ihiticeta  accolis  Idali, 
Herbosamqoe  Amathunta,  Ac  viridem  CnidoBi 
Oro,  Pyrrba,  meis  cedat  amoribus, 
Qu»  nunc,  T^narift  immidor  lesculo^ 
Mcerentis  Licinf  sollicitum  melos 
Ridet    Non  liquidn  carmine  tibhBy 
Non  illam  ifioUis  illaerymabilem 
Plectris  dimovea^  lenis  ut  arduam 
Cervicem  tepidum*  flectat  ad  osculum, 
(Quantum  est  &  vacuis  nectar  in  oecuKs !) 
Quod  si  earminibus  mitior  applicet 
Aures  ilia  meis,  Ai  (rtgidnm  gelu 
Te  solvente)  pari  me  tepeat  face, 
Te  propter  liquidnm  fontieuli  vitrum, 
Ponam  conspicuo  marmore  lucidam, 
Te  cantans  Paphiam,  teque  Amathusiam 
Peliam  gramineom  ter  pede  cespitem, 
Tum  nigrauti  hederA  k  tempore  lanreA 
Cingam,  tunc  hilares  eliciam  modos : 
At  nunc  me  juveiaum  praetereuntium 
Me  ridet  comitum  coetus  amabilis ; 
Et  Indens  pueronim  in  plateis  cohort 
Ostendit  digitis  me,  quia  langueo 
Demissis  oculis,  jne,  quia  somnia     * 
Abrupta  baud  £icili  virgine  saiicium 
Blonstrant,  &  violA  paUidior  gena. 


VIIL    AD    EAKDEM. 

Perpido  ridens  Erycina  vnltn, 
Seu  Joci  mater,  teneriqne  Amoris, 
Sen  Paphi  regina  poteus,  Cyprique 

L»tior  audis, 
Linque  jucundam  Cnidon,  &  coruscnm 
Dirigens  currum  levis  hoc  vocanti. 
Hue  veni,  &  tecum  properet  solnto 

Crine  Thalia.'  * 
Jam  venis !  nubes  placidi  serenas 
Pasaeres  findunt;  super  albicantes, 
Dum  volat  sylvas,  celeresqoe  versant  . 

Leniter  ^las. 
Rnrsus  ad  ooelum  fugiunt    Sed  aloiA 
Dulce  subridens  facie,  ioquelam 
Melle  conditam  liquido  jacentis 

Fundis  in  aurem. 
"  Qua  tepes,  inquis,  Licini,  puellA. 
Lncidis  venanti  oculis  amantes  } 
Cur  doces  moestas  resonare  lucum. 

Care,  querelas  ? 
'*  Dona  si  ridet  tua,  dona  mlttet ; 
Sive  te  moUi  roseos  per  hortos 
Hinnulo  vitat  levior,  sequetur 

Ispafugacem.'*' 
Per  tuoe  oro,  dea  mitis,  tgnes, 
Pectus  ingratsB  rigidum  Corinnse 
Lenias.    Et  te,  Venus  alma,  amore 

forsit  Adonis. 
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LTBERTATEM    CARMEN  K 

VinTot  renasceni  qucm  jubct  ad  aondt 
Spartaaam  avitos  ducere  tibjam  ? 
'   Quia  fortium  coBtfis  in  auras 
JEtherias  juvenam  diebit, 
Quos,  Marti  amicos,  aut  byacinthioit' 
Flavft  in  palaestrft  conspicuos  comis  f 
Aut  alma  libertas  in  undis 
Egelidis  agiles  vidabat, 
Ccelestei-idensK  Quis  modulabitur 
Exoelsa  plectro  carmina  I^sbio; 
Qua  dirus,  Al9aeo  Bonante» 
Audtit  et  tremuii  dynastea  ? 
Qais  myrtei  ensem  fronde  reconditmiu 
Cantebit?  Ilium,  civibiu  Uarmodi 
Dilecte  servatii,  tenebas : 
Tuque  fidelis  Aristogiton. 
Tiz  le  refiraenat  fulmineus  cbalybs  s 
MoK  igne  divino  emlcat,  exitit; 
£t  cor  relnctantii  tyranni 
Perforat  ictibus  baud  remims : 
O  ter  plaeentem  PaUadi  Tictimain  1 
Nee  tn  minorem  Roma  dabaa  Jovi  y 
£s  ore  cum  Bfuti  sonarety 
Sanguine  Ceaareo  rubeotb. 
Vox  grate  Divia,— gratoquo  TuJUo ! 
Ah !  lacrymarum  he  acatebre  fluanty 
Afflicte  Libertea,  tuarum : 

(O  pudor  !  O  miaert  Quiritea !) 
Vafri  tecebo  camiftcia  dolos, 
Cui  nomen  Augusto  impia  pleba  dedit; 
Fletura  et  in&ndas  Neronum 
Neqnitiaa  odiosiorum. 
Noto  tyrannorum  improbiorifaus 
Sanctum  inquinari  nominibua  metoa^ 
Quoa  turpia  aetas  in  I^tinae 
Dedecua  exitinroque  gentia 
Produxit    Hia  te,  Dira,  furentlbu^ 
Ad  templa  cceli  et  aidereas  domoa 
Vidit  jugatia  aubvolantem 
Muaa  aquiiib  nitidoque  cnmi. 
At  Roma,  vaati  molibus  imperl 
Soblata,  centum  nubila  bracbiia 
Difiert,  coloaaeoque  Olympi 
Vertice  verticibua  minatur* 
Sed,  fervidi  inatar  diluvii  mens,, 
Septem  relictia  turba  trionibua 
Formidotofiorum  gigantum 
Heaperioa  populatur  agroa. 
Qui  plurimo  conamine,  plurimia  * 

Immane  adorti  monatrum  ululatibua. 
Viz  dkro  anhelan  teaque  frenden 
— teaque  trabunt  atrepitu  ruioam. 
Qena,  te  remotA,  nulla  diu  poteat  . 
Florere.    Mox  tu  purpureas,  Dea, 
Sedes  reliquisti  piorum,' 
Auaa  novas  habitare  terras. 
Turn  vitibua  Ftorentia  veatlens 
Colles  apricoa,  et  nemora  aureo 

*  It  may  be  proper,  though  unnecessary,  to  in- 
form the  classical  reader,  that  some  sUnzas  of  this 
Alcaic  are  little  more  than  a  liberal  translaliou  from 
CoHin8*B  Ode  to  Liberty. 


Splendore  aialonuii  ooMOtoi^ 
Te  ooluit^— colaitque  moaaa  ;; 
Casura  amatA,  (Tas  miserae  I)  mami; 
At  tu  petebaa  pratula  mollium 
Pisamm,  oUvctumque  Locaa, 
Et  soopuloa  tenuis  MarinL 
Vix  te  Tocaint,  nee  docilem  sequi. 
Dux  gtoriosaB  yemmifer  Adrias  ; 
Qui  scandit,  hand  pauper  maritua^ 
GoBruleum  Thetidos  cubile. 
Post  exulem  te,  nobilis  insula, 
Tutis  recepit  Corsica  rupibus : 
Q«&  Marte  non  uuo  subactA, 
Seave  ligur,  nimium  supecUa. 
Nunc  te  niToeas,  Diva,  libentiua 
Quaeroper  Alpea^  durua  u5rgel«. 
Helvetius  frangit  ligone,  ant 
Remigiia  agitet  Lemannm  r 
Quero  pbr  urbea,  dona  maris,  iiovM» 
£t  fida  aacria  tecte  dooniis : 
Qnaero  paludoaoa  per  agros, 
Et  validas  aalioete  gentia  | 
Qnefulmen  Albani  haud  timnit  dads* 
'  Hinc  pulaa  migras  ?  quo,  Dea,  quo  ffa^T 
Ah!  grate dilectis  Britennis 
Nympha,  tuos  video  reoeasAi. 
Olim,  haec  recluiait  musa  vetitttior  t 
Inter  feracia  littora  GaHisfr- 
Inteique  divisum  Albbnia 
Nulla  aolum  reaonabat  undis  r 
At  SBpe  ab  led,  non  madido  pede^ 
Saxia  verendas  ad  Dorobemia 
Sades  adomati  ambulabaot 
Glandiferi  DruidsB  ooronft. 
Tunc  aeatuantes  ad  mace  Suericuaii 
Fluctus  ruebant  tramite  diasita. 
Quo  belluoaia  horret  Orcaa, 
Montibna  et  glaciate  Thule. 
Sed  mox  resurgens  oceanus  manum 
Efiert  minacem ;  et,  dam  croceum  aether* 
Scindunt  repercnssir  procelle 
Fulguribns,  valido  tridente 
IXrellit  agros  dissociabiles  t 
Tunc  enatabas,  pulehra  Bntanni% 
Siivisque,  et  arris,  et  sonons 
Amnibus  egregi^  triumphans. 
Gemmate  multi  tum  Thetis  insulft 
Ristt :  sacratis  Mona,  parens  mea» 
Ornate  querc^tis  refolsit;, 
Et  Zephyro  recreate  Vectis. 
Haec  facte  nutu,  Diva  potens,  tno  & 
Nam  lassa  dulcis  pomiferas  Vagaa 
Bjpas,  et  undantis  Sabrime, 
Nobile  perfugium,  eligebas; 
Remote  Gallis : — Galli  etemim  truces, 
(Paychen  ut  antdhac  barbari  amabilem,) 
Ta  reppulerunt  exulantem ; 
Gens  meritas  luitura  pcenas ! 
Tunc,  in  receasu  fertilis  insula 
Lecto,  sacratnm  nominibus  tuis 
Fanum  smaragdis  emicabat 
Consitum  et  aetheriis  pyropis. 
Ventura  jam  tum  (ama  BritenniaDj 
Miri  arte,  miris  pictas  coloribua, 
Postesque  et  excelsnm  lacunae, 
Et  variani  irradiabat  aulam. 
Depictus  eosem  protulit  et  stylum 
Sidneius ;  heros,  quern  ocque  judicia- 
Vultus,  nee  iniamis  tyranni 
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Terroit  in  dia  rnMMta. 
Effulait  ardenti  ei  gladk)  et  lym 
Miltootts  audeoty  cni  nitjdam  nimk 
Te,  Duda  Libckas,  Tideoti 
NoK  oeulos  tendMnoaa  damit : 
Nunc  templo  in  ipao,  (qui  radiat  vetor 
Ofia  profooiy  dioere,)  vatibuB 
iDRrtofl  heronmque  torma 
Verba  canit  reoitanda  Divii. 
Oii]rmpba!  mcestam  grata'BriUooiam 
Ni  ta  renns,  percita  cifium 
Non  mite  nepeothea  levabit 
Cofda,  salutifenimTe  moly. 
Altaribua  ta-jam  tredecim  Tocat, 
Te  thure  templisqilB  urge!  America: 
Audis:  AUaDteumque  pennia 
Ire  paras  levibui  per  aqtior. 
Ah !  ne  roeeta  et  flomiua  deseras 
DilecteDoper:  nam  piget,— -beu  pigei 
Martis  nefasti  fratricidJB, 
Imperiique  mal^  arrogati. 
Jam»  ▼eria  iDsUr»  pneniteas  nofo 
PacataTaltu:  I^  tibi  fit  comes  ; 
QnsB  blanda  civUb  duelli 
Sopiat  igiuTomos  draoonsa. 
Cum  trmnsmarinis  jnncU  sororibas^ 
Nectat  cboream  ]«U  BriUnnia. 
Neo  mitis  absit,  jam  solutis 
Mcvcibos,  baud  ▼iolanda  leme. 
O!  qusB  paratur  oopia  fuhninis. 
Centum  repotti  navibus,  improboa 
OalloB  et  audaces  Iberos, 
CSvibos  baud  nocitun,  frang&t. 
Idibns  Martiis 
mccLzzz. 
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HYMN  TO  CAMDEO. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

Thi  Hindu  god,  to  wbom  the  folkming  poem  is 
addrassed,  appears  evidently  the  same  with  the 
Grecian  Eros  luod  the  Roman  Capido ;  but  the  In- 
dian description  of  his  perMm  and  arms,  bis  &mily, 
attendants,  and  attributes,  has  new  and  peculiar 
beauties. 

According  to  the  mythology  of  Hindustan,  he  was 
the  son  of  Maya,  or  the  general  attractmg  power, 
and  married  to  Retty  or  A£Eectton :  and  his  bosom 
friend  is  fiessent  or  Spring :  he  is  represented  as  a 
beautiful  youth,  sometimes  conversing  with  his  mo- 
ther and  consort,  in  the  midst  of  his  gardens  and 
temples;  sometimes  riding  by  mooiUight  on  A 
parrot  or  lory,  and  attended  by  dancing-giris  or 
nymphs,  the  foremost  of  whom  bears  his  ooloars, 
which  are  a  fish  on  a  red  ground.  His  fiivorite 
place  of  resort  is  a  targe  tract  of  country  round 
Agra,  and  principally  the  plains  of  Matn,  where 
Krisben  also,  and  the  nine  Gopia,  who  are  cleariy 
the  Apotio  aiid  Muses  of  the  Greeks,  usually  ipend 


the  night  vrith  music  and  dance.  His  bow  of  sugar- 
cane, or  flowers,  with  a  string  of  bees,  and  his  ^fe 
arrows,  each  pointed  with  an  Indian  blossom  of  n 
heating  quality,  are  allegories  equally  new  acd 
beautiful.  He  has  at  least  twenty-tbree  names,  , 
most  of  which  are  introduced  in  the  hymn  :  that  of 
Gam,  or  Cama,  signifies  desire,  a  sense  which  it  also 
bears  in  ancient  and  modem  Persian;  and  it  is 
posable  that  the  words  Dipuc  and  Cupid,  which 
have  the  same  signification,  may  have  the  same 
origin,  since  we  know  that  the  oM  Hetruscans,  firom 
whom  great  part  of  the  Roman  language  and  reli- 
gion was  derived,  and  whose  system  had  a  near  affl« 
nity  with  that  of  the  Persians  and  Indians,  used  to 
write  their  lines  alternately  forwards  and  backwards, 
as  furrows  are  made  by  the  plough ;  and,  though 
the  two  last  letters  of  Cupido  may  only  be  the 
grammatical  termination,  as  in  libido  and  capedo^ 
yet  the  primary  root  of  cupio  is  contained  in  the 
three  first  letters.  The  seventh  stanza  alludes  to 
the  bold  attempt  of  this  deity  to  wound  the  great 
god  Mahadeo,  for  which  he  was  punished  by  n 
flame  consuming  bis  corporeal  nature,  and  reduc- 
ing him  to  a  mental  essence;  and  hence  his  chief 
dominion  is  over  the  minds  of  mortals,  or  such  del* 
ties  as  he  is  permitted  to  subdne. 


THE  HYMN. 

What  potent  God  from  Agra's  orient  bow'rs 
Floats  thro*  the  lucid  air,  whilst  living  flow'rs 
With  sunny  twine  the  vocal  arbours  wreathe, 
And  gales  enamour'd  heavenly  fragrance  breathe  f 

Hail,  pow'r  unknown !  for  at  thy  beck 

Vales  and  groves  their  bosoms  deck, 

And  ev*ry  laughing  blossom  dresses 

With  gems  of  dew  hb  musky  tresses. 
I  fSeel,  I  foel  thy  genial  flame  divine. 
And  hallow  thee,  and  kiss  tby  shrine. 
«  Know*et  thou  not  me  V*  Celestial  sotAids  I  hear  I 
"  Know'st  thou  not  me  ?**  Ah,  spare  a  mortal  ear  ! 
*'  Behold" — My  swimming  eyes  entrancM  I  raise^ 
But  oh  !  they  sink  before  tb*  excessive  blaze. 

Yes,  son  of  Maya,  yes,  1  know 

Thy  bloomy  shafts  and  cany  bow. 

Cheeks  with  youthful  gtory  beaming, 

Locks  in  braids  ethereal  streaming. 
Thy  scaly  standard,  thy  mysterious  arms, 
And  all  tbj  pains  and  all  thy  charms. 
God  of  each  lovely  sight,  each  lovely  sound. 
Soul-kindling,  world-inflaming,  star-ycrown'd. 
Eternal  Cama !  Or  doth  Smara  bright. 
Or  proud  Ananga  give  the  more  delight  ? 

Whatever  thy  seat,  whatever  thy  name. 

Seas,  earth,  and  air,  thy  reign  proclaim  s 

Wreathy  smiles  and  roseate  pleasures 

Are  thy  richest,  sweetest  treasures. 
All  animals  to  thee  their  tribute  bring. 
And  hail  thee  universal  king ! 
Thy  consort  mild,  Afiection  ever  true, 
Graces  thy  side,  her  vest  of  glowing  hue, 
And  in  her  train  twelve  blooming  girls  advance. 
Touch  golden  strings  and  knit  the  mirthful  daaca, 

Thy  dreaded  implements  they  bear. 
And  wave  them  in  the  scented  air. 
Each  with  pearls  her  neck  adorning,         ^ 
Brighter  than  the  tears  of  morning. 
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Thy  crimsOB  entign,  which  before  them  flicf , 
Becks  with  new  sUrs  the  sapphire  skies. 
Qod  of  the  flow'ry  shafts  and  flow'ry  bow. 
Delight  of  all  above  and  all  below ! 
Thy  lov'd  companion,  constant  from  his  birth. 
In  Heav>  ciep'd  Bessent,  and  gay  Spring  on  Earth, 
Weaves  thy  green  robe  and  flaunting  bow'rs. 
And  from  thy  clouds  draws  balmy  show'rs. 
He  with  fresh  arrows  fills  thy  quiver, 
(Sweet  the  gift,  and  sweet  the  giver !) 
And  bids  the  many-plumed  warbling  throng 
Burst  the  pent  blossoms  with  their  song. 
He  bends  the  luscious  cane,  and  twists  the  ftring 
With  bees,  how  sweet  I  but  ah,  how  keen  their  stingl 
He  with  five  flow'rets  tips  thy  ruthless  darts. 
Which  thro'  five  senses  pierce  enraptur'd  heaits : 
Strong  Chumpa,  rich  in  od'rou^  gold. 
Warm  Amer,  nars'd  in  heavenly  noald, 
,  Dry  Nagkeser  in  silver  smiling, 

Hot  Kiticum  our  sense  beguiling. 
And  last,  to  kindle  £erce  the  scorching  flame, 
l^veshaft,  which  gods  bright  Bela  name. 

Osn  men  resist  thy  powV,  when  KrisHen  yields, 
Krisben,  who  still  in  Matra's  holy  fields 
Tunes  harps  immortal,  and  to  strains  diTine 
Dances  by  moonlight  with  the  Gopia  nine  ? 
But,  when  thy  daring  arm  untam*d 
At  Mahadeo  a  lovethaft  aim*d. 
Heaven  shoolc,  and,  smit  with  stony  wonder. 
Told  bis  deep  dread  in  bursts  of  thunder. 
Whilst  on  thy  beauteous  limbs  an  azure  fire 
Blaz'd  forth,  which  never  must  expire. 

*'0  thou  for  ages  bom,  yet  ever  young. 
For  ages  may  thy  Bramin's  lay  be  sung ! 
And,  when  thy  lory  spreads  his  em*rald  wmgs 
To  waft  thee  high  above  the  tow'rs  of  kings. 
Whilst  o'er  thy  throne  the  Moon's  pale  light 
Pours  her  soft  radiance  thro*  the  night. 
And  to  each  floating  cloud  discovers 
*  The  haunts  of  blest  or  joyless  lovers. 
Thy  mildest  influence  to  thy  bard  impact. 
To  warm,  but  not  consume  his  heart 


TfFO    HYMNS 

TO 

PRACRITL 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

In  all  our  conversations  with  learned  Hindus,  we 
find  them  enthusiastic  admirers  of  poetry,  which 
they  consider  as  a  divine  art,  that  had  been  prac- 
tised for  numberless  ages  in  Heaven,  before  it  was 
revealed  on  Ratth  by  Valmic,  who^e  great  heroic 
poem  is  fortunately  preserved  :  the  Brahmans  of 
course  prefer  that  poetry,  which  they  believe  to  have 
been  actnalfy  inspired ;  while  the  Vaidyas,  who  are 
In  gerferal  perfect  grammarian?  and  good  poets,  but 
are  not  suffered  to  read  any  of  the  sacred  writings 
except  the  Ayurveda,  or  body  of  medical  tracts, 
speak  with  rapture  of  their  innumerable  popular 
poems,  epic,  lyric,  and  dramatic,  which  were  com- 
poMd  by  mennot  Utwaliy  iasfMied,  but  oaUed,me. 


taphorically,  the  sons  of  Sereswati,  or  Minerva ; 
among  whom  the  Pandits  of  all  sects,  nations,  and 
degrees,  are  unanimous  in  giving  the  prize  of  glory 
to  Calidasa,  who  flourished  in  the  court  of  Vicrama* 
ditya,  fifty-seven  years  before  Christ  He  wrote 
several  dramas,  one  of  which,  entitled  Saoontala,  is 
in  my  possession  ;  and  the  subject  of  it  appears  to 
be  as  interesting  as  the  composition  Is  b»ntifal : 
besid^  these  he  published  the  Meghadnta,  or  cloud- 
messenger,  and  the  Nalodajra,  or  rise  of  Nala,  both 
elegant  love»tales;  the  Raghuvansa,  an  heroic 
poem  ;  and  the  Cumara  Samhhava,  or  birth  of  Cu- 
mara,  which  supplied  me  with  materials  fbr  the 
firrt  of  the  following  odes.  I  have  not  indeed  yet 
read  it ;  since  it  could  not  be  correctly  copied  for 
me  during  the  short  interval  in  which  it  is  in  my 
power  to  amuse  myself  with  literature:  but  I  have 
heard  the*story  toM,  both  in  Sanscrit  and  Persian, 
by  many  Pandits,  who  had  no  communication  with 
each  other ;  and  their  outline  of  it  coincided  so  per- 
fectly, that  I  am  convinced  of  its  correctness ;  that 
outline  is  here  filled  np,  and  exhibited  in  a  lyrie 
form,  partly  in  the  Indian,  partly  in  the  Qredao 
taste  ;  and  great  will  be  my  pleasure,  when  I  can 
again  find  time  for  such  amusements,  in  reading 
the  whole  poem  of  Gslidasa,  and  in  comparing  my 
descriptions  with  the  ongioal  composition.  To  an- 
ticipate the  story  in  a  preface  would  be  to  destroy 
the  interest,  that  may  be  taken  in  the  poem  ;  • 
dijsadvantage  attending  alt  prefetory  arguments,  of 
which  those  prefixed  to  the  several  books  of  Taseo, 
and  to  the  dramas  of  Metastasio,  are  obvioDs  instan- 
ces ;  but,  that  any  interest  may  be  taken  in  the 
two  hymns  addrosed  to  Pracriti,  under  diflhimt 
names,  it  is  unnecessary  to  render  theminteUigibla 
by  a  previous  explanation  of  the  mythological  alla- 
sions,  which  could  not  but  occur  in  them. 

Iswara  or  Isa,  and  Isani  or  Isf,  aro  nnqnestioo- 
ably  the  Osiris  and  Isis  of  Egypt ;  for  though  neither 
a  resemblance  of  names,  nor  a  similarity  of  charac- 
ter, would  separately  prove  the  identity  of  Indian 
and  Egyptian  deities,  yet,  when  they  both  concur 
with  the  addition  of  numberless  corroborating  cir- 
cumstances, they  form  a  proof- little  shoK  cf  de- 
monstratbn.  The  female  divinity,  in  the  mytholo- 
gical sjrstems  in  the  East,  represents  the  active 
power  of  the  male ;  and  that  Isi  means  acti\'e  nature, 
appears  evidently  tram  the  word  j'oc/a,  which  is  de- 
rived from  factif  or  power,  and  applied  to  those 
Hindus,  who  direct  their  adoration  principally  te 
that  goddess :  this  feminine  character  of  Pracriti, 
or  created  nature,  is  so  familiar  in  most  languages, 
and  even  in  our  own,  that  the  gravest  English  writers^ 
on  the  most  serious  subjects  oif  religion  and  philoso- 
phy, speak -of  her  operations,  as  if  she  were  actual- 
ly an  animated  being ;  but  such  personifications  are 
easily  misconceived  by  the  multitude,  and  have  a 
strong  tendency  to  polytheism .  The  prindpal  ope- 
mtions  of  nature  are,  not  the  absotute  annihilation 
and  new  creation  of  what  we  call  material  substan- 
oes,  but  the  temporary  extinction  and  repvoductioa, 
or,  rather  in  one  word,  the  transmutation  of  forms  ; 
whence  the  epithet  Polymorphos  is  aptly  given  to 
Nature  by  European  phikisophers :  benoe  Iswars, 
Siva,  Hara  (for  those  are  his  names  and  near  a 
thousand  more,)  united  with  Isi,  represent  the  secon- 
dary causes,  whatever  they  may  be,  of  natural  phe- 
nomena, and  principally  those  of  temporary  de- 
struction and  legeneration  j  but  the  Indwn  Ut  ap* 
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pears  in  a.  tariety  of  chanu!ters,  especiallj  in  tboie 
•f  Parvati,  Call,  Dansa,  and  Bhavani,  which  bear  a 
itrong  resemblance  to  Uie  Jano  of  Homer,  to  He- 
cate, to  the  armed  Pallas^  and  to  the  Lucretian 
Venus. 

The  name  Parvati  took  its  rise  firom  a  wild 
poetical  fiction.  Himalaya,  or  the  Mansion  of  Snow, 
is  the  title  given  by  the  Hindus  to  that  yast  chain  of 
moontains,  which  limits  India  to  the  norths  and 
embrace  it  with  its  eastern  and  western  arms,  both 
extending  to  the  ocean;  the  former  of  those  arms 
is  called  Chandrasec^ra,  or  the  Moon's  Rock ;  and 
the  second,  which  reaches  as  far  west  as  the  mouth 
of  the  Indus,  was  named  by  the  ancients  Monies 
PanretL  These  hills  are  held  sacred  by  the  Indians, 
who  suppose  them  to  be  the  terrestrial  haunt  of  the 
god  Iswanu  The  mountain  Himalaya,  being  per- 
•onified,  is  represented  as  a  powerful  monarch, 
whose  wife  was  Mena:  their  daughter  is  named 
Parvati,  or  mountain-bom,  and  Durga,  or  of  diffi- 
cult access ;  but  the  HiDdos  believe  her  to  have 
been  married  to  Siva  in  a  pre-existent  state,  when 
she  bor^  the  name  of  SatL  The  daughter  of  Hima- 
laya had  two  sons ;  Ganesa,  or  the  lord  of  spirits, 
adored  as  the  wiMst  of  deities,  and  always  invoked 
at  the  beginning  of  every  literary  work,  and  Cuma- 
ra,  Scanda,  or  Carticeya,  commander  of  the  celes- 
tial armies. 

The  pleasing  fiction  of  Cama,  the  Indian  Cupid. 
and  his  friend  Vasanta,  or  the  Spring,  has  been  the 
sabject  of  another  poem;  and  here  it  must  be  re- 
membered, that  the  god  of  love  is  named  also 
Smara,  Candarpa,  and  Ananga.  One  of  his  arrows 
is  called  mellica,  the  nyctanthes  of  our  botanists, 
who  very  unadvisedly  rcpect  the  vernacular  names 
of  most  Asiatic  plants :  it  is  beautifully  introduced 
by  C41idisa  into  this  lively  couplet : 

Mellicamucnle  bhati  gunjamnattamadhuvratah, 
Prayane  panchaoanasya  sancHiamapurayanniva. 

"The  intoxicated  bee  shines  and  munnurs  in 
the  ftesh  blown  Mellica,  tike  him  who  gives 
breath  to  a  white  conch  in  the  procespion  orif  the 
God  with  five  arrows.'^ 

A  critic  to  whom  Cklid&sa  repeated  this  verse  ob- 
terred,  that  the  comparison  was  not  exact :  since 
the  bee  sits  on  the  blossom  itseff,  and  does  not  mur- 
mur at  the  end  of  the  tube,  like  him  who  blows  a 
conch.  "  I  was  aware  of  that,"  said  the  poet,  '*  and, 
therefore,  described  the  bee  as  intoxicated:  a 
drunken  musician  would  blow  the  shell  at  the  wrong 
end :"  There  was  more  than  wit  in  this  answer :  it 
was  a  just  rebuke  to  a  dull  critic;  for  poetry  de- 
lights in  general  images,  and  is  so  far  from  being 
a  perfect  imitation,  that  a  scrupulous  exactness  of 
descriptions  and  similies,  by  leaving  nothing  for 
the  imagination  to  supply,  never  foils  to  diminish 
or  destroy  the  pleasure  of  every  reader,  who  has  an 
imagination  to  be  gratified. 

It  may  here  be  observed,  that  nymphoea,  not 
lotos,  it  the  generic  name  in  Europe  of  the  flower 
consecrated  to  Isis:  the  Persies  know  by  the 
same  of  nilnfer  that  species  of  it  which  the  bota- 
nists ridiculously  call  nelumbo,  and  which  is  re- 
markable fM>  its  curious  pericarpium,  where  each 
of  the  seeds  contains  in  miniature  the  leaves  of  a 
perfect  vegetable.  The  lotos  of  Homer  was  proba- 
bly the  sugar-cane,  and  that  of  linnsBus  is  a  pafH- 
lionaceeiis  plant;   but  he  gives  the  same  name  to 


another  species  of  the  nymphosa ;  and  the  word  ii 
so  constantly  applied  among  us  in  India  to  the  nU 
ICifer,  that  any  other  would  be  hardly  intelligible : 
the  blue  lotos  grows  in  Cashmir  and  in  Persia,  but 
not  in  Bengal,  where  weeee  only  the  red  and  white ; 
and  hence  occasion  istaken  to  feign,  that  the  lotos 
of  Hindustan  was  dyed  crimson  by  the  blood  of 
Siva. 

Cuv^ra,  'mentioned  in  the  fourteenth  stanza,  is 
the  god  of  wealth,  supposed  to  reside  in  a  magnifi- 
cent city,  called  Alaci;  and  Vrihaspati,  or  the 
genius  of  the  planet  Jupiter,  is  the  preceptor  of  the 
gods  in  Swerga  or  the  firmament :  he  is  usually  re-> 
presented  as  their  orator,  when  any  message  is  car- 
ried from  them  to  one  of  their  superior  deities. 

The  lamentations  of  Reti,  the  wife  of  Cama,  fill 
a  wiM>le  book  in  the  Sanscrit  poem,  as  I  am  in- 
formed by  my  teacher,  a  learned  Vaidya ;  who  is 
restrained  only  from  reading  the  book,  which  con- 
tains a  description  of  the  nuptials ;  for  the  cere- 
monies of  a  marriage  where  Brahm&  himself  ofll- 
ciated  as  the  fisther  of  the  bridegroom,  are  too  hply 
to  be  known  by  any  but  Br&hmans. 

The  ^chievments  of  Duigi  in  her  martial  cha- 
racter as  the  patroness  of  virtue,  and  her  battle 
with  a  demon  in  the  sh^  of  a  bu&lo,  are  the  sub- 
ject of  many  qiisodes  in  the  puriuas  and  dtvyas,; 
or  sacred  and  popular  poems;  but  a  full  acoount 
of  them  wouki  have  destroyed  the  unity  of  the  ode, 
and  they  are  barely  alluded  to  in  the  last  stansa. 

It  seemed  proper  to  change  the  measure,  when 
the  goddess  was  to  be  addreoed  ai  Bhavkoi,  or  the 
power  of  fecundity  ;  but  such  a  .change,  though 
very  common  in  Sanscrit,  has  its  inoonveaieneies  in 
European  poetry :  a  distinct  hymn  is  therdbre  ap- 
propriated to  her  in  that  capacity ;  for  the  eiqpla- 
nation  of  which  we  need  only  premise,  that  Lacsh- 
mi  is  the  goddess  of  abundance ;  that  the  cetata  it 
a  fragrant  and  beautiful  plant  of  the  dicacian  kind, 
known  to  botanists  by  the  name  pandanus;  and 
that  the  d^rgotsava,  or  great  festival  of  Bhavani  at 
the  close  of  the  rains,  ends  in  throwing  the  image 
of  the  goddess  into  the  Ganges,  or  other  sacrel 
waters. 

I  am  not  conscioos  of  having  left  unexplained 
any  difficult  allusion  in  the  two  poems ;  and  have 
only  to  add  (lest  European  critics  should  connder 
a  few  of  the  images  as  inapplicable  to  Indian  man- 
ners) that  the  ideas  of  snow  and  ice  are  familiar  to 
the  Hindus ;  that  the  mountains  of  Himalaya  may 
be  clearly  discerned  from  a  part  of  Bengal ;  that 
the  Grecian  Haemus  is  the  Sanscrit  word  haimas, 
meaning  snowy;  and  that  funeral  urns  may  be 
seen  perpetuall  y  on  the  banks  of  the  river. 

The  two  hymns  are  neither  translations  from  any 
other  poems,  nor  imitatkxis  ^f  any ;  and  have  no- 
thing of  Pindar  in  them  except  the  measures,  whiek 
are  nearly  the  same,  syllable  for  syllable,  with 
those  of  the  first  and  second  Nemean  Odes :  more 
musical  stansas  might  perhaps  have  been  formed  ; 
but,  in  every  art,  tariety  and  novelty  are  consider- 
able souroea  of  pleasure.  The  style  and  manner  of 
Pindar  have  been  greatly  mistaken ;  and,  that  n 
distinct  idea  of  tiiem  may  be  conceived  by  such,  as 
have  not  access  to  that  inimitable  poet  in  iiis  own 
language,  I  cannot  refrain  from  sul^aing  the  first 
Nemean  Ode  >,  not  only  in  the  same  moasnre  as 

.  %  See  page  467. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


476 


JONES'S  POEMS. 


nearljr  as  ponible,  but  almoil  word  lor  word  with 
the  origmal ;  those  epithets  and  phraiet  only  being 
necessarily  added,  which  are  printed  in  Italic  let- 
ters. 


THE  HYMN  TO  DXJRGA. 

I.  1- 
Faou  thee  begins  the  solemn  air, 
AdorM  Qan^;  next,  thy  sire  we  praise 
(Him,  ftoip.  whose  red  clustering  hair 
A  new-born  crescent  sheds  propitious  rays. 
Fair  as  Gangi's  curling  foam,) 
Bread  Is'wara ;  who  lov'd  o'er  awful  moantains» 
Bapt  in  prescience  deep,  to  roam. 
But  chiefly  those,  whence  holy  rivers  gush. 
Bright  from  their  secret  fountains. 
And  o'er  the  realms  of  Brahmi  rush. 

I.  d. 
Bock  above  rock  they  ride  sublhne. 

And  lose  their  summits  in  blue  fields  of  day. 

Fashioned  first,  when  rolling  Time, 

Vast  infant,  in  hb  golden  cradle  lay. 

Bidding  endless  ages  ran 

And  wreathe  their  giant  heads  in  snoim  eternal 

Gilt  by  each  revolving  son  ; 

Though  neither  morning  beam,  nor  noontide  glare, 

In  wintry  sign  or  venal. 

Their  adamantine  strength  impair; 

L  3. 
Nor  e'en  the  fiercest  summer  beat 
Could  thrill  the  palace,  where  their  monarch  reign'd 
On  his  frost-impearled  seat, 
(Such  height  had  unremitted  virtue  gain'd  I) 
Himalaya,  to  whom  a  lovely  child. 
Sweet  Parvati,  sag^  M^na  bore. 
Who  now,  in  earliest  bloom,  saw  Heav'n  adore 
Her  charms  ;  £arth  languish,  till  she  smiPd. 

n.  1. 

.  But  she  to  love  no  tribute  paid ; 
Great  Iswara  her  pious  cares  engaged : 
Him,  who  Gods  and  fiends  dismay'd. 
She  soojth'd  with  oflPringsmeek^  when  meet  he  rag'd. 
On  a  morn,  when,  edg'd  with  ]igl)t. 
The  lake-bom  flow'n  their  sapphire  cops  expanded 
Laughing  at  the  scattered  night, 
A  vale  remote  and  silent  pool  she  sought. 
Smooth-footed,  lotos-handed. 
And  braids  of  sacred  blossoms  wrought; 

II.  2. 

Not  for  her  neck,  which,  unadora'd. 

Bade  envying  antelopei  their  beauties  hide : 

Art  she  knew  not,  or  sbe  scora'd ; 

Nor  had  her  language  e'en  a  name  for  pride. 

To  the  god,  who,  fix'd'in  thought. 

Sat  in  a  crystal  cave  new  worlds  designing. 

Softly  sweet  her  gift  she  brought. 

And  spread  the  garland  o'er  his  shoulders  broad,  _ 

Where  serpents  huge  lay  twming. 

Whose  hiss  the  round  creation  aw'd. 


11.  3. 
He  view'd,  half-smiling,  half-severe. 
The  prostrate  maid — ^khat  moment 
He,  who  decks  the  purple  year, 
Vasgnta,  vain  of  odoriTrous  locks, 


[rocks 
the 


WHh  Gma,  horsM  on  inCtnt  breezes  flew : 
(Who  knows  not  Cama,  nature's  kingO 
Vaaanta  barb'd  the  shaft  and  fix'd  the  string; 
The  living  bow  Gandarpa  drew. 

III.  1. 
Dire  sacrilege !  The  chosen  reed. 

That  Smara  pointied  with  transceodant  art, 

Glanc'd  with  unimagin'd  speed. 

And  tiog'd  its  blooming  barb  in  Siva's  heart : 

Glorious  flow'r,  in  Heaven  prodaim'd 

Rich  mellic^  with  balmy  breath  delicious. 

And  on  earth  nyctanthes  oam'd ! 

Some  drops  divinfe,  that  o'er  the  lotos  blue 

Trickled  in  rills  auspicious. 

Still  mark  it  with  a  crimson  hue. 

Iir.  2. 
Soon  clos'd  the  wound  its  haltow'd  lips; 
But  nature  folt  the  pafaa :  Heav>n's  blazing  eys 
Sank  absorb'd  in  sad  eclipse. 
And  meteors  rare  betray 'd  the  trembling  sky  ; 
When  a  flame,  to  which  oompar'd 
The  keenest  lightnings  were  but  idle  flashes. 
From  that  orb  all-piercmg  glar'd, 
Whidi  in  the  front  of  wrathful  Hara  rolls. 
And  soon  to  silver  ashes 
Redoc'd  the  inflamer  of  our  sonls. 

HI.  3. 
Vasant,  (or  thee  a  milder  doom. 
Accomplice  rash,  a  thund*ring  voice  decreed : 
"  Withering  live  in  joyless  gloom, 
While  ten  gay  signs  the  dancing  seasons  lead. 
Tby  flow'rs,  perennial  once,  now  annual  made. 
The  fish  and  ram  shall  still  adorn  ; 
But,  when  the  bull  has  rear'd  his  golden  born, 
Shall,  like  yon  idling  rainbow,  frde." 

IV.  1. 

The  thunder  ceas'd ;  the  day  return'd  ; 

But  Siva  from  terrestrial  haunts  had  fled : 

Smit  with  rapt'roos  love  he  buro'd, 

^id  sigh'd  on  gemm'd  Caittsa's  viewless  head. 

Lonely  dawn  the  mountain  stsep. 

With  fluttering  heart,  soft  t^arvati  descended ; 

Nor  in  drops  of  nectaHd  sleep 

Drank  solace  through  the  night,  bat  lay  alann^ 

Lest  her  mean  gifts  offended 

The  god  her  powerful  beauty  charm*d. 

IV.  2. 
All  arts  her  sorrowing  damsels  tried,         [smooUie. 
Her  brow,  where   wrinkled   anguisib   lowVd,  to 
And,  her  troubled  soul  to  soodie^ 
Sagacious  Mena  mild  reproof  appUed  ; 
But  nor  art  nor  counsel  sage. 
Nor  e'en  her  sacred  parenVs  tender  chiding* 
Coukl  her  only  pain  assuage : 
The  mountain  drear  she  sought,  in  mantling  shads 
Her  tears  and  transports  hiding. 
And  oft  to  her  adorer  pray'd. 

IV.  3* 

There  on  a  crag  whose  icy  rift 

Hurl'd  night  and  horraur  o^  the  pool  pn/kfou^ 

That  with  madding  eddy  swift 

Bevengeful  bark'd  his  rugged  base  aroond. 

The  bomteons  hermit  sat ;  but  soon  peroeiv'd 

A  Br&bman  old  before  her  stand. 

His  rude  stafi'quivhring  in  his  wither'd  hand, 

AMkO|  falt'ring,  ask'd  for  whom  she  griev'di 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


HYMNS. 


♦77 


V.  1- 


'*  What  graceful  youth,  with  accent!  mild. 

Eyes  like  twin  stan,  and  lips  like  early  moniy 

Haa  thy  pensive  heart  beguiPd  V* 

*'  No  mortal  yoatb,''  she  said  with  modart  ioonii, 

**  E'er  beguii'd  my  goiltless  heart : 

Him  have  I  lost,  who  to  these  mountains  hoary 

Bloom  celestial  could  impart 

Thee  I  salute,  thee  ven'rate,  thee  deplore. 

Dread  Siva,  source  of  glory. 

Which  on  these  rocks  must  gleam  no  more  !" 

V.  2. 
'*  Rare  object  of  a  damsel's  love,*' 
The  wiard  bold  replied,  "  who,  rude  and  wild 
Leaves  eternal  bliss  above. 
And  roves  o'er  wastes  where  nature  never  smii'd. 
Mounted  on  his  milkwhite  bull  I 
Seek  Indra  with  atrial  bow  victotiotts, 
Who  from  vases  ever  full 
QuaflBi  love  and  nectar ;  seek  the  festive  hall, 
Kich  caves,  and  mansion  glorious 
Of  young  Cuvera,  lov'd  by  all  | 

V.  3. 

*'  But  yum  that  sullen  wayward  God, 

That  three-ey'd  monster,  hideous,  fierce,  untamM, 

Unattied,  iU-giit,  unshod^—" 

"  Such  fell  Impiety,''  the  nymph  exclaim'd. 

Who  speaks,  must  agonize  ;  who  hears,,  must  die ; 

Nor  can  this  vital  frame  sustain 

The  pois*nous  taint,  that  runs  from  vein  to  vein; 

Death  may  atone  the  blasphemy." 

^VI.  1. 

She  spoke,  and  o'er  the  rifted  rocks 

Her  lovely  form  with  pkius  phrenzy  threw  ; 

But  beneath  her  floating  locks 

And  waving  robes  a  thousand  breezes  flew. 

Knitting  close  their  silky  plumes. 

And  in  mid-air  a  downy  pillow  spreading  j 

Till,  in  clouds  of  rich  perfumes 

Embalmed,  they  bore  her  to  a  mystic  wood  ; 

Where  streams  of  glory  sheddmg. 

The  well-fieign'd  Brkhman,  Siva,  stood. 

VI.  2. 
The  rest  my  song  conceal : 
Unhallowed  ears  the  sacrilege  might  rue. 
Gods  alone  to  gods  reveal 

In  what  stupendous  notes  th'  immortals  woo. 

Straight  the  sons  of  light  prepar'd 

The  nuptial  feast,  Heav'n's  opal  gates  onfoUing^ 

Which  th'  empyreal  army  shar'd ; 

And  sage  Himalaya  shed  blissful  tears 

With  aged  eyes  beholdiog 

Bis  daughter  empress  of  the  spheres* 

VI.  3. 
Whilst  ev'ry  lip  with  nectar  glow'd. 
The  bridegroom  blithe  his  transformation  told: 
Round  the  mirthful  goblet  flow'd. 
And  laughter  free  o'er  plains  of  ether  roU'd : 
**  Thee  too,  like  Vishnu,"  sakl  the  blushing  qneen, 
*'  Soft  Maya,  guileful  maid,  attends  j 
But  in  delight  supreme  the  phantasm  ends^ 
Love  crowns  the  visionary  scene." 

VIL  L 
Then  rose  Vrihaspatiy  who  reigns 
Beyond  red  Mangala's  terrific  qihere, 
Wand'ring  o'er  cereulean  plains : 
His  periods  eloquent  Heav'n  loves  to  bear 


Soft  as  dew  on  waking  flttw'rl. 

He  told,  how  Tamca  with  snaky  l^gioitt. 

Envious  of  supernal  pow'rs. 

Had  menac'd  long  old  Meni's  golden  head. 

And  Indra's  beaming  regions 

With  desolatkMi  wild  had  spread  : 

VII.  2. 
How,  when  the  gods  to  Brahma  flew  ' 
In  routed  squadrons,  and  his  help  deploHd} 
"  Sons  !"  he  said,  '*  from  vengeance  due 
The  fiend  must  wield  secure  his  fiery  sword 
(Thus  th'  unerring  Will  ordains,) 
Till  from  the  Great  Destroyer's  pure  embraees^ 
Knit  in  love's  mysterious  chains 
With  her,  who,  daughter  to  the  mountain-kJQg, 
Yon  snowy  mansion  graces, 
Cumara,  warrior-child,  shall  spring; 

VII.  3. 

"  Wlio  bright  in  arms  of  heav'nly  proof. 

His  crest  a  blazing  star,  his  diamond  mail 

Colour'd  in  the  rainbow's  woof. 

The  rash  invaders  fiercely  shall  assail, 

Afld,  on  a  stately  peacock  home,  shall  rash 

Against  tbe  dragon  of  the  deep  i 

Nor  shall  bis  thund'ring  mace  inaitiaie  sleepy 

Till  their  faifieraal  chief  it  crush.'* 

VIII.  1. 

"  Tbe  splendid  host  with  solemn  state 

(Still  spoke  th'  ethereal  orator  unblam'd) 

Reason'd  high  in  long  debate  j 

Till,  through  my  counsel  provident,  they  dahtt'd 

Hapless  Gama's  potent  aid : 

At  Indra's  wish  appear'd  the  soul's  inflamer. 

And,  io  vernal  arms  array'd,    ^ 

Engag'd  (ah,  thoughtless  !)  in  the  bold  empriie 

To  tome  wide  nature's  tamer. 

And  soften  him  who  shakes  the  skies. 

VIII.  2. 
"  See  now  the  god,  whom  all  ador'd. 
An  ashy  heap,  the  jest  of  every  gale  ! 
Loss  by  Heav*n  and  Earth  deplor'd  I 
For,  love  extinguish'd.  Earth  and  Heav'n  must  hXf, 
Mark  how  Reti  bears  his  urn. 
And  tow'rd  her  widow'd  pile  with  piercing  ditty 
Pointa  the  flames— «h,  see  it  bum ! 
How  ill  tbe  fiin'ral  with  the  feast  agrees  1 
Com^  liove's  pale  sister,  Pity ; 
Gome,  and  the  lover's  wrath  appease." 

VIII.  3* 
Tumultuous  passions  whilst  be  spoke 
In  heav'nly  bosoms  mfac'd  their  bursting  fire. 
Scorning  frigid  Wisdom's  yoke. 
Disdain,  revenge,  devotion,  hope,  desire : 
Then  grief  prevail'd  ;  but  pity  won  the  prize. 
Not  Siva  could  the  charm  resist ; 
«  Rise,  holy  love,"  he  said,  and  kiss'd 
The  pearls,  that  gush'd  from  Durga's  eyes. 

DC  1. 
That  instant  through  the  blest  abode. 
His  youthful  charms  renew'd,  Ananga  came : 
High  on  em'rald  plumes  he  rode 
With  Reti  brighten'd  by  th'  eluded  flame  ; 
Nor  could  young  Vasanta  mourn 
(Officious  friend  !)  his  darling  lord  attending. 
Though  of  annual  beauty  shorn : 
<*  Love-shafb  enow  one  season  shall  nipplyy 
He  menae'd  unoffimdiog. 
To  rule  the  rulers  of  the  sky." 
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IX.  2. 
With  tboQts the  boandien  nuuuioii  rang; 
AoA,  in  sublime  accord,  the  radiant  quire 
Strains  of  bridal  rapture  sang 
With  glowing  conquest  joined  and  martial  ire : 
**  Spring  to  life,  triumfiiant  son. 
Hell's  future  dread,  and  HeaT*n's  eternal  wonder  I 
Helm  and  flaming  babeigeon 
For  thee,  behold,  immortal  artists  weave. 
And  edge  with  keen  blue  thunder 
The  blfuie,  that  shall  th'  oppressor  cleaye." 

CC  3. 
O  Dinga,  thou  hast  deign'd  to  shield 
Man's  feeble  virtue  with  celestial  might. 
Gliding  from  yon  jasper  field, 
And,  on  a  lion  borne,  hast  brav*d  the  fight ; 
For,  when  the  demon  Vice  thy  realms  defied. 
And  arm'd  with  death  each  arched  horn. 
Thy  golden  lance,  O  Goddess  mountain-bom, 
Tottc^'d  but  the  pest — ^He  roar'd  and  died. 


THE  HYMN  TO  BUAVASl. 

.When  TioM  was  drewn'd  in  sacred  sleep,    * 
And  raven  Darkness  brooded  o'er  the  doep,— 
Eeposing  on  primeval  pillows 
Of  tossing  billows. 
The  forms  of  animated  nature  lay  ; 
'  Till  o'er  the  wide  abyss  where  Love 
Sal  like  a  nestling  dove, 
Ffom  Heav'n's  dun  concave  shot  a  golden  ray. 

Still  brighter  and  more  bri^  it  straam'd. 
Then,  like  a  thousand  sons,  resistless  gleam'd; 
Whilst  on  the  placid  waters  bloomhig. 
Hie  sky  perfuming, 

An  op'ning  lotos  rose,  and  smiling  spread 
His  azure  skirts  and  vase  of  gold. 
While  o'er  his  foliage  roli'd 
Drops,  that  impearl  Bhavani's  orient  bed. 

Mother  of  gods,  rich  nature's  qoeen. 
Thy  genial  fire  emblaz'd  the  borstmg  scene  ; 
For,  on  th'  expanded  blossom  sitting. 
With  sun-beams  knitting 
That  mystic  veil  for  ever  nnremovVl, 
Thou  bad'st  the  softly-kindling  flame 
Pervade  this  peopled  frame. 
And  smiles,  with  blushes  ting'd,  the  woifc  iqn;irOT*d. 

Goddess,  around  thy  radiant  throne 
The  scaly  shoals  in  spangled  vesture  shone. 
Some  slowly,  through  green  waves  advandog. 
Some  swiftly  glancing. 

As  each  thy  mild  mysterkws  pow'r  impell'd : 
E'en  ores  and  river  <dragons  felt 
Their  iron  bosoms  melt 
With  scorching  heat  $  for  love  the  mightiest  qiiell'd* 

But  straight  ascending  vapoon  rare 
Cyercanopied  thy  seajt  with  lucid  air, 
While,  through  young  Indra's  new  dominions 
Unnumber'd  pinions 

Mix'd  with  thy  beams  a  thousand  varyiog  dyes. 
Of  birds  or  insects,  who  pursued 
Their  flying  loves,  or  woo'd 
Them  yielding,  and  with  music  fiU'd  the  skies. 

And  now  bedeck'd  with  spaiUing  iales 
like  rising  stars,  the  wai'ry  desert  smiles  ; 
Smooth  plains  by  waving  forests  booaded. 
With  hillocks  rounded. 


Send  forth  a  shaggy  brood,  who,  frisking  light 
In  mingled  flocks  or  faithful  pairs. 
Impart  tlieir  tender  cares : 
All  animals  to  love  their  kind  invite. 

Nor  tbey  alone :  those  vivid  gems. 
That  dance  and  glitter  on  their  leafy  stems. 
Thy  voice  inspires,  thy  boniity  dresses. 
Thy  rapture  blesses, 

From  yon  tall  palm,  who,  like  a  sunbora  kbg. 
His  proud  tiara  spreads  elate. 
To  those,  who  throng  his  gate, 
Where  purple  chieftains  vernal  tribute  bring* 

A  gale  so  sweet  o'er  Ganga  breathes, 
That  in  soft  smiles  her  graceful  cheek  she  wiestki, 
Mark,  where  her  argent  brow  she  raises. 
And  blushing  gazes 

On  yon  fresh  C6taca,  whose  amorous  flower  . 
Throws  fragrance  from  his  flaunting  hair. 
While  with  his  blooming  fair 
He  blends  perfume,  and  multiplies  the  bow'r. 

Thus,  in  one  vast  eternal  gyre, 
Compact  or  fluid  shapes,  instinct  with  fire. 
Lead,  as  they  dance,  this  gay  creation. 
Whose  mild  gradation 
Of  melting  tints  illodes  the  visual  ray ; 
Dense  earth  in  springing  herbage  livw. 
Thence  life  and  nurture  gives 
To  sentient  forms,  that  sink  again  to  day. 

Ye  maids  and  youths  on  frnitfnl  plains. 
Where  Laschmi  revels  and  Bhavani  reigns. 
Oh,  haste !  oh,  bring  yonr  flow'ry  treaMreib 
To  rapid  measures 

Tripping  at  eve  these  hallow'd  banks  along  i 
The  pow'r,  in  yon  dim  shrines  ador'd. 
To  primal  waves  restor'd, 
With  many  a  smiling  race  shaU  blcsfi  yoor  too|^ 


HYMS  TO  ISDRjl. 


THE  ARGUMENT. 

So  many  allusions  to  Hindu  mythology  ocenr  is 
the  following  ode,  that  it  would  be  scarce  intelli- 
gible without  an  explanatory  introduction,  whidi, 
on  every  account,  and  on  all  occasions,  appears 
preferable  to  notes  in  the  margin. 

A  distinct  klea  of  the  god,  whom  the  poem  cele- 
brates, may  be  collected  fh>m  a  passage  in  the 
ninth  section  of  the  Giti^  where  the  sudden  change 
of  measure  has  an  effect  similar  to  that  of  the  finest 
modulations. 

te  punyamasadya  snrendralocatt 
asnanti  divyan  dividevahhogan, 
te  tam  bhuctwa  swergalocam  visalan 
cshine  pnnye  mertyalocam  visanti. 
*'  These,  having  through  Tiitoe  reached  the 
mansion  of  the  king  of  Sura's,  feast  on  the  ex- 
quisite heavenly  food  of  the  gods :  they,  who  have 
enjoyed  this  lofty  region  of  Swefga,  but  whose 
virtue  is  exhausted,  levJHt  the  hatstatinn  of  mor* 
tal8.»» 
Indra,  therefore,  or  the  kiog  of  imnortaAs,  to^fo- 
ponds  with  one  of  the  attcteot  Jnptten  (for  several 
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of  thslMiBe  fpore  ironhipped  n^Enrope),  and  par- 
ticular with  jQpiter  the  Gkmducior,  whose  attributes 
are  ao  nobly  described  by  the  Platonic  philosophers: 
one  of  hia  namevons  titles  is  Djrupeti,  or,  in  the  no- 
ninaii^  case  before  certain  letters,  Dyapetir; 
which  means  the  lord  of  Heayen,  and  seems  a  more 
probable  origin  pf  the  Hetrnscan  word  than  Juvans 
Pater;  as  0iespiter  was  probably,  not  the  fether, 
bat  the  lord,  of  day.  He  may  be  considered  as 
the  Jove  of  £anius  in  his  memorable  line : 
Aspioe  hoc  snblime  candens,  qnem  invocant  omnes 


where  the  poet  clearly  means  the  firmament,  of 
which  lodra  is  the  personification.  He  is  the  god 
of  thunder  and  the  five  elements,  with  inferior  genii 
under  hia  command ;  and  is  cooceiTed  to  govern 
the  eastern  quarter  of  the  world,  bat  to  preside, 
like  the  genius  or  agathodaemon  of  the  ancients, 
over  the  celestial  bands,  which  are  stationed  on  the 
•ommit  of  Meru  or  the  north-pole,  where  he  so- 
lacea  the  gods  with  nectar  and  heavenly  music : 
benoe,  pertiaps,  the  Hindus,  who  give  evidence,  and 
the  magistrates,  who  hear  it,  are  directed  to  stand 
fiponking  the  east  or  the  north. 

Thb  imaginary  mount  is  here  feigned  to  have 
beeo  aeen  ia  a  Tision  at  Varanassi,  yery  improperly 
called  Baaaris^  which  takes  its  name  from  two  rivu- 
lets thai  emhrace  the  city ;  and  the  bard,  who  was 
f avwured  with  the  sight,  is  supposed  to  have  been 
Vyaaa,  tnmamed  Dwaipayana,  or  dwelling  in  an 
itiaod  ;  wbo^  if  he  really  composed  the  GitA,  makes 
very  flattering  mention  of  himself  in  the  tenth 
chaiiter.  The  plant  lati,  which  he  describes  weav- 
ii^  a  net  itmnd  the  mountain  Mandara,  is  trans- 
ported by  a  poefcical  liberty  to  Sumeru,  which  the 
great  author  of  the  Mahabbarat  has  richly  painted 
lA  Ibor  beaotifiil  couplets:  it  is  the  generic  name 
for  a  craeper,  though  reproented  here  as  a  species, 
of  which  many  elegant  varieties  are  found  in  Aria. 

The  genii  named  Gnnaras  are  the  male  dancers 
ia  9«erga,  or  the  Heaven  of  Indra ;  and  the  Apsaras 
are  his  daincing-girls,  answering  to  the  fairies  of  the 
Persians,  and  to  the  damsels  called  in  the  Koran 
hbbru'lAydn,  or  with  antelopes'  eyes.  For  the  story 
orChitrarat*ha,  the  chief  murician  of  the  Indian 
paradise,  whose  painted  car  was  burned  by  Aijun, 
and  for  that  of  the  Chaturdesaretna,  or  fourteen 
gcuM,  as  tliey  are  called,  which  were  produced  by 
churning  the  ocean,  the  reader  must  be  referred  to 
Mr.  Wilkitts's  learned  annotations  on  his  accurate 
wersioa  of  the  Bhagavadgit^  The  feble  of  the  peme- 
granate-Aower  is  borrowed  from  the  popular  my- 
tbolocy  of  Nepal  and  Tibet 

hi  this  poem  the  same  form  of  stanza  is  rq>eat6d 
with  variations,  on  a  principle  entirely  new  in  mo- 
dem lyric  poetry,  which  on  some  future  occasion 
r  be  eiplained. 


THE  HYMK. 

Birr  ah !  what  glories  yon  blue  vauH  emblaze  }  > 
What  living  flseteors  fnim  the  zenith  stream  ? 
Or  bath  a  rapt'rous  dream 
Petplex^  the  isle-bom  bard  in  fietion*s  maze? 
He  wakes;  he  hears;  he  riews  no 'fancied  rays. 
Tie  Indra  moanled  on  the  Sun's  bright  beam ; 
Aad  fuund  him  reveh  his  empyreal  tram: 

rliBtol  h0w  fveet  their  stcain I 


Like  shooting  stars  anmnd  his  regal  seat 
A  veil  of  many-ooloui'd  light  they  weave. 
That  eyes  unholy  would  of  sense  bereave: 
Their  sparkling  hands  and  lightly-tripping  feet        ^ 
Tir'd  gales  and  panting  clouds  behind  them  leave. 
With  love  of  song  and  sacred  beauty  smit 
The  mystic  dance  they  knit ; 
Pursuing,  circling,  whirling,  twining,  leading. 
Now  chasing,  now  receding; 
Till  the  gay  pageant  from  the  sky  descends 
On  charmed  Sumeru,  who  with  homage  bends. 

Hail,  mountain  of  delight. 
Palace  of  glory,  bless'd  by  glory's  king ! 
With  prospering  shade  embow'ir  me,  whilst  I  sing 
Thy  wonders  yet  unreached  by  mortal  flight. 
Sky-piercing  mountain  I  In  thy  bow'rs  of  love 
No  tears  are  seen,  save  where  medicinal  stalks 
Weep  drops  balsamic  o'er  the  silveHd  walks  ; 
No  plainU  are  heard,  save  where  the  restless  dove 
Of  coy  repulse  and  mild  reluctance  talks; 
Mantled  in  woven  gold,  with  gems  unchas'd. 
With  em'rald  hillocs  graced. 
From  whose  fresh  laps  in  young  fhntutic  mazes 
Soft  ciystal  bounds  and  blazes 
Bathing  the  lithe  convolvulus,  that  winds 
Obsequious,  and  ewsh  flaunting  arbour  binds. 

When  sapient  Brahma  this  new  world  approv*d» 
On  woody  wings  eight  primal  mountains  mov'd ; 
But  Indra  mark'd  Sumeru  for  his  own. 
And  motionless  was  ev'ry  ston«. 

Dazzling  the  Moon,  he  rears  his  golden  head  t 
Nor  bards  inspir'd,  nor  Heav'n's  all  perfect  speedh. 
Less  may  nnballow'd  rhyme  his  beanties  teach. 
Or  paint  the  pavement  which  th'  immortals  tread  ; 
Nor  thought  of  man  his  awful  height  can  reach : 
Who  sees  it,  maddens;  who  approaches,  dies; 
For,  with  flame-darting  eyes. 
Around  it  roll  a  thousand  sleepless  dragons; 
While  from  their  diamond  flagons 
The  feasting  gods  exhaustless  nectar  sip. 
Which  glows  and  sparkles  on  each  fragrant  lip. 
This  fieast  in  mem'ry  of  the  churned  wave 
Great  Indra  gave,  when  Amrit  first  was  won 
From  impious  demons,  who  to  Miy&'s  eyes 
Resign'd  the  prize,  and  rued  the  fight  begun. 
Now,  while  each  ardent  Onnara  persuades 
The  soft-ey*d  Apsara  to  break  the  dance. 
And  leads  her  loth,  yet  with  love-beaming  glanee^ 
To  banks  of  maijoram  and  champac  shades. 
Celestial  genti  tow'rd  their  king  advance 
(So  caird  by  men,  in  Heav'n  Gandharvas  nam'd) 
For  matchless  music  fam'd. 
Soon,  where  the  bands  in  lucid  rows  assemble. 
Flutes  breathe,  and  citherns  tremble ; 
Till  Chitraratha  sings — His  painted  car. 
Yet  nnconsom'd,  gleams  like  an  orient  star^ 

Hush'd  was  ev'ry  breezy  pinion, 
Ev'ry  breeze  his  fall  suspended : 
Silence  reign'd  ;  whose  sole  dominiOB 
Soon  was  raised,  but  soon  was  ended. 

He  rings,  how  **  whilom  firom  the  tnxibled  nata 
The  sov'reign  elephant  Airavan  sprang  f 
The  breathing  shell,  that  peals  of  conquest  rang  ; 
The  parent  cow,  whom  none  impkMpes  in  vain  ; 
The  milk-white  steed,  the  bow  withdeafningoUaf  | 
The  goddesses  of  beauty,  wealth,  and  wine  ; 
Ftow'rs,  that  un&ding  shine^ 
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Narayan^s  gem,  the  moonligfat^a  tender  laoguish  { 

Blue  Teoom,  source  of  anguish  : 

The  solemn  leech,  slow-moving  o'er  the  strand, 

A  rase  of  long-sought  amrit  in  his  hand« 

To  soften  human  ills  dread  Siva  drank 

The  pois'nous  flood,  that  stain'd  his  azure  neck  ; 

The  rest  thy  mansions  deck. 

High  Swerga !  stor'if  in  many  a  blazing  rank. 

Thou,  god  of  thundM* !  sat'st  on  Meru  thronM, 

Cloud-riding,  mountain-piercing,  thousand -ey'd. 

With  young  Pulomaja,  Iby  blooming  bride, 

Whilst  air  and  skies  thy  boundless  empire  own*d ; 

Hail,  Dyupetir,  dismay  to  Bala's  pride ! 

Or  speaks  Furander  best  thy  martial  fome, 

Or  Sacra,  mystic  name  ? 

With  various  praise  in  odes  and  hallow'd  story 

Sweet  bards  shall  hymn  thy  glory. 

Thou,  Vasava,  from  this  unmeasnPd  height 

Shed'st  pearl,  shed'st  odours  o'er  the  sons  of  light!" 

The  genius  rested ;  for  his  pow'rful  art 
Had  8>feU'd  the  monarch's  heart  with  ardour  Tain, 
That  threaten'd  rash  disdain  and  seem'd  to  low'r 
On  gods  uf  loftier  pow'r  and  ampler  reign. 

He  smil'd;  and,  warbling  in  a  softer  mode^^ 
Sang  "  the  red  lightning,  hail,  and  whelnung  rain 
O'er  Qocul  greeu  and  Vraga's  nympb-lov'd  plain 
By  Indra  hurl'd,  whose  altars  ne'er  had  glow'd. 
Since  infant  Crishna  rul'd  the  rustic  train 
Kow  tbrilPd  with  terrour— Them  the  heav'nly  child 
Cali'd,  and  with  looks  ambrosial  smil'd, 
Then  with  one  fingtfr  rear'd  the  vast  Govirdhen, 
Bene&th  whose  rucky  burden 
On  pastures  dry  the  maids  and  herdsmen  trod : 
The  lord  of  thunder  felt  a  mightier  god  !" 
'  What  forifis  potent  modulation  sooths ! 
E'en  the  dilated  heart  of  Indra  shrinks: 
His  ruffled  broW  he  smooths. 
His  lance  half-rais'd  with  listless  languor  sinks. 

A  sweeter  strain  the  sage  musician  chose : 
He  told,  how,  **  Sachi,  soft  as  morning  lights 
Blythe  Sachi,  from  her  lord  Indrani  bight. 
When  through  clear  skies  their  car  ethereal  rose 
Fix  d  on  a  garden  trim  her  wand'ring  sight. 
Where  gay  pomegranates,  fresh  with  early  dew. 
Vaunted  their  blossoms  new :  [dresses 

'  Oh !   pluck,  she  said,  yon  gems,  which  nature 
To  grace  my  darker  tresses.' 
In  form  a  shepherd's  boy,  a  god  in  soul, 
He  haftenM,  and  the  blooming  treasure  stole. 

"  The  reckless  peasant,  who  those  glowing  flow'rs, 
Hopeful  of  rubied  fruit,  had  foster'd  long, 
SeizM  and  with  cordage  strong 
Shackled  the  god,  who  gave  him  show'rs. 
Straight  from  sev'n  winds  immortal  genii  flew. 
Green  Varuna,  whom  foamy  waves  obey, 
Bris^ht  Vahni  flaming  like  the  lamp  of  day, 
Cuvera  sought  by  all,  enjoyed  by  few, 
Marut,  who  bids  the  winged  breezes  play. 
Stem  Yama,  ruthless  jodge,  and  Isa  cold 
With  Nairrit  mildly  bold : 

They  with  the  ruddy  flash,  that  points  his  thunder. 
Rend  his  vain  bands  asunder. 
Th'  exulting  god  resumes  his  thousaiid  eyes. 
Four  arms  divine,  and  robes  of  changing  dyet— ^ 

Soft  memory  retrac'd  the  yootfafnl  scene  ; 
The  thnnd'rer  yielded  to  resistless  charms, 
Then  smilM  enamoar'd  on  his  bluihmg  queei^ 
And  melted  in  bar 


Such  was  the  vision,  which^**oo  Vieran's  biti«t 
Or  Asi  pure  with  ciSa'd  blossoaa  fill'd— 
Dwaipayan  slumb'ring  saw ;  (tfans  Nared  wilTd) 
For  waking  eye  such  glory  never  UessHl, 
Nor  waking  ear  such  music  ever  tbrilPd. 
It  vanish'd  with  light  sleep:  be,  rising,  praisM 
The  guarded  mount  higfa-taised,  [sores, 

And  pray'd  the  thnnd'ring  power,  that  siienfjr  trea- 
Mild  sbow'rs  and  vernal  pleasures. 
The  lab'riiqf  youth  in  mead  and  vale  might  cheer. 
And  cberish'd  herdsmen  bless  th'  abundant  year. 
Thee,  darter  of  the  swift  blue  bolt !  be  sang ; 
Sprinkler  of  genial  dews  and  fruitful  raim 
O'er  hills  and  thinty  plains! 
"  When  through  the  waves  ofwar  thy  charger  spiaag, 
Each  rock  rebellow'd  and  each  forest  rang. 
Till  vanquish'd  Asurs  felt  avenging  pains. 
Send  o'er  their  seats  the  snake,  that  never  dies. 
But  waft  the  virtuous  to  thy  ddes  V* 


HYMH  TO  aVRYA. 

ARGUMENT. 
A  PLAUSIBLE  opinion  has  been  entertained  by  lesiii- 
ed  men,  that  the  principal  source  of  idolatry 
among  the  ancients  was  their  enthusiastic  admira- 
tion ojr  the  Sun ;  and  that,  when  the  primitive  reli- 
gion of  mankind  was  lost  amid  the  distractions  of 
establishing  the  regal  government,  or  n^^lected  amid 
the  allurements  of  vice,  they  ascribed  to  the  great 
visible  luminary,  or  to  the  wonderful  fluid,  of  wfakh 
it  is  the  general  reservoir,  those  powers  of  pervading 
all  space  and  animating  all  nature,  which  th»r  an- 
cestors had  attributed  to  one  eternal  Bfind,  by  whom 
the  substance  of  fire  had  been  created  as  an  inani- 
mate and  secondary  cause  of  natural  phenomena. 
The  mythology  of  the  east  confirms  this  opinioo; 
and  it  is  probable,  that  the  triple  divinity  of  the 
Hindus  was  originally  no  more  than  a  personifica- 
tion of  the  Sun,  whom  they  called  Tk^yitenu,  or 
three-bodied,  in  his  triple  capacity,  of  producing 
forms  by  his  genial  heat,  preserving  them  by  bis 
light,  or  destroying  them  by  the  concentrated  force 
of  his  igneous  matter  y  this^  with  the  wilder  con- 
ceit of  a  female  power  united  with  the  godhead,  and 
ruling  nature  by  his  authority,  will  account  lor 
nearly  the  whole  system  of  Egyptian,  Indian,  and 
Grecian  polytheism,  distinguished  from  the  snUisae 
theology  of  the  philosophers  whose  understandings 
wer^  too  strong  to  admit  the  popular  belief  but 
whose  influence  was  too  weak  to  rdfonn  it 

Surya,  the  Fhoebus  of  European  heathens,  has 
near  fifty  names  or  epithets  in  the  Sianscrit  language; 
most  of  which,  or  at  least  the  meaning  of  them,  are 
introduced  in  the  folkming  ode  ;  and  every  image, 
that  seemed  capable  of  poetical  ornament,  has  beoi 
selected  from  books  of  the  highest  antbority  among 
the  Hindus :  the  title  Area  is  very  singnlar ;  and  it 
is  remarkable,  that  the  Tibetians  nsprewt  the  Sun'k 
car  in  the  form  of  a  boat. 

It  will  be  neoemary  to  explam  a  Unr  other  paiti- 
cnlars  of  the  Hindu  mythology,  to  which  allaskns 
are  made  in  the  poem.  Soda,  or  tiie  Moon,  is  a 
male  deity  hi  the  Indian  system,  as  Mona  was,  I 
belie?e^«iiongtboSanN»»aiid  JAimti 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


HYMNS. 


481 


of  tlM  nations  who  settled  in  Italy :  bis  titles  also, 
with  one  or  two  of  the  ancient  fables,  to  which  they 
vefer,  are  nchibited  in  the  second  stanza.  Most  of 
the  lunar  mansions  are  beliered  to  be  the  daughters 
of  Ossyapa,  the  first  production  of  Brahma's  head ; 
and  from  their  names  arc  derived  those  of  the  tweWe 
months, vhoare  herefeigned  to  have  married  as  many 
eoostellatiOM :  this  primeral  Brahman  and  Vinata 
are  also  supposed  to  have  been  the  parentnof  Arun, 
the  charioteer  of  the  Sun,  and  uf  the  bird  Oaruda, 
the  eagle  of  the  great  Indian  Jore,  one  of  whose 
epithets  is  Madbaya.  After  this  explanation,  the 
Hymn  will  have  few  or  no  difficulties,  especiaJly  if 
the  reader  has  perused  and  studied  the  Bhaga\-ad- 
gita,  with  which  our  literature  has  been  lately  en- 
riched, an4||fae  fine  episode  from  the  Mababharat, 
on  the  pn>|iction  of  the  Amrita,  which  seems  to  be 
almost  wholly  astronomical,  but  abounds  with  poe- 
tical beauties.  Let  the  following  description  of  the 
demon  Rabu,  deoapitatad  by  Narayan,  be  compared 
with  rimilar  passages  in  Hesiod  and  Milton. 

tach  chliailasringapratiman  danavasya  sior  mahat 
chacrach'hinnam  c'hamotpatya  neoaditi  bbayanca- 

ram, 
tat  cabandham  peptitasya.  vispliurad  dharanitale 
sajferratavanadwipan  daityasyacampayanmahim. 


THE  HYMN. 

Fountain  of  living  light. 

That  o'er  all  nature  streams. 

Of  this  vast  microcosm  both  nerve  and  soul } 

Whose  swift  and  subtil  beams. 

Eluding  mortal  sight, 

Pervade,  attract,  sustain  th'  effulgent  whole. 

Unite,  impel,  dilate,  calcine, 

Give  to  gold  its  weight  and  blaze, 

Dart  from  the  diamond  many-tinted  rays. 

Condense,  protrude,  tnnsform,  concoct,  refine 

Tbe  sparkling  daughters  of  the  mine ; 

Lord  of  the  lotos,  father,  friend,  and  king, 

O  Sun,  thy  pow'rs  1  sing : 

Thy  substance  Indra  with  his  heav'niy  bands 

Nor  sings  nor  understands ; 

Nor  e'en  the  Vedas  three  to  man  explain 

Thy  mystic  orb  triform,  though  Brahma  ton'd  the 

strain. 
nioa,  nectav-beaming  Moon, 
Regent  of  dewy  night, 

nom  yop  black  roe,  that  in  thy  bosom  sleeps. 
Fawn-spotted  Sasin  hight ; 
Wilt  thou  desert  so  soon 

Thy -nigbt-fiow'rs  pale,  whom  liquid  odour  steeps. 
And  Oflhadhi's  transcendent  beam 
Burning  in  tbe  darkest  glade  } 
Will  no  kur'd  name  thy  gentle  mind  persuade 
Yet  one  short  hour  to  shed  thy  cooling  stream  ? 
But  ah !  we  court  a  passing  dream : 
Our  pray'r  nor  Indu  nor  Himan^o  hears ; 

Hefiules;  he  disappears 

E'en  Quijrapa's  gay  daughters  twinkling  die. 
And  silence  lulls  the  sky. 
Till  Chatacs  twitter  from  the  moving  brake. 
And  sandal-breathing  gales  on  beds  of  ether  wake. 
Voi.  XVIU. 


Burst  into  song,  ye  spheres; 
A  greater  light  proclaim. 

And  hymn,  concentric  orbs  I  with  lev'nlbld  chiuiey 
Tbe  god  with  many  a  name; 
Nor  let  unhallow*d  ears 

Drink  life  and  rapture  from  your  charm  sublime  i 
**  Our  bosoms,  Aryama,  inspire, 
Gem  of  Heav'n,  and  flower  of  day, 
Vivaswat,  lancer  of  the  golden  ray, 
Divacara,  pare  source  of  h:>ly  fire. 
Victorious  Rama's  fervid  sire. 
Dread  child  of  Aditi,  Martunda  bless'd. 
Or  Sura  be  addiess'd, 
Rari,  or  Mihira,  or  Bb&nu  bokl. 
Or  Area,  title  old. 

Or  Heridaswa  drawn  by  green-hair'd  steeds. 
Or  Carmasacshi  keen,  attesting  secret  deeds. 
What  fiend,  what  monster  fierce 
E'er  durst  thy  throne  invade  ? 
Malignant  Rahu.     Him  thy  wakeful  sight. 
That  could  the  deepest  shade 
Of  snaky  Narao  pierce, 

Mark'd  quaffing  nectar ;  whom  by  magic  sleight 
A  Sura's  lovely  form  he  wore, 
Rob'd  in  light,  with  lotos  crown'd. 
What  time  th'  immortals  peerless  treasures  found 
On  tbe  chnm'd  ocean's  gem> bespangled  shore, 
And  Mandar*s  load  tbe  tortoise  bore : 
Thy  voice  reveal'd  the  daring  sacrilege ; 
Then,  by  the  deathful  edge 
Of  bright  Sudersan  cleft,  his  dragon  bead 
Dismay  and  horrour  spread. 
Kicking  the  skies,  and  struggling  to  impair 
The  radiance  of  thy  robes,  and  stain  thy  golden 
hair. 

"  With  smiles  of  stemfdisdain 

Thou,  sov'reign  victor !  see'st 

His  impious  rage  :  soon  from  the  mad  assault 

Tlie  coursers  fly  releas'd  | 

Then  toss  each  verdant  mane. 

And  gallop  o'er  the  smooth  aerial  vault ; 

Whilst  in  charm'd  Gocul's  od'roos  vale 

Blue-ey'd  Yamuna  descends 

Exulting,  aiid  her  tripping  tide  suspends, 

Tbe  triunjph  of  her  mighty  sire  to  bail : 

So  must  they  fall,  who  gods  assail ! 

For  now  the  demon  rues  his  rash  emprise. 

Yet,  bellowing  blasphemies 

With  pois'nous  throat,  for  horrid  vengeance  tbints. 

And  oft  with  tempest  bursts, 

As  oft  repel! 'd  he  groans  in  fiery  chains. 

And  o'er  the  realms  of  day,  unvanquUi'd  Suiyn 

reigns." 
Ye  clouds,  in  wavy  wreaths 
Your  dusky  van  unfold ; 
O'er  dimpled  sands,  ye  surges,  gently  flow. 

With  sapphires  edg'd  and  gold  ! 
Loose-tressed  morning  breatlies. 
And  spreads  her  blushes  with  expansive  glow  | 
But  chiefly  where  Uaav'n's  op'ning  eye 
Sparkles  at  her  saffron  gate. 
How  rich,  bow  regal  in  his  orient  state  I 
Ere  long  he  shall  emblaze  th'  unbounded  sky; 
The  fiends  of  darkness  yellilig  fly ; 
While  birds  of  liveliest  note  and  lightest  wing 
Tbe  rising  day-star  siqg , 
Who  skirts  th'  horizon  with  a  blazing  line 
Of  topaaei  divine; 
li 
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E'eo,  in  their  prelude^  brightftr  and  more  bright. 
Flames  the  red  eaat,  and  pours  insufferable  light  >. 
Krtt  o*er  blue  hills  appear. 
With  many  an  agate  Jioof  [green ; 

And  pasterns  fring'd  with  pearl,  sev'n  coursers 
Kor  boasts  yon  arched  woof. 
That  girds  the  showery  sphere, 
Such  heav'o-spun  threads  of  colonr'd  light  serene. 
As  tinge  the  reins,  which  Aran  guides. 
Glowing  with  immortal  grace. 
Young  Arun  loveliest  of  Vinatiau  race. 
Though  younger.    He,  whom  Madhara  bestrides, 
When  high  on  eagle-plumes  he  rides : 
But  oh  !  what  pencil  of  ■  living  star 
'  Could  paint  that  gorgeous  car. 
In  which,  as  in  an  ark  supreniely  bright. 
The  lord  of  boundless  light 
Ascending  calm  o*er  th*  empyreau  sails. 
And  with  ten  thousand  beans  his  awful  beauty  Tells. 
Behind  the  glowing  wheels 
Six  jocund  seasons  dance,  « 
A  radiant  month  in  each  qnick-thifting  hand  ; 
AltenuEte  they  adtance, 
While  buxom  nature  feeh 
The  grateful  changes  of  the  firolic  band : 
Bach  month  a  constellation  Iktr 
Knit  in  youthful  w^ock  holds ; 
And  o'er  each  bed  a  varied  sun  unfolds, 
Lest  one  vast  blaze  our  visual  force  impair, 
A  canopy  of  woven  air. 
Vasanta  biythe  with  many  a  laughing  flow*r 
•I>ecks  his  Candarpa^s  bow*r; 
The  dmoping  pastures  thirsty  Grishma  dries. 
Till  Versha  bids  then  rise ; 
Than  Sarat  with  full  sheaves  the  champaign  fills, 
Whidi  Sisiia  bedews,  and  stem  Hemanta  chills. 
Mark,  how  th*  all-kindling  orb 
Meridiian  glory  gains ! 

Bound  Meru*s  breathing  zone  be  winds  obKque 
O'er  pure  cerulean  plains : 
His  jealous  flames  absorb 
All  meaner  lights,  and  nnresisted  strike 
The  world  with  rapt'rous  joy  and  diead. 
Ocean,  smit  with  melting  pain. 
Shrinks,  and  the  fiercest  monster  of  the  l|iaiR 
Mantles  in  caves  profbund  his  tnsky  head 
With  sea-weeds  dank  and  coral  spread : 
Less  can  mild  Berth  and  her  green  daaghtenbear 
The  noon's  wkle-wastnig  glare ; 
lb  rocks  the  panther  creeps  }  to  woody  night 
The  vulture  steals  his  flight ; 
E'en  oald  cameleons  pant  in  thickeU  dun. 
And  o'er  th'  burning  grit  th'  unwinged  locusts  run. 
But  when  thy  foaming  steeds 
Descend  with  rapid  pace 
Thy  fervent  axle  hast'ning  to  allay,— 
What  majesty,  what  grace 
Dart  o'er  the  western  meadii 
From  ti»y  relenting  eye  their  blended  ray  I 
Soon  may  th'  undaszled  sense  behoM 
Bicb  as  Vishnu's  diadem, 
Or  Amrit  sparkKng  in  an  azure  gem. 
The  horizontafr  globe  of  motten  gold. 
Which  peari'd  and  nibied  clouds  infold. 
It  sinks;  and  myriads  of  diffiisive  dyes 
Stream  o'er  the  tissued  skiea, 

*  See  Gray's  Letters,  p..382,  4to.  and  the  note. 


Till  Soma  smiles,  sttfacted  by  the  song 

Of  many  a  plumed  throng 

In  groves,  meads,  vales;  and,  whilst  he  glides  shore 

Each  bush  and  dancing  bough,  qua&  harmony  asd 

love.  t 

Then  roves  thy  poet  fkee. 
Who  with  no  borrow'd  art  [blase, 

Dares  hynm  thy  pow'r;«aiid  dunt  provoke  thy 
But  folt  thy  thrilling  dart; 
And  now,  on  lowly  knee. 
From  him,  who  gave  the  wonnd,  the  ba|^^  prsyi, 
Herbs,  that  assuage  the  fever's  pai%        • 
Scatter  from  thy  rolling  car,  \ 

CulPd  by  sage  Aswin  and  dirine  Cunsar ; 
And,  if  they  ask,  "  What  nsortal  pours  the  sbUBl" 
Say  (for  thou  see'st  earth,  air,  and  m^} 
Say :  "  From  the  bosom  of  yon  silver Mey 
Where  skies  more  softly  smile,  ^ 

He  came;  and,  lisping,  our  oftiestial  tongue^ 
Though  not  from  Brahma  sprung. 
Draws  orient  knowledge  from  its  foontains  pare, 
Through  caves  obstructed  long,  and  paths  too  lon| 

obscure. '^ 
Yes ;  though  the  Sanscrit  song 
Be  stiown  with  fancv's  wreaths, 
And  emblems  rich,  beyond  low  thoughts  relb'd| 
Yet  heav'niy  truth  it  breathes 

With  attestation  strangi 

That,  loftier  than  thy  sphern,  th'  Etemi  Mind, 

Unmov'd,  unrival'd,  undefii'd. 

Reigns  with  providcnoe  benign :  • 

He  stiU'd  the  rude  al^rss,  and  bade  it  shine; 

(While  Sapience  with  approving  aspect  mild 

Saw  the  stupendous  work,  and  smiPd ;) 

Next,  thee,  his  flaming  minister,  bade  rise 

O'er  young  and  wondering  skies. 

Since  thou,  great  orb  1  with  all-enligfatHung  iiy 

Rulest  the  golden  day. 

How  far  more  glorious  he,  who  said,  serene. 

Be,  and  thou  wast — Himself  unform'd,  nnchso^^ 


HYMN  TO  LACSHML 


ARGUBfENT. 

Most  of  the  allusions  to  Indian  geography  and  my- 
thology, which  occur  in  the  follewing  ode  to  (he 
goddess  of  abundance,  have  been  cxplained  a 
former  occasions;  and  the  rest  are  soficieotly 
clear.  Lacshmi,  or  Sri,  the  Ceres  of  India,  n  tbe 
preserving  power  of  nature,  or  in  the  langnsge 
of  allegory,  the  censort  of  Yishau  or  Beri,  s 
personification  of  the  divine  goodness;  and  her 
origin  is  variously  deduced  m  the  several  Punnsi, 
as  we  might  eqiect  from  a  system  wholly  figun- 
ttve  and  emUematieal.  Some  represent  ber  ai 
the  daughter  of  Bhrign,  a  son  of  Biahma;  bo^ 
in  tbe  Marcandeya  Purau,  the  Indian  Isis,  er 
Nature,  b  said  to  have  assumed  three  tnnsoeni- 
ent  foims,  according  to  her  three  gunas  or  qos- 
lities;  and,  in  each  of  them,  to  have  pcodiiced  s 
pair  of  divinities,  Brahma  and  Lacshmi,  MsbcM 
and  Sereswati,  Vishnu  and  Call ;  lifter  wboie  in- 
tennarriagey  Brahmn  and  Sereswati  fooned  tbs 
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jfg,  which  Bfaben  and  Cali  d'lTided 
into  halTQB;  and  Vubnu  tofetber  with  Laesbmi' 
pratenred  it  ftom  destroctioD :  a  third  itory  sop- 
poMt  her  to  have  nruag  from  a  tea  of  milkv 
wheo  it  was  chumed  on  the  fleoood  incamatioa 
of  Heri,  who  is  often  paiofeed  leaning  on  the  ser- 
pent Ananta,  the  emblem  of  eternity ;  and  this 
hJbUi,  whatever  may  be  the  meaning  of  it,  has  been 
chosen  as  the  most  poetical^  The  other  names 
of  Sri  or  prosperity,  are  Heripriya,  Pedmalaya, 
or  Pedma,  and  Camala;  the  first  impljing  the 
wife  of  Vishnu,  and  the  rest  derived  nom  the 
umies  of  the  lotos.  As  to  the  tola  of  Sudaman, 
whose  wealth  is  proverbial  among  the  Hindus,  it 
B  related  at  considerable  length  in  the  Bhagavat, 
or  great  Pnran  on  the  achievements  of  Crishna : 
the  Brahmen  who  read  it  with  me,  was  frequently 
slopped  by  his  tears.  We  ma?  be  inclined,  per- 
haps to  think*  that  the  wild  'fables  of  idolaters 
are  not  worth  knowhig,  and  thatare  may  be  sa- 
tisfied with  mispending  our  time  in  learning  the 
Pagan  theology  of  M  Greece  and  Rome ;  but 
we  must  consider,  that  the  allegories  contained 
in  the  hjrmn  to  Lacshmi  constitute  at  this  mo- 
ment the  prevailing  religion  of  a  most  extewive 
and  celebrated  empire,  and  are  devoutly  be- 
lieved by  many  millioiis,  whose  industry  adds  to 
the  revenue  of  Britain,  and  whose  manners  which 
are  interwoven  with  their  religious  opinions, 
nearly  aflbet  all  Earopeans  who  reside  amoug 


THE  HYMN. 

DAuaiim  of  ocean  and  primeval  night. 

Who,  fed  with  moon-beams  dropping  silver  dew. 

And  cradled  in  a  wild  wave  dancing  light, 

Saw'st  with  a  smile  new  shores  and  creatures  new. 

Thee,  goddess  <  I  saloto;  thy  gifts  I  sing. 

And,  not  with'idle  wing, 
Boar  from  this  fragrant  bow'r  through  tepid  skies. 
Ere  yet  the  steeds  of  noon's  effulgent  king 
Shake  their  green  manes  and  blaze  with  rubied  eyes : 
Hence,  floating  o'er  the  smooth  apanse  of  day. 

Thy  bounties  1  survey. 
See  through  man's  oval  realm  thy  charms  display*d. 
See  cloods,  air,  earth,  performing  thy  behest. 
Plains  by  soft  sfaow'rs,  thy  trippiqg  handmaids, 

dreia: 
And  fruitful  woods,  in  gold  and  gems  array*d. 

Spangling  the  mingled  shade ; 
While  autumn  boon  his  yellow  ensign  rean. 
And  stores  the  world's  true  wealth  in  rip'ning  earh 
But  most  that  central  tract  thj  smile  adorns^ 
Which  oki  Himala  clips  with  rost'ring  arms. 
As  with  a  wexing  moon's  half-circling  boms. 
And  shields  from  bandits  fell,  or  worse  alarms 
Of  Tartar  hocse,  ttom  Yunan  lato  sobdoedy 

Or  Bactrian  bowmen  rude  $ 
Snow-crown'd  Himala,  whence,  with  wavy  wings 
Far  spread,  as  fklcona  o'er  their  nestlings  brood, 
Fam'd  Brahmaputra  joy  and  verdure  brings. 
And  Siodbn's  five-arm'd  flood  from  Ckshghar  hastes; 

To  cheer  the  rocky  wastes,  [plains  ; 

Through  western  this,   and  that  hroagh  orient 
While  bluish  Yamuna  ^etween  them  streams. 
And  Ganga  pure  with  immy  ladiance  gteamfj 


Till  Vani  whom  a  msset  ochre  stains. 

Their  destin'd  confluence  gains ; 
Then  flows  in  mazy  knot  the  triple  pow'r 
O'er  laughing  Magadb  aud  the  vales  of  Gour. 
Not  long  tnswath'd  the  sacred  infant  lay  : 
(Celestial  forms  full  soon  their  prime  attain :) 
Her  eyes,  oft  darted  o'er  the  liquid  way^ 
With  golden  light  emblaz'd  the  darkling  main  ; 
And  those  firm  breasts,  whence  all  our  comforts  well, 

Roee  with  enchanting  swell ; 
Her  loose  hair  with  the  bounding  billows  play'd. 
And  caught  in  charming  toils  each  peariy  shell. 
That  idling  through  the  surgy  forest  stray'd ; 
When  ocean  suffer'd  a  portentous  change, 

Toss'd  with  convulsion  strange ; 
For  lofty  Mandar  from  his  base  was  torn,  [wbtrl'd. 
With  atreams,  rocks,  woods,  by  gods  and  demons 
While  round  his  craggy  sides  the  mad  spray  curl'd  ; 
Huge  mountain,  by  the  passive  tortoise  borne : 

Then  sole,  but  not  foriom, 
Shipp'd  in  a  flow'r,  that  balmy  sweets  eshal'd. 
O'er  waves  of  dulcet  cream  Pedmala  sail'd. 

So  name  the  goddess  from  her  lotos  blue. 
Or  Camala,  if  more  auspicious  deem'd  : 
With  many-petal'd  wings  the  blossom  flew. 
And  from  the  mount  a  flutt'ring  sea-bird  seem'd. 
Till  on  the  shore  it  stopp'cl,  the  beav'o-lov'd  shore. 

Bright  with  unvalued  store  * 

Of  gems  marine  by  mirthful  Indra  won ; 
But  she,  {«^l>at  brighter  gem  had  shone  before  ?) 
No  bride  for.old  Maricha's  finolic  son, 
On  azure  Heri  fix'd  her  prosp'ring  eyes : 

Love  bade  the  bridegroom  rise ;        [rush'd. 
Straight  o'er  the  deep,  tiieo  dimpling  smooth,  he 
And  tow'rd  th'  unmeasured  snake,  stupendous  bed. 
The  world's  great  mother,  not  reluctont,  led  : 
All  nature  glow'd,  whene'er  she  smiPd  or  Uush'd  j 

The  king  of  serpents  bush'd 
His  thousand  beads,  where  diamond  mirrors  blaz'd. 
That  multiplied  her  image,  as  he  gaz'd. 

Thus  multiplied,  thus  wedded,  they  pervade. 
In  varying  myriads  of  ethereal  forms, 
This  pendent  egg  by  dovelike  Maya  laid. 
And  quell  Mahesa's  iro,  when  most  it  storms  ; 
Ride  on  keen  lightning  and  disarm  its  flash. 

Or  bid  loud  surges  lash 
Th'  impassive  rock,  and  leave  the  rolling  barqua 
With  oars  unshatter'd  miMer  seas  to  dash ; 
And  oft,  as  man's  unnnmber'd  woes  they  mark. 
They  spring  to  birth  in  some  high-fevour'd  line. 

Half  human,  half  divine. 
And  tread  life's  maze  transfigur'd,  unimpair'd : 
As  when,  through  blest  Vrindavan's  od'rous  grove. 
They  deign'd  with  hinds  and  village  giris  to  rove  ; 
And  mirth  or  toil  in  field  or  dairy  shared, 

As  lowly  rustics  fer*d : 
BIythe  Radfaa  she,  with  speaking  eyes,  was  nam'd. 
He  Crishna,  lov'd  in  youth,  in  manhood  fem'd. 

lliough  long  in  Mathum  with  milkmaids  bred, 
Eaeh  bush  attuning  with  his  past'ral  flute, 
Ananda's  holy  steers  the  herdsman  fed, 
His  nobler  mind  aspired  to  nobler  fruit ; 
Hie  fiercest  monsters  of  each  brake  or  wood 

His  youthful  aim  withstood. 
And  from  the  rank  mire  of  the  stagnant  lake 
Drew  the  cmsh'd  serpent  with  ensanguined  hood  ; 
Than,  none  than  rav'ning  beast  or  fenny  snake, 
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A  nithlesf  king  his  poiid*roirt  mace  laid  km. 

And  HeaY'D  appit>v*d  tiie  blow : 
No  more  in  bowV  or  wattled  cabin  pent,    - 
By  rills  be  scom'd  and  flow'ry  banks  to  dwell ; 
His  pipe  lay  tuneless,  and  his  wreathy  shell 
With  martial  clangour  hills  and  forests  reot; 

On  crimson  waves  intent 
He  sway*d  h'rgh  Dwaraca,  that  fronts  the  mouth 
Of  gulfy  Sindbu  from  the  burning  south. 

A  Brahmen  young,  who,  when  the  hea? 'nly  boy 
In  Vraja  green  and  scented  Oocul  play*d, 
Partook  each  transient  care,  each  flitting  joy, 
And  hand  in  band  through  dale  or  thicket  ttrsy'd, 
By  fortune  serer'd  firom  the  blissful  seat, 

Had  sought  a  lone  retreat; 
Where  in  a  costless  hnt  sad  hours  he  passM^ 
Its  mean  thateh  penrious  to  the  day-star's  heat. 
And  fenceless  ^m*  nigfat*s  dew  or  pinching  blast : 
Tirm  Tiitoe  be  possessed  and  Tig^rons  health, 

X       But  they  were  aH  his  wealth. 
Sudaman  was  he  nam'd ;  and  many  a  year 
(If  glowing  song  can  life  and  honour  give) 
From  sun  to  son  his  honoured  name  shall  Ijye : 
Oft  strore  bis  consort  wife  their  gloom  to  cheer. 

And  bide  the  stealing  tear; 
But  all  her  thrift  could  scarce  each  eve  afford 
The  needful  sprinkling  of  their  scanty  board. 

Now  Fame,  who  rides  on  sun-beams,  and  conveys 
To  woods  and  aatres  deep  ber  spreading  gleam, 
•  Illnmin'd  Earth  and  Ueav'n  with  Crisbna*s  praise  ; 
Fach  forest  echoed  loud  the  joyous  theme : 
But  keener-joy  Sudamau's  bosom  tbrill'd. 

And  tears  ecstatic  rilPd : 
<<  My  friend,'*  he  cried,  '"-is  monarch  of  the  skies  f*' 
Then  counselled  she,  who  nought  unseemly  wiird  t 
«<Oh!  haste;   oh  I  seek  the  God  with  lotos  eyes : 
T^e  pow'r  that  stoops  to  soften  human  pain, 

None  e*er  implored  in  vain !" 
To  Dwaraea's  rich  tow'rs  the  pilgrim  sped, 
Though  bashful  penury  his  hope  depress'd  ; 
A  tattered  cincture  was  his  only  vest, 
And  o'er  bis  weaker  shoulder  loosely  spread 

Floated  the  mystic  thread : 
Secure  from  scorn  the  crowded  paths  he  trode 
Thro'  yielding  ranks,  and  haird  the  shepherd  god. 

"  Friend  of  my  childhood,  lov'd  in  riper  age, 
A  dearer  guert  tbese  mansions  never  grac'd : 
O  meek  in  social  hours,  in  council  sage  !'* 
So  spake  the  warrior,  and  his  neck  embraced ; 
And  e'en  the  goddess  left  her  golden  seat 

Her  lord's  compeer  to  greet : 
He  charm 'd,  but  prostrate  on  the  ballow'd  floor. 
Their  purfled  vestments  kiss'd  and  radiant  feet ; 
Then  from  a  small  fresh  leaf,  a  borrowed  store 
(Such  offerings  e'en  to  mortal  kings  are  due) 

Of  modest  rice  he  drew. 
Some  proflfer'd'gmias  the  soft-ey'd  hero  ate. 
And  more  had  eaten,  but  with  placid  mien,  [queen) 
Bright    Rucmini    (thus   name  th'    all -bounteous 
Exclaim'd :  **  Ah,  hold !  enough  for  mortal  state  !" 

Then  grave  on  themes  elate 
Discoursing,  or  on  past  adventures  gay, 
They  clos'd  with  converse  mild  the  rapturous  day. 

At  smile  of  dawn,  dismiss*d  ungifted,  home 
The  hermit  plodded,  till  sobUmely  nis'd 
On  granite  columns  many  a  sumptuous  dome 
He  view'd,  and  many  a  spir^  tipat  richly  blas'dy 


And  seem'd,  iropurpled  by  the  blVxsh  oTmonr, 

The  lowlier  plains  to  scorn 
Imperious :  they,  with  conscious  worHi  serene, 
Laugb'd  at  vain  pride,  and  bade  new  gems  adore 
Each  rising  shrub,  that  clad  them.    Lovely  scees 
And  more  than  human  !  His  astonish^  sight 

Drank  deep  the  strange  delight : 
He  saw  brisk  fountains  daixse,  crisp  rivMeH  wind 
0*er  iMirders  trim,  and  roirad  inwoven  bowVs, 
Where  sportive  creepers,  threading  ruby  flov'n 
On  em'rald  stalks,  each  vemat  arch  entwin*d 

Luxnriant  though  oonfinM  ; 
And  beard  sweet-breathing  gales  in  whispers  te!T 
From  what  young  bloom  tfe^  sipp'd  their  ^ky  smell 

Soon  from  the  palaoe-gate  in  broad  array 
A  maiden  legion,  touching  tuneful  strings, 
Descending  strowed  with  Aow'rs  the  brigfaten'd  viy ; 
And  straight,  thdr  jocund  van  in  equal  wings 
Unfolding,  in  tl^eir  vacant  centre  show'd 

TtitiT  chief,  whose  vesture  glow>d 
With  carbuncles  and  smiliug  pearls  atwoen  ; 
And  o'er  her  head  a  veil  traoslueent  flow'd. 
Which,  dropping  light,  disclos'd  a  beauteous  qnee% 
Who,  breathing  love,  and  swift  with  timid  gnce, 

Sprang  tQ  her  lord's  embrace 
With  ardent  greeting  and  sweet  blandtshmenl ; 
His  were  the  marble  tow'rs,  th'  offioioM  trains 
The  gems  uoequall'd  and  the  large  i 
When  bursting  joy  its  rapid  stream  bad  i_ 

The  stores  which  Ueav'n  had  lent, 
He  spread  unsparing ;  unattaeh'd,  employ'd  ; 
With  meekness  view'd;  with  temperate  blias  eiijoy'd 

Such  were  thy  gifts,  Pedmala,  sech  thy  povV  ( 
For  when  thy  smile  irradiates  yon  blue  fields. 
Observant  Indra  sheds  the  genial  show*r. 
And  pr^nant  Earth  ber  springing  tribute  yields 
Of  spicy  bUdes,  that  clothe  the  champaign  dank. 

Or  skirt  the  verd'rous  bank. 
That  in  th'  o'erflowiog  rill  allays  hit  thint: 
Then,  rising  gay  in  many  a  waving  rank*  . 
The  stalks  redundant  into  laughter  burst; 
The  rivers  broad,  like  busv  should'ring  banda 

Clap  their  applaudmg  hands ; 
The  marish  dances  and  the  forest  sings; 
The  vaunting  trees  their  bloomy  banners  rear ; 
And  shouting  hills  proclaim  th'  abundant  year, 
l*hat  food  to  herds,  to  herdsmen  plenty  brin^ 

And  wealth  to  guardian  kings. 
Shall  man  unthankful  riot  on  thy  stores  } 
Ah,  no  ! — ^he  bends,  be  blesses,  he  adores. 

But,  when  his  vices  rank  thy  frowns  excite. 
Excessive  show'rs  the  plains  and  vallies  dieocb, 
Or  warping  insects  heath  and  coppice  blight. 
Or  drought  unceasing,    which    no  streams  obb 

qoencb. 
The  germin  shrivels,  or  oontracts  the  shoot, 

Or  bums  the  wasted  root ; 
Then  fede  the  groves  with  gather'derustimbrewBM, 
The  hills  lie  gasping,  and  the  woods  ave  mute, 
Low  sink  the  riv'lets  from  the  yuwnhig  ground ; 
Till  Aunine  gaunt  ber  screaming  peck  lets  slip, 

And  shakes  her  scorpion  whip; 
Dire  forms  of  death  spread  havoc,  as  she  flies^ 
Puhi  at  her  skirts  and  Bfis'ry  by  her  side. 
And  jabh'rhig  spectres  o'er  her  traces  glide; 
The  mother  clasps  her  babe,  with  livid  eyeiy 

Then,  feindy  shridung,  «a; 
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H0  draopt  oqMag f  w  M  lifM  to  ftal 
The  vultorat  bick'ring  for  tbeir  horrid  ibmU 

From  ills,  that.  puoted»  harroir  up  tiio  bnMt» 
(What  agooioB  if  real  must  they  give !) 
Vrmenrttbyvot'iies:  be  thetrlahoonbteatl 
Ch!  bid  the  patient  Hradtt  rke  and  live. 
His  erring  miod,  that  wixaid  lore  begaile% 

Clouded  by  priesUy  wiles. 
To  senseless  nature  boirs  for  natara>s  God. 
How  stretehM  o'er  ooean's  vast  finom  happier  islei. 
He  sees  the  wand  of  empire,  not  the  rod : 
Ah»  may  those  beams,  that  western  skies  illnme. 

Disperse  th'  unholy  gloom  ! 
jdeanwhile  may  laws,  by  myriads  long  revered. 
Their  strife  appease,  their  gentler  clainu  decide ; 
So  shall  tbeir  victors,  mild  with  virtuous  pride. 
To  many  a  eherish'd  gratefot  race  eodear'd. 

With  tempered  love  be  fear*d : 
Though  mists  pieiGuw  obeeure  their  narrow  ken, 
Th^  eiT»  yet  feel  j  though  Pagans^  they  aie  men. 


BTUN  TO  NjiHATEKjL 

ABGUME39T* 

A  eoHnm  tntroductbn  to  the  following  ode,  would 
be  no  less  than  a  full  comment  on  the  Vayds  and 
the  Purans  of  the  Hindus,  the  remains  of  Egjrptian 
«nd  Pentan  theology,  and  the  tenets  of  the  Ionic 
and  Italic  schools ;  but  this  is  not  the  place  for  so 
vast  a  disquisition.  It  will  be  sufficient  here  to  pre- 
mise, that  the  inextricable  difficulties  attending  the 
▼uigar  notkm  of  material  substances,  concerning 
which 

We  know  this  only,  that  we  nothing  know, 
indoeed  many  of  the  wisest  among  the  ancients,  and 
someof  the  most  enlightened  among  the  modems, 
t»  believe  that  the  whole  creation  was  rather  an 
energy  than  a  werk,  by  which  the  Infinite  Being, 
whe  is  present  at  all  times  in  all  phMes,  exhibits  to 
the  minds  of  his  creatures  a  set  of  peroqitions,  like 
a  wonderfol  p«cture  or  piece  of  mosiCi  always  Taried, 
yet  ahrays  uniform ;  so  that  all  bodies  and  tbeirqoa- 
lities  adst  indeed  to  ev'ery  wise  and  useful  purpose, 
but  exist  only  as  feras  they  aie  perceived ;  a  theory 
DO  less  pious  than  sublime,  and  as  different  from  any 
principle  of  atheism,  as  tbe  brightest  suodhine 
differs  from  the  blackest  midnight.  This  illusive 
eipefution  of  the  deity  the  Hindu  philosophers  called 
Bfaya,  or  deception ;  and  the  word  occurs  in  this 
sense  more  than  onee  in  the  commentary  on  the 
Rig  Vayd,  by  tbe  great  Vasishtba,  of  which  Mr. 
Haihed  has  given  us  an  admirable  specimen. 

The  tot  stanaa  of  the  hymn  represents  the  sub- 
limest .  attribntes  of  the  Supreme  Being,  and  the 
thiee  forms,  in  whyih  they  most  deeriy  appear  to 
us,  power,  wisdom,  and  goodness,  or,  in  the  language 
of  Orpheus  and  bis  disciples,  loves  theseeondcom- 
prism  the  Indian  and  Egyptian  doctrine  of  the  di* 
Tine  emence  and  archetypal  ideas;  for  a  distinct 
aoosant  of  wlueh  the  reader  must  be  referred  to  a 
neMe  description  in  tbe  sixtfa  book  of  Plato's  repub- 
lic; and  the  fine  eiplanatna  of  that  passage  in  an 
elegant  diMonne  by  tbe  author  ofCjnrui^  horn  whose 


learned  woiii  a  hhit  has  been  borrowed  for  the  con- 
clusion of  this  piece.  The  third  and  fourth  are 
taken  from  the  Institutes  of  Menu,  and  the  eigh- 
teenth Puran  of  Vyasa,  entitled  Srey  Bbagawst,  part 
of  which  has  been  translated  into  Persian,  not  with- 
out elegance,  but  rather  too  peraphrastically.  From 
Brehme,  or  the  great  being,  in  the  neuter  gender, 
is  formed  Biehma  in  the  masculine ;  and  the  se- 
cond wofd  is  appropriated  to  the  creative  power  ci 
the  divinity. 

The  S^ritofGod,  called  Nanyena,  or  moving 
on  tbe -water,  has  a  multitude  of  other  epithets  in 
Sanscrit,  the  principal  of  which  are  introduced,  ex- 
pressly or  by  allusion,  in  tbe  fifth  stanza ;  and  two 
of  them  contain  the  names  of  the  evil  beings,  who 
are  feigned  to  have  sprung  from  the  ears  of  Vishnu; 
for  til  us  the  divine  spirit  is  entitled,  when  considered, 
as  the  preserTing  power:  the  sixth  ascribes  tbe 
perception  of  secondary  qualities  by  our  senses  to 
the  immediate  influence  of  Maya,  and  the  seventh 
Imputes  to  her  operation  the  primary  qualities  of 
extension  and  solidity. 


THE  HYMN. 

SvniiT  of  Spirits  1  who  through  evVy  part 
Of  space  expanded  and  of  endless  time. 
Beyond  the  stretch  of  laboring  thought  sublime, 
Bad'st  uproer  into  beeuteous  order  start, 
Before  Heaven  was,  thou  art : 
Ere  spheres  beneath  us  roll'd,  or  spheres  above. 
Ere  Earth  in  firnumental  ether  hung. 
Thou  sat'st  alone  :  till  through  thy  mystic  lore. 
Things  unexisting  to  existence  sprung, 
And  grateful  descant  sung. 
What  first  impelVd  thee  to  exert  thy  might  ? 
Goodness  unlimited.     What  glorious  light 
Thy  pow'r  directed  ?  Wisdom  without  bound. 
What  prov'd  it  first  ?  Ob  !  guide  oiy  fancy  right ; 
Oh  1  raise  from  comb*rous  ground 
My  soul  in  rapture  drowned. 
That  fearless  it  may  soar  on  wings  of  fire ; 
For  thou,  who  only  know'st,  thou  only  cans^t  m* 
spire. 

Wrapt  in  eternal  solitary  shade, 
Tb'  impenetrable  gloom  of  light  inftense^ 
Impervious,  inacecisiMe«  inamense. 
Ere  spirits  were  infus'd  or  forms  dispbiy'd, 
Brefam  his  own  mhid  surveyed. 
As  mortal  eyea  (thus  finite  we  compare 
With  infinite)  in  smoothest  mirrors  gaxe : 
Swift,  at  his  k)ok,  a  shape  supremely  feir 
Leap'd  inle  being  with  a  boundless  Uaae,  • 
That  fifty  suns  might  daze. 
Primeval  Maya  was  the  goddess  nam'd, 
Who  to  her  sire,  with  love  divine  infiam'd, 
A  casket  gave  with  rich  ideas  fiird. 
From,  which  this  gorgeous  univeise  he  ftnmM  ; 
For  when  Ui'  Almighty  will'd 
Unnumbered  worlds  to  build. 
From  Unity  diversified  be  sprang,  ln^» 

While  gay  creation  laugh'd,  and  proereent  nature 
First  an  a}|>potent  all-pervading  sound 
Bade  flow  the  waters— and  the  waters  flow'd 
BxuRing  in  their  measureless  abode, 
Diffusive,  multitadinous,  profound^ 
Ahove«  beneath,-  around  ; 
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Then  o'«r  tbe  vaii  oqMuwe  primordial  wind 
Breathed  geatly,  till  a  luckl  tnibble  me. 
Which  grew  in  perfect  shape  an  egg  refin'd : 
Created  substance  no  such  lustre  shows, 
'Earth  no  such  beauty  knows. 
Above  the  warring  waves  it  dancM  elate, 
nil  from  iU  bursting  shell  with  lovely  skate 
A  form  cerulean  fluttered  o'er  the  deep, 
Brightest  of  beings,  greatest  of  tbe  grost : 
Who,  not  as  mortals  steep. 
Their  eyes  in  dewy  sleep. 
Bat,  heav'nly-pensive,  on  the  lotos  Uy, 
Ifhht  blossomed  at  his  touch  and  shed  a  golden  ray. 

Hail,  primal  blossom  f  hail  empyreal  gem ! 
Kernel  or  Pedma,  or  whatever  high  name 
Delight  thee,  say,  what  four-formM    godhead 
With  graceful  stole  and  beamy  diadem,     [came, 

Forth  from  thy  verdant  stem  ? 
FulUgtfted  Brebma  !  rapt  in  solemn  {bought 
He  stood,  and  round  his  eyes  fire-darting  threw; 
But,  whilst  his  viewless  origin  he  sought. 
One  plain  he  saw  of  living  waten  blue, 

Their  spring  nor  saw  nor  knew. 
Then,  in  his  parent  stalk  again  retired, 

With  restless  pain  iur  ages  he  inquired  [fen'd: 
What  were  his  pow'rs,  by  whom,  and  why  con- 
With  doubts  perpiex'd,  with  keenimpatieooefir'd 

He  rose,  and  rising  heard 

Th'  unknown  alUkuowiog  W^rd, 
*'  Brehma  !  no  more  ^n  vain  research  persist  t 
My  ^eil  thou  canst  not  move— Oo  ;<  bid  all  worlds 


Hail,  s^lf-existent,  in  celestial  speech 
Narayen,  from  thy  wat'ry  cradle,  naro'd; 
Or  Venamaly  may  I  sing  unblam'd, 
With  flow'ry  braids,  that  to  thy  sandals  reach, 
Whose  beauties,  who  can  teach  ? 
Or  high  Peitamber  clad  in  yellow  robes 
Than  snubeams  brighter  in  meridian  glow. 
That  weave  their  heav'n-spun  light  o'er  circling 

globes  ? 
Unwearied,  lotos-eyed,  with  dreadful  bow. 
Dire  Evil's  constant  foe  ! 
Great  Pedmanabba,  o'er  thy  cherisb'd  world, 
Tbe  pointed  Checra,  by  thy  fingers  whirl'd  ; 
fierce  Kytabh  shall  destroy  and  Mrdhn  gjRm 
To  black  despair  and  deep  destractkm  borl'd. 
Such  views  my  senses  dim, 
My  eyes  in  darkness  swim : 
What  eye  can  bear  thy  blaze,  what  ntfrancetell 
Thy  deeds  with  silver  tramp  or  many-wreathed 

shell? 
Omniscient  Spirit  I  whose  all-ruling  pow'r 

Bids  tfrom  each  sense  bright  emanations  beam ; 
Glows  in  the  rainbow,  sparkles  in  the  stream. 
Smiles  in  the  bud,  and  glistens  in  tbe  flow'r 
That  crowns  each  vernal  bow'r ;  « 

Sighs  in  the  gale,  and  warbles  na  the  throat 
Of  ev'ry  bird  Uiat  hails  the  bloomy  qiring. 
Or  tells  his  love  in  many  a  liquid  note, 
Whilst  envious  artists  touch  the  rival  stringy 
Till  rocks  and  forests  ring; 
Breathes  ia  ridi  fragrance  from  the  sandal  grove, 
Or  lasers  tbe  precious  musk-deer  playful  rove  ; 
In  dulcet  juice  from  clust'ring  fruit  distils, 
^nd  burns  salubrious  in  tbe  tasteful  dove ; 
Soft  banks  and  verd'rous  hills 
Thy  present  iufluence  fills  j 


In  air,  in  floods,  in  caverns,  woods,  and  fdaras  } 
Thy  will  inspirits  all,  thy  sov'reign  Maya  reigns^ 
Blue  crystal  vault,  and  elemental  fires, 
That  in  tbe  ethereal  fluid  blaze  and  breathe, 
Thou  tOMing  main,  whose  snaky  branches  wreathe 
This  pensile  orb  with  intertwisted  gyres ; 
Mounta'ms,  whose  radiant  spires 
Presumptuous  rear  their  ^summits  to  the  skies. 
And  blend  their  em'rald  hue  irithfi^phire  light ; 
Smooth  meads  and  lawns,  that  glow  with  varying 

dyes 
Of  dew^bespai«led  leaves  and  bkisMMiB  briglit. 
Hence  vanish  from  my  sight : 
Delusive  pictures,  unsubstantial  shows ! 
My  soul  absoib'd  one  only  being  knows. 
Of  all  peroeptions  one  abundant  source, 
Whence  ev'ry  object  ev'ry  moment  flows. 
Suns  hence  derive  their  fMroe, 
Hence  planets  learn  their  course ; 
But  suns  and  flMling  worlds  I  view  no  morer 
God  only  I  perceive  |  God  only  I  adoie. 


HYMN  TO  SERESWATT. 

ARGUMENT. 

The  Hindu  goddesses  are  uniformly  repraaented  w9 
the  subordinate  powers  of  their  respective  lords: 
thus  Lacshmy,  the  consort  of  Vishnu  the  preserver, 
is  the  goddess  of  abundance  and  prosperity  ;  Bba^ 
vany,  the  wife  of  Mahadev,  is  the  genial  power  of 
fecundity ;  and  Sereswaty,  whose  husband  was  the 
creator  Brehma,  possesses  tbe  powers  of  imagina- 
tion and  invention,  which  may  justly  be  termed 
creative.  She  is,  therefore,  adored  as  tbe  patron- 
efs  of  the  fine  arts,  especially  of  music  and  rheto- 
ric, as  the  inventress  of  the  Sanscrit  language,  of 
the  Devanagry  letters,  and  of  the  sciences,  which 
writing  perpetuates ;  so  that  her  attribntes  oorras- 
pond  with  those  of  Minerva  Moaica,  hi  Greeoe  and 
iUly,  who  invented  the  flute,  and  presided  ov«r  li^  . 
terature.  In  this  character  she  is  addressed  in  the 
fbllowiog  ode,  and  particularly  as  the  goddess  of 
harmony,  since  tbe  Indiana  usually  paint  her  with 
a  musical  instrument  in  her  hand :  the  seven  notes^ 
an  artful  combination  of  which  constitutes  mnaic, 
and  variously  afiSecU  the  passions,  are  fogned  to  be 
her  earliest  production ;  and  the  greatest  part  of 
the  hymn  exhibits  a  correct  delineation  of  the 
Ragmala,  or  necklace  of  musical  modes,  which 
may  be  considered  as  the  most  pleasing  inventioQ 
of  the  ancient  Hindus,  and  the  most  beautiful  nmoa 
of  painting  with  poetical  mythology  and  the  gtnnine 
theory  of  music. 

The  difinsrent  positions  of  tbe  two  semitones,  in 
the  scale  of  seven  notes,  gives  birth  to  seven  pri- 
mary modes ;  and,  as  the  whole  series  consists  of 
twelve  semitones,  every  one  of  which  may  be  made 
a  modal  note  or  tonic,  there  are  in  nature,  (though 
not  univeisally  in  practice)  seventy-aeven  other 
modes,  which  may  be  called  derivatiye :  all  the 
eighty-four  are  distributed  by  tbe  Persiana,  under 
the  notion  of  locality,  into  three  classes,  consisting 
of  twelve  rooms,  twenty-four  anglea,  and  forty- 
eight  recesses;  but  the  Hindu  arrangement  is  ele- 
gaoOy  formed  on  the  yariations  of  the  Indian  year. 
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and  6ie  aitoeiatioD  of  Sdeat ;  «  poweiAd  aindliary 
to  the  ordinary  effect  of  modolatioo.  The  modes . 
in  this  tystem  are  deified ;  and,  as  there  are  six 
ieiions  in  India,  namely-,  two  springs,  sammer, 
mutamn,  and  two  winters,  an  original  Rag,  or  god 
of  the  mode,  is  conceived  to  preside  over  a  paiti- 
colar  season ;  each  principal  mode  is  attended  hy 
fife  Ragn3rs  or  nymphs  of  harmony;  each  has 
Oigfat  sons  or  genii  of  the  same  diTtne  ait ;  and 
•ach  Rag,  with  his  ihmtty,  is  appropriated  to  a  dis- 
tinct  season,  m  which  alone  his  melody  can  be 
tong  or  played  at  prescribed  hours  of  the  day  and 
Bight :  the  mode  oJT  Dapec,  or  Coptd  the  inflamer, 
h  supposed  to  be  lost;  and  a  tradition  is  current 
in  Hindustan,  that  a  mnsic|an  who  attempted  to 
lestore  it,  was  consamed  by  fire  from  HeaTcn.  The 
■atoral  distribution  of  modes  would  have  been, 
•even,  thirty-three,  and  forty-four,  according  to  the 
number  of  the  minor  and  major  secondary  tones ; 
but  this  order  was  varied  for  the  sake  of  the  charm- 
ing fiction  above  mentioned.  Nared,  who  is  de- 
scribed in  the  third  stenza,wflB  one  of  the  first  created 
beings,  oonesponding  with  Che  Mercury  of  the 
ItaliaiM,  inventor  of  the  Vene,  a  fretted  instrument, 
supported  by  two  large  gourds,  and  confessedly  the 
llMSt  used  in  Asia. 

A  fnH  disenssion  of  to  oopious  a  sutjeet  wooM 
leooire  a  separate  dissertation ;  but  here  it  will  be 
sndldeat  to  say,  that  almost  every  alhision  and 
every  epHhet  in  the  poem,  as  well  as  the  names, 
•in  selected  from  approved  treatises,  either  origi- 
nally Persian,  or  translated  from  the  Sanscrit, 
iriuch  oontain  as  lively  a  display  of  genius  as  ho- 
Ban  imagination  ever  exhibited. 

The  last  oonplet  alludes  to  the  celebrated  place 
of  pilgrimace,  at  the  oonfluenoe  of  the  Oanga  and 
Yamna,  which  the  Sereswaty,  another  sacied  river, 
is  supposed  to  join  under  ground. 


THE  HYMN. 

SvBtT  grace  of  Brehma's  bed ! 

Thou,  when  thy  glorious  lord 
Bade  airy  nothing  breathe  and  bless  his  poWr, 

Sat*st  with  illumin*d  bead. 

And,  m  sttUhne  accord, 
Sev'n  sprighUy  notes,  tohail  th>  auspiciQUs  hoar» 

Led'st  from  their  secret  bowV : 

They  druk  the  air;  they  came 

With  niany  a  sparkling  glance. 

And  knit  the  maxy  dance, 
like  yon  bright  orbs,  that  gird  the  solar  flame. 

Now  parted,  now  combined. 
Clear  as  thy  speech  and  various  as  thy  mind. 

Young  pasnons  at  the  sound 

In  shaidowy  forms  arose, 
0*er  hearts,  yet  uncreated,  sure  to  reign  ; 

Joy,  that  D^eriMps  all  bound. 

Grief,  that  in  silence  grows, 
Hope,  that  with  honey  blends  the  cup  of  pain, 

JPale  Fear,  and  stem  Disdain, 

Otim  Wrath's  avenging  band. 

Lore,  nurs'd  in  dimple  smooth, 

That  ev*ry  pang  can  soothe ; 
l^oty  when  soft  Pity  her  meek  tranbUog  hand 


Stretch'd,  Tike  a  new-bom  gtrl, 
Each  sigh  was  munc,  and  each  tear  a  peail. 
Thee  her  great  parent  owns 
All-ruling  Eloquence, 
That,  like  fall  Oanga,  pours  her  stream  divine, 
Alarming  states  and  thrones  : 
To  &t  thy  flying  sense 
Of  words,  thy  daughters,  by  the  varied  line 
(Stnpradous  art !)  was  thine ; 
Thhie,  with  pointed  reed  ^ 

To  give  primeval  troth 
Th*  unftiding  bloom  of  youth. 
And  paint  on  deathless  leaves  high  virtue's  meed  s^  ' 

Fair  science,  heav'o-bora  child. 
And  playful  fancy  on  thy  bosom  smiVd. 
Who  bids  the  flretted  Vene 
Start  fipoai  his  deep  repose. 
And  wakes  to  melody  the  quiv'ring  frame  ? 
What  youth  with  godlike  mien  ^  \ 

GPer  his  bright  shoulder  throws 
The>erdant  gourd,  that  swells  with  struggling  flamed 
Nared,  immortal  name  I 
He,  like  his  potent  sire. 
Creative  spreads  around 
The  mighty  world  of  sound, 
AjmI  calls  from  speaking  word  ethereal  fire; 

While  to  th'  accordant  strings 
Of  boundless  heav'ns  and  heav'niy  deeds  be  singi. 
But  look!  the  jocund  hours 
A  Idrelier  scene  display. 
Young  Hindol  sportive  in  his  golden  swmg 
High  canopied  with  flow'rs ; 
While  Ragnys  ever  gay 
Toss  the  light  cordage,  and  in  cadenee  th^ 
The  sweet  retum  of  spring : 
Here  dai^  Virawer  stands  ; 
There  Ramcary  divine 
And  fown-eyM  Leiit  shine  ; 
But  stem  Oaysasha  leads  her  warring  band^ 

And  slow  in  ebon  donds 
Petmenjary  her  fodiog  beauty  shrouds. 
Ah!  where  has  Deipee  vell'4 
His  flame-encircled  head  } 
Where  flow  his  lays  too  sweet  fbr  mortal  cut } 
O  loss,  how  long  bewaiPd ! 
Is  yellow  Camod  fled? 
And  Uythe  Camaty  vaunting  o'er  her  peers  ? 
Where  stream  Gaydarafs  team 
Intent  on  scenes  above, 
A  beauteous  anchorite  ? 
No  mora  shall  Daysa  bright 
With  gentle  numbers  call  her  tardy  love  } 

Has  Netta,  martial  maid. 
Locked  in  sad  slumbers  her  sky-temper?d  blade? 
Once,  when  the  vernal  noon 
Blaz'd  with  resistless  glare, 
The  Sun's  eye  sparkled,  and  a  god  was  bora : 
He  smil'd;  hut  vanisb'd  soon- 
Then  groan'd  the  northern  air; 
The  clouds,  in  thunder  mutt'ring  sullen  8C0rD» 
Delug'd  the  thirsty  com. 
But,  earth-bora  artist,  hold ! 
Ife'er  thy  soaring  lyre 
To  Ddpec's  notes  aspire. 
Thy  strings,  thy  bow'r,  thy  breast  with  rapture  boW, 

Red  lightning  shall  consume ; 
Nor  can  thy  sweetest  so^g  avert  the  doom. 
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See  6ky-fonD*d  Majrsb  defoend 

In  feitilising  raio, 
Whilst  ID  hif  hand  a  falchion  gleams  nnsheatbM  ! 

Soft  nymphs  bis  car  attend. 

And  raise  the  golden  grain. 
Their  tresses  dank  with  dusky  spikenard  vreadi'd : 

(A  sweeter  gale  ne*cr  breath'd) 

Tenca  with  laughing  eyes. 

And  Gujry's  bloomy  cheek, 

Melar  with  dimple  sleek, 
On  whose  fair  front  two  musky  crescents  rise : 

While  Dayscar  bis  rich  neck 
And  mild  fihopaly  with  fresh  jasmin  deck. 

Is  that  the  king  of  dread 

With  ashy  musing  face,  [springs  > 

From    whose  moon-silver'd   locks  fiuB'd  Oaaga 

Tis  Bhairan,  whose  gay  bed 

Five  bloshing  damsels  grace. 
And  rouse  old  Autumn  with  immortal  itriDgfl, 

Till  ev'ry  forestYings  5 

Bengaly  lotos-orownM, 

Vairaly  like  the  mom, 

Sindvy  with  looks  of  scorn, 
And  Bbairavy,  her  brow  with  chwnpa's  bound ; 

But  Medhumadba*8  eyes 
Speak  lo«e,  and  from  her  breasts  pomegranatei  riie* 

Sing  load,  ye  lucid  spberei  ; 

Ye  gales,  more  briskly  play,> 
And  wake  with  harmony  the  drooping  meads  ; 

The  cooler  season  cheers 

Each  bird,  that  panting  lay. 

And  Siry  bland  his  dancing  bevy  leads 

Hymning  celestial  deeds ; 

Marva  with  robes  like  fire, 

Vasant  whose  bair  perfumes 

With  musk  its  rich-eyed  plumes, 
Asavevy,  whom  listening  asps  admire, 
*  Dhena«ry,  flow'r  of  glades. 
And  Malsry  whom  the  branching  Amra  shades. 

Malcaus  apart  reclines 
Bedeck'd  with  beaven-stmng  pearls. 
Blue-mantled,  wanton^  drunk  iriCh  youthful  pride ; 

Nor  with  vain  love  repines. 

While  softly-smiling  girls 
Melt  on  his  cheek  or  frolic  by  his  side, 

And  wintry  winds  deride ; 

Shambhawty  leads  ak>ng 
Cocabh  with  kerchief  rent. 

And  Gwury  wine-besprent, 
Warm  Guncary,  and  Toda  sweot  in  song. 

Whom  smtelopes  surround 
With  smooth  tall  necks,  and  qnaff  ttke  ftreantng 
^    sound. 

Nor  deem  these  nuptial  jo3fs 

With  lovely  fruit  unblest :" 
No ;  from  each  god  an  equal  race  proceeds. 

From  each  eight  blooming  boys ; 

Who,  their  high  birth  confese'd, 
With  infant  lips  gaye  breath  to  living  reeds 

In  valley s»  groves,  and  meads ; 

Mark  how  they  bound  and  glance  I 

Some  climb  the  vocal  trees, 

Some  catch  the  sighing  breeze. 
Some,  like  new  stars  ipfith  twinkling  sandals  dance; 

Some  the  young  sham  ma  snare, 
Some  warble  wild,  and  some  the  burden  bear. 


These  are  thy  wondrous  arts  ^ 

Queen  of  the  flowing  speech, 
Thence  Sereswaty  namM  and  Vany  bright  t 

Oh,  joy  of  mortal  hearts. 

Thy  mystic  wisdom  teach ; 
Expand  thy  leaves,  and  with  ethewal  light 

Spangle  the  veil  of  night 

If  Lepit  please  the  more, 

Or  Brahmy  awful  name. 

Dread  firahmy's  aid  we  daim, 
And  thirst,  Vacadevy ;  for  thy  balmy  lore 

Drawn  from  that  rubied  cave, 
Where  meek-ey*d  pilgrinu  hail  the  triple  wave. 


HYMN  TO  GASQA. 


ARGUMENT. 

This  poem  would  be  mther  obsc«re  with^t  geo- 
graphical notes;  but  a  short  introduetory  ffqphi- 
naiioB  will  supply  the  place  of  tfaem,  and  give  lev 
intemiptwn  to  the  reader. 

We  are  obliged  to  a  late  illoatrious  Chinese  mo- 
narch named  Can-hi,  wbo  directed  aa  accurate 
survey  to  be  made  of  Potyid,  or  (as  it  is  called  by 
the  Arabs)  Tebbut,  for  eur  knowledge,  that  a 
chain  of  .moiintaiBs  nearly  parallel  wkh  Imaus, 
and  called  Cantese  by  the  Tartaia,  forms  a  line  o£ 
sepaAttion  between  the  sources  of  two  vast  rivsn; 
which,  as  we  have  abundaat  reason  to  believe,  ran 
at  ficst  in  two  opposite  direction^  #nd,  haviog 
finished  a  winding  .circuit  of  two  iboasalid  miles, 
tneet  a  little  below  Dhaca,  so  as  to  enclose  the 
richest  and  roost  beautiful  peninsula  on  Serth,  in 
which  the  British  nation,  t^x  a  prosperous  course 
of  brilliant  actions  in  peace  and  war,  have  now  the 
principal  sway.  Those  rivers  are  deified  in  India ; 
that,  which  rises  on  the  western  edge  of  the  moun- 
tain, being  considered  as  the  daughter  of  Maha- 
deva,  or  Siva,  and  the  other  as  the  son  of  Brahma  : 
their  loves,  wanderings,  and  nuptials,  are  the  chief 
subjects  of  the  following  ode,  which  is  feigned  to 
have  been  the  work  of  a  Brahmen,  in  an  eariy  s^ 
of  Hindu  antiquity,  who,  by  a  prophetical  sphit, 
disoems  the  toleration  and  equity  of  the  British  go> 
vemment,  and  concludes  with  a  prayer  for  its  peace- 
ful duration  under  good  laws  well  adminiscered. 

After  a  general  description  of  the  Ganges,  sn 
account  is  given  of  her  fabulous  birth,  tike  that  of 
Pallas,  from  the  forehead  of  Siva,  the  Jupiter  To* 
hans  and  Genitor  of  the  Latins ;  and  the  creation 
of  her  lover  by  an  act  of  Brahma*8  wiM  is  the  sub- 
ject of  another  stanza,  in  which  his  course  h  de- 
lineated through  the  country  of  Potyid,  by  the 
name  of  Sanpo,  or  Snjireme  Bliss,  where  he  passes 
near  the  fortress  of  Rimbo,  the  island  of  Pislte  or 
Yambro,  (known  to  be  the  seat  of  a  high  priestess  al- 
most equally  venerated  with  the  goddess  Bhawani,) 
and  Trashilumbo  (as  a  Potya  or  Tebtratian  would  pro- 
bounce  it),  or  the  sacred  mansion  of  the  {jima  neat 
in  dignity  to  that  of  Potala,  wbo  resides  in  a  dty, 
to  the  south  of  the  Sanpo,  which  the  Italian  tra- 
vellers write  Sg}gat2hi,h«t  which,,  aocording  to  tht 
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letter*,  ooghi  radier  to  be  written  m  a  manner  that 
would  appear  still  more  barbarous  in  our  orthogra- 
phy. The  Brahmaputra  is  not  mentioned  again 
till  the  twelfth  sUwza,  where  his  progress  is  traced, 
by  very  probable  coojecture,  through  Rangamati, 
the  ancient  Rangamritica  or  Rangamar,  celebrated 
for  the  finest  spikenard,  and  Srihat  or  Siret,  the 
Serratse  of  £lian»  whence  the  fragrant  essence  ex- 
tracted from  the  malobathrum,  called  sadah  by 
the  Persians,  and  tejapatra  by  the  Indians,  was 
carried  by  the  Persian  gulf  to  Syria,  and  from  that 
coast  into  Greece  and  Italy.  It  is  not,  however, 
positively  certain,  that  the  Brahmaputra  rises  as 
it  is  bete  described :  two  great  geographers  are  de- 
cidedly of  opposite  opinions  on  this  very  point  j 
nor  is  it  impossible  that  the  Indian  river  may  be 
one  arm  of  the  Sanpo,  and  the  Nan-cyan,  another; 
diverging  from  the  mountains  of  Arham,  aftet  they 
have  been  enriched  by  many  rivers  from  the  rocks 
of  China. 

The  fourth  and  fifth  stanzas  represent  the  god- 
dess obstructed  in  her  passage  to  the  west  by  the 
bills  of  £modi,  so  called  from  a  Sanscrit  word  sig- 
nifying snow,  fiom  which  also  are  derived  both 
Imaus  and  Himalaya  or  Himola*  The  sixth  de- 
iMbes  her,  after  her  entrance  into  Hindustan, 
through  the  straiU  of  Cupnla,  flowing  near  Sam- 
bal,  the  Sambalaca  of  Ptolemy,  femed  for  a  beau- 
tifnl  plant  of  the  like  name,  and  thence  to  the  now 
opnlent  city  and  royal  place  of  residence,  Canya- 
cnvja,  erroneously  named  Galinipaxa  by  the  Greeks, 
and  Canaiig,  not  very  accurately,  by  the  modem 
Asiatics:  base  she  is  joined  by  the  Calinadi,  and 
pursues  her  course  to  Praysga,  whence  the  people 
of  9ahar  war*  named  Prasii,  and  where  the  Ya- 
muna, having  received  the  Seregwatt  below  Indra- 
presi'ba  or  Delhi,  aiWl  watered  the  poetical  ground 
of  Mai'huni  and  Agara,  mingles  her  noble  scream 
with  the  Gangi  dose  to  the  modem  fort  of  llaha- 
bad.  This  place  is  considered  as  the  oonduence  of 
three  sacred  rivers,  and  known  by  the  name  of 
Triveni,  or  the  three  plaited  locks;  from  which  a 
number  of  pilgriihs,  who  there  begin  the  ceremo- 
nies to  be  completed  at  Gaya,  are  continually 
bringing  vases  of  water,  which  they  preserve  with 
superstitious  veneration,  and  are  greeted  by  all  the 
Hindus,  who  meet  them  on  their  return. 

Six  of  the  principal  rivers,  which  bring  their 
tribute  to  the  Ganges,  are  next  enumerated,  and 
are  succinctly  described  from  real  properties :  thus 
the  Gandac,  which  the  Greeks  knew  by  a  similar 
name,,  abounds,  according  to  Giorgi,  with  croco- 
diles of  enormous  magnitude ;  and  the  Mahanadi 
runs  by  the  plain  of  Gaura,  once  a  populous  dis- 
trict  with  a  magnificent  capital,  from  which  the 
Bengalese  were  probably  called  Gangardtss,  but 
DOW  the  seat  of  desolation,  and  the  haunt  of  wild 
beasts.  From  Piayaga  she  hastens  to  Casi,  or,  as 
the  Muslimans  name  H,  Benares;  and  here  <ic* 
casion  is  taken  to  ooodemn  the  cruel  and  intolerant 
spirit  of  the  crafty  tyrant  Anrangzib^  whom  the 
Hindus  of  Cadimir  call  Aurangasnr,  or  the  demon, 
not  the  ornament  of  the  throne.  She  next  bathes 
the  skirta  of  FaAaliputra,  changed  into  Pataa, 
which,  both  in  situation  and  name,  agrees  better 
on  the  whole  with  the  ancient  Palibothra,  tten 
either  Pmyaga,  or  Canyacuvja:  if  MegasliieBes 
and  the  ambassadors  of  Seleucus  visited  the  last- 
,  city,  awl  called  it  Falibothra,  they  were 


palpably  mistaken.  After  this  are  indndttoed  thn 
beautiful  hill  of  Mactigiri,  or  Mengir,  and  the 
wonderful  pool  of  Sit^,  which  takes  its  name  fooila 
the  wife  of  R&ma,  whoee  conquest  of  Sinfaaldwq^ 
or  Silan,  and  victory  over  the  giant  Rawan,  are 
celebrated  by  the  immortal  Valmici,  and  by  the 
other  epic  poets  of  India. 

The  pleasant  hills  of  Caligram  and  Qangaposad 
are  then  introduced,  and  give  occasion  to  deplore 
and  extol  the  late  excellent  Augustus  Clevelaod, 
esq.;  who  nearly  completed  by  lenity  the  glorioua 
v^rk,  which  severity  could  not  have  accomplished, 
of  civilizing  a  ferocious  race  of  Indians,  whose 
mountains  were  formeriy,  perhaps,  a  rocky  island, 
or  washed  a(  least  by  that  sea,  from  which  the  fer*  < 
tile  champaign  of  Bengal  has  been  gained  in  a 
course  of  ages.  The  western  arm  of  the  Ganges  ik 
called  Bhagirafht,  from  a  poetical  fable  of  a  demi« 
god,  or  holy  itaan,  named  Bhagerat'ha,  whose  de* 
votion  had  obtained  from  Siva  the  privilege  of 
leading  after  him  a  great  part  of  the  heavenly 
water,  and  who  drew  it  acoordtngly  in  two  branches^ 
which  embrace  the  fine  island,  now  denominated 
from  Kasimbazar,  and  famed  for  the  defeat  of  the 
monster  Sirajnddaulab,  and,  having  met  i^ear  the 
venerable  Hindu  seminary  of  Nawadwip,  or  Ne- 
duga,  flow  in  a  copious  stream  by  the  several  Eu- 
ropean settlements,  and  reach  the  Bay  at  an  island 
which  assumes  the  name  of  Sagar,  either  from  the 
sea  or  from  an  ancient  Raja  of  distinguished  piety. 
The  Sundarabans,  or  beautiful  woods,  an  appella- 
tion to  which  they  are  justly  entitled,  are  inciden- 
tally mentioned,  as  lying  between  the  Bhagiret^hl 
and  the  Great  River,  or  Eastern  arm,  which,  by  Its 
junction  with  tHe  Brahmaputra,  forms  many  con- 
siderable islands ;  one  of  which,  as  well  as  a  town 
near  the  conflux,  derives  its  nama  from  Laschmi, 
the  goddess  of  abundance. 

It  will  soon  be  perceived,  that  the  form  of  the 
stanza,  which  is  partly  borrowed  from  Gray,  and 
to  which  be  was  probably  partial,  as  he  uses  it  six 
times  in  nine,  is  enlarged  in  the  foUowtng  hymn 
by  a  line  of  fourteen  syllables,  expressing  the  long 
and  solemn  mardk  of  the  great  Asiatic  riven. 


THE  HYMN. 

Haw  sweetly  Ganga  smiles,  and  glides 
Luxuriant  o*er  her  broad  autumnal  bed ! 
Her  wares  perpetual  verdure  spread. 
Whilst  health  and  plenty  deck  her  golden  tid« : 
As  when  an  eagle,  child  of  light. 
On  Cambala's  unmeasured  height^ 
By  Patala,  the  pontiff's  throne  rever*d, 
0*er  her  eyrj  proudly  rear'd 
Sits  brooding,  and  her  plumage  vast  expaQds» 
Thus  Ganga  o*er  her  cherish'd  lands, 
To  Brahma's  grateful  race  endeared, 
Throws  wide  her  fbst'ring  arms,  and  en  her  benke 
divine  [her  crystal  shine. 

Sees  temples,  groves,  and  glittering  tow'rs,  that  in 

Above  the  stretch  of  mortal  ken. 

On  blessM  C&ilasa's  top,  where  ev'ry  stem 

Glow'd  with  a  vegetable  gem, 

Mahesa  stood,  the  dreed  and  joy  of  men  ; 

While  ParvatI,  to  gain  a  boon, 

Fix'd  on  his  lock^.a  beamy  nooi^ 
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And  bid  bis  frontal  eye,  in  jocund  play, 
With  reluctant  iweet  delay : 
AU  nature  itraight  wai  loek'd  in  dim  ecltpie 
Tilt  Bnhment  pure  with  halloir'd  lipe 
And  warbled  pray*n  restored  the  day ; 
When  Ganga  from  his  brow  by  heaf'niy  fingers 
pressed  [of  the  west. 

Sprang  radiant,  and  desoenduig  graced  the  caverns 
The  Sun's  car  blaz'd,  and  laugh'd  the  mom  ; 
What  time  near  proud  Cantesa's  eastern  bow'rSt 
(While  Deratas  rain'd  liviug  flow'rs)  ^ 

A  river-god,  so  Brahma  wilPd,  was  bom, 
And  roird  mature  his  virid  stream 
Impetuous  with  celestial  gleam :  [claimM, 

The  charms  of  Ganga,  through  all  worlds  pro- 
Soon  his  youthful  breast  inflamed. 
But  destiny  the  bridal  hour  deiay'd  ; 
Then,  distaot  from  the  westViug  maid. 
He  flowed,  now  blissful  Sanpo  nam*d. 
By  Palte  crowned  with  bills^ '  bold  Rimbu's  towMng 
'  state,  [form  renate. 

And  where  sage  Trashilbumbo  hails  her  Lama's 
But  she,  whose  mind,  at  Siva's  nod 
The  picture  of  that  sov'reign  youth  had  seen. 
With  graceful  port  and  warlike  mien. 
In  arms  and  vesture  like  his  parent  god, 
Smit  with  the  bright  idea  rush'd. 
And  from  her  sacred  mansion  gush'd. 
Yet  ah !  with  erring  step— The  western  hills 
Pride,  not  pious  ardour,  fills : 
In  fierce  confederacy  the  giant  band^ 
Advance  with  venom-dxuting  bands,  ^ 
Ted  by  their  own  malignant  rilJs  ; 
Nor    could   her   placid   grace  their  savage  fuiy 
.   quell :  [flood  repel. 

The  madding  rifts  and  should'riog  crags  her  foamy 
*'  Confusion  wild  and  anxious  woe 
Haunt  your  waste  brows"  she  saidt  *'  unholy  rocks, 
Piar  from  the  nectar-dropping  locks ! 
But  thou,  lov'd  father,  teach  my  waves  to  flow." 
Loud  thunder  her  high  birth  confessed ; 
Then  from  th'  inhospitable  west 
She  tura'd,  and  gliding  o'er  a  lovelier  plain, 
Cbeer'd  the  pearied  East  again  : 
Through  groves  of  nard  she  roU'd,  o'er  spicy  feeds, 
Through  golden  vales  and  em'rald  meads  j 
Till,  pleas'd  with  Indra's  fiair  domain. 
She  won  through  yielding  marl  her  heav'n-direct- 
ed  way :  [a  blaze  of  day. 

With  lengthen'd  notes  her  eddies  curl'd,  and  pour'd 

Smoothly  by  Sambal's  flaunting  bow'rs. 
Smoothly  she  flows,  where  Calinadi  brings 
To  Canyacuvja,  seat  of  kings, 
On  prostrate  waves  her  tributary  flow'is  ; 
Whilst  YamunA,  whose  waters  clear, 
Fam'd  Indraprestha's  vallies  cheer. 
With  Sereswati  knit  in  mystic  chain, 
Guigles  o'er  the  vocal  plain 
Of  If  athnra,  by  sweet  Brind4van*8  grove, 
Whore  Gopa's  love-lom  daughters  rove, 
And  hurls  her  azuro  stream  amain. 
Till  blest  Pray&ga's  point  beholds  three  mingling 
tides,  [tar)  as  it  glides. 

Where  pilgrimi  on  the  fiur-aonght  bank  drink  nee- 
Pirom  Himola's  pwvmnial  snow. 
And  southern  Palamau's  less  daring  Bteep> 
Sonoront  riven,  bri|^t  though  deep, . 


O'er  thirsty  deserts  youth  and  fireshnesi  tlmwC 

**  A  goddess  comes,"  cried  Gnmti  chasti^ 

And  roird  her  flood  with  zealous  hastes 

Her  fbllow'd  Soma  with  pellodd  wave 

Dancing  from  her  diamond  cave. 

Broad  Oogra,  rushing  swift  from  northeru  faiib. 

Red  Gandac,  drawn  by  crocodiles, 

(Herds,  drink  not  there,  nor  herdsmen  lafe !) 

Gosa,  whose  bounteous  hand  nepalian  odour  fliop. 

And  Mahanadi  laughing  wild  at  citieB,  thrODs, 

and  kings. 
Thy  temples,  Casi,  next  she  sought. 
Ami  verd'rous  flames  by  tepid  breezes  fiinn'dy 
Where  health  extends  her  pinions  bland. 
Thy  groves,  where  pious  Valmic  sat  and  thought. 
Where' Vy&aa  pour'd  the  strain  sublime. 
That  laughs  at  all  consuming  time. 
And  BriUimans  wrapt  the  lofty  Veda  sing 
Cease,  oh !  ceasfr— a  rafllan  king. 
The  demon  of  bis  empire,  not  the  grace, 
His  rathless  bandits  tnds  deface 
The  shrines,  whence  gifts  ethereal  spring : 
So  shall  his  frantic  sons  with  diaoord  rend  hb 

throne,  [yet  nnknovn. 

And  his  feir-smiling  realms  be  swayM  by  nation 

Lees  haltow'd  scenes  her  course  prolong; 
But  Same,  restless  pow'r,  foHnds  delay : 
To  love  all  virtues  homage  pay. 
E'en  stem  religion  yields.    How  inll,  bow  stnng 
Her  trembling  panting  sniges  run. 
Where  Patali's  immortal  son 
To  domes  and  turrets  gives  his  awfnl  name 
Fragrant  m  the  gales  of  fhme  I 
Nor  stopt,  where  Rama,  bright  from  dive  alanm^ 
Sinks  in  chaste  Sita's  constant  arms. 
While  bards  his  wars  and  troth  proclaim : 
There  from  a  fiery  cave  the  bubbling  crystal  ikm, 
And  Mactigir,  delightfol   hill,   with   mirth  and 
beauty  glows. 

Oh  I  ri«ng  bow'rs,  great  Call's  boast. 
And  thou,  from  Gangli  nam'd,  enchanting  mount. 
What  voice  your  wailings  can  recount 
Borne  by  shrill  echo  o'er  eaeh  howling  ooail. 
When  he  who  bade  your  forests  bloom. 
Shall  seal  his  eyes  in  iron  gloom  ? 
Exalted  youth !  The  godless  mountaineer. 
Roaming  round  his  thickets  drear. 
Whom  rigour  fir'd,  nor  legions  could  iqppal, 
I  see  before  thy  mildness  &1I, 
Thy  wisdom  love,  thy  justice  fcar : 
A  race,  whom  rapine  nurs'd,  whom  gory  murder 
stains,  [(rains. 

Thy  fiiir  example  wins  to  peace,  to  gentle  virtue 

Bot  mark,  where  old  Bhigivath  leads 
(This  boon  his  pray'rs  of  Mabidiw  obtam  t 
Grace  more  distinguish'd  who  oonld  gain  ?) 
Her  calmer  current  o'er  his  western  meadi^ 
Which  trips  the  fertile  plains  along. 
When  vengeance  waits  th*  oppressor's  wrong ; 
Then  girds,  fair  Nawadwlp^  thy  shaded  oelk. 
Where  the  Fendit  musing  dwells; 
Tbenoe  by  th'  abode  of  arts  and  oommevoe  glides, 
Till  Sagar  breasts  the  bitter  tides : 
Whik  she^  whom  struggling  paanon  swells, 
Beyond  the  labyrinth  green,  where  pards  by  noon- 
light  prowl,  [her  mighty  ssoL 

With  laptare  leeki  her  dmlhi'd  Imd,  and  poen 
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IbfetQwhile  o'er  P6tyid'9  nnilcy  dales, 

Gey  RADgamar,  where  sweetett  spikenard  bloomi, 

ADd  Siret,  fitm*d  lor  sliong  perfumes, 

That,  Hang  from  shining  tresses,  lull  the  gales^ 

Wild  Brabmapotra  winding  flows, 

And  murmura  hoarse  his  am'rooa  woes ; 

Then,  charming  Ganga  seen,  the  heav'nly  boy 

Rushes  with  tumultuous  joy : 

(Can  anght  but  love  to  men  or  god's  be  sweet  ?) 

When  she,  the  long-lost  youth  to  greet, 

Darts,  not  as  earth-born  lovers  toy. 

But  blending  her  fierce  waves,  and  teeming  ver- 
dant isles ;  [sounding  ocean  smiles. 

While,  buxom    I^cshmi    crowns  their  bed,   and 

What  name,  sweet  bird  !  will  best  allure 

Thy  sacred  ear,  and  give  the  honour  due  ? 

Visbnopedi?  Mild  Bhismanu  ? 

Smooth  Soranimoaga  ?  Trisrota  pure  ? 

By  that  I  call ;  its  power  confess  ; 

With  growing  gifts  thy  suppliants  bless. 

Who  with  full  sails  in  many  a  ligfatKwr'd  boat 

On  thy  jasper  bosom  float ; 

Nor  fiiown,  dread  goddess,  on  a  peerless  race 

With  liberal  heart  and  martial  grace. 

Waited  from  colder  isles  remote : 

As  they  preserve  our  laws,  and  bid  onr  terrour 
cease,  [and  peace ! 

80  be  their  darling  laws  preserved  hi  h^th,  in  joy. 


TALES. 

rat  • 
PALACE  OF  FORTXmE, 

AM  na>IAM  TALE. 

M flD  was  the  vernal  gale,  and  calib  the  day. 
When  Maia  near  a  crsrstal  fountain  lay, 
Young  Maia,  fairest  of  the  blue-eyed  maidf. 
That  rov'd  at  noon  in  Tibet's  musky  shades ; 
But,  haply,  wandering  through  the  fields  of  air. 
Some  fiend  had  whispered — Bfaia,  thou  art  fair ! 
Heaoe  swelling  pride  had  fiird  her  simple  tweast. 
And  rising  passions  robb'd  her  mind  of  i«st ; 
In  oonrts  and  glittering  towen  she  wish'd  to  dwell. 
And  scom'd  her  labouring  parent's  bwly  cell. 
And  now,  as  gazing  o'er  the  glassy  stream. 
She  saw  her  blooming  cheek's  reflected  beam, 
Her  trenes  brighter  than  the  morning  sky. 
And  the  mild  radiance  of  her  sparkling  eye, 
Low  sighs  and  trickling  tears  by  turns  she  stole. 
And  thus  dischargM  the  anguish  of  her  soul : 
**  Why  glow  those  cheeks,  if  unadmii'd  they  glow  ? 
Why  flow  thoae  tresses,  if  unprais'd  they  flow  ? 
Why  dart  those  eyes  their  liquid  ray  serene, 
Unfelt  their  influence,  and  their  light  unseen  ? 
Ye  Heavens  1  was  that  love-breathing  bosom  made 
To  warm  dull  groves,  and  cheer  the  lonely  glade  ? 
Ah,  no :  thoae  blushes,  that  enchanting  Ikce, 
Some  tap'stried  hall,  or  gilded  bower,  might  grace ; 
Might  deck  the  scenes,  where  love  and  pleasure 


When  through  the  yielding  air  die  nw  firom  fiur 
A  goddess  gliding  in  a  golden  car. 
That  soon  descended  on  the  flowery  lawn. 
By  two  fisir  yokes  of  starry  peacocks  drawn : 
A  thousand  nymphs  with  many  a  sprightly  glance 
Form'd  round  the  radiant  wheels  an  airy  dance. 
Celestial  shapes !  in  fluid  light  array'd ; 
Like  twinkling  stare  their  boimy  sandals  play'd  ; 
Tbeir  Judd  mantles  glitter 'd  in  the  Sun, 
(Webs  half  so  bright  the  silkworm  never  spun) 
Transparent  robes,  that  bore  the  rainbow's  bue^ 
And  finer  than  the  nets  of  pearly  dew 
That  morning  spreads  o'er  every  opening  flow'r. 
When  sportive  Summer  decks  his  lyidal  bow'r. 
The  queen  herself,  too  fair  for  mortal  sight. 
Sat  in  the  centre  of  encircling  light 
Soon  with  soft  touch  she  nus'd  the  trembling  maid. 
And  by  her  side  in  silent  slumber  laid : 
Straight  the  gay  birds  display'd  their  spangled  train* ' 
And  flew  refolgent  through  th'  aerial  plain; 
The  fiiiry  band  their  shining  pinions  spread. 
And,  as  they  rose,  fresh  gales  of  sweetness  shed  ; 
Fann'd  with  their  flowing  skirts,  the  sky  was  mild; 
And  Heaven's  blue  fields  with  brighter  radinnoa' 
■mil'd. 

Now  in  a  garden  deck'd  with  verdant  bow'rK 
The  glittering  car  descends  on  bending  flowhn: 
The  goddess  still  with  looks  divinely  fisir 
Surveys  the  sleeping  object  of  her  care ; 
Then  o'er  her  cheek  her  magic  finger  laya. 
Soft  as  the  gale  that  o'er  a  violet  plays. 
And  thus  in  sounds,  that  favour'd  mortali  hear, 
1^  gently  whispen  in  her  ravish'd  ear: 

'*  Awake,  sweet  maid,  and  view  th^s  chsirming 


And  fire  with  amoroos  flamei  the  yonthfbl  train." 

While  thus  she  spoke,  a  sodden  blaze  of  light 
Shot  through  the  clouds,  and  struck  her  dazzled 
She  rais'd  her  bead,  astonish'd,  to  the  skies,  [sight. 
And  teil'd  with  trembling  hmdt  her  aching  eyes ; 


For  jever  beauteous,  and  for  ever  gracn; 

Here  living  rills  of  purest  nectar  flow 

O'er  meads  that  with  nnfhding  flowerets  giow;        t 

Here  amorous  gales  their  scented  wings  diqriay, 

Mov*d  by  the  breath  of  ever-blooming  May  ; 

Here  in  the  lap  of  pleasure  shalt  thou  rest. 

Our  lov'd  companion,  and  our  honoor'd  gimti'* 

The  damsel  bean  the  heav'niy  notes  diatil. 

Like  melting  snow,  or  like  a  vernal  rill. 

She  lifts  her  head,  and,  on  her  arm  recUn'd, 

Drinks  the  sweet  accents  in  her  grateful  mind : 

On  all  around  she  tnma  her  roving  eye^ 

And  views  the  splendid  scene  with  glad  surprise; 

Fresh  lawns,  and  sunny  hanks,  and  rosealebowVi, 

Hills  white  with  flocks,  and  meadows  gemm'd  with 

flow'n ; 
Cool  shades,  a  sure  defence  firom  summer's  ray. 
And  silver  brooks,  (where  wanton  damsels  play,) 
Which  with  soft  notes  their  dimpled  crystal  roll'd 
O'er  colour'd  shells  and  sand  of  native  gold  ; 
A  rising  fountain  play'd  from  every  stream, 
Smil'd  as  it  rose,  and  cast  a  transient  gleam. 
Then,  gently  falling  in  a  vocal  show'r, 
Bath'd  every  shrub,  and  sprinkled  every  flow'r. 
That  on  the  banks,  like  many  a  lovely  bride, 
View'd  in  the  liquid  glass  their  blushing  pride ; 
Whilst  on  each  branch,  with  purple  bkMsoms  hong* 
The  sportful  birds  their  joyous  descant  sung. 

While  Maia,  thus  entrane'd  in  sweet  deKght, 
With  each  gay  object  fed  her  eager  sight. 
The  goddess  mildly  caught  her  willing  hand. 
And  red  her  trembling  o'er  the  flow'fy  land  | 
Soon  she  beheld  where,  through  an  opening  glade, 
A  qpadous  lake  its  dear  ezpanw  display'd; 
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In  mazy  entity  the  llowmg  jasper  wtiVd 
O'er  its  smooth  bed,  with,poliih*d  agate  pav'd; 
And  on  a  rock  of  ice,  by  magic  raised, 
High  in  the  midst  a  gorgeous  palace  blazed ; 
The  sunbeams  on  the  gilded  portals  glanc'd. 
Played  on  the  spires^  and  on  the  turrets  danc'd  ; 
To  four  bright  gates  four  ivory  bridges  led, 
With  pearls  illnminM,  and  with  roses  spr^ : 
And  now,  more  fadiant  than  the  morning  Sun, 
Her  easy  way  the  gliding  goddess,  won  ; 
Still  by  her  band  she  held  the  fiearful  maid. 
And,  as  she  pass'd,  the  fturies  homage  paid : 
They  enter*d,  straight,  the  sumptuous  patace-bal). 
Where  silken  tapestry'  embiaa'd  the  wall. 
Refulgent  tissue,  of  an  heavenly  woof; 
And  gems  unuumber'd  ^arkled  on  the  roof, 
Oo  whose  bloe  arch  the  flaming  diamonds  play'd^ 
As  on  a  sky  with  living  stars  inlajr'd ; 
Of  predons  diadems  a  regal  store,  [floor; 

With  globes  and  scepters,  strewM  the  porphyry 
Rich  vests  of  eastern  kings  aronnd  were  spread. 
And  glittering  zones  a  starry  lustre  shed : 
But  Maia  most  admir'd  the  pearly  strings, 
Os^y  brsnelets,  golden  chains,  and  sparkling  rings. 

High,  in  the  centre  of  the  palace,  shone. 
Suspended  in  mid*air,  an  opal  throne : 
To  this  the  queen  ascends,  with  royal  pride. 
And  sets  thelavooHd  damsel  by  her  side. 
Around  the  throne,  in  mystic  cutler,  stand 
Tbe  (airy  .tuiin,  and  wait  her  high  command ; 
When  thus  she  speaks :  (the  maid  attentive  sips 
lEacb  word  that  flows,  like  nectar,  from  her  lips.) 

*'  Favourite  of  Heaven,  my  much-lov'd  Maia, 


From  me  all  joys,  all  earthly  blessings,  flow  t 
Me  Bupptiani  men  hnperial  Fortune  call. 
The  mighty  empress  of  yon  rolling  ball :" 
(She  mis'd  her  flnger,  and  the  wondering  maid. 
At  distance  hnng,  the  dusky  i^lobe  surveyed ; 
Saw  the  roimd  fisrth  with  foaming  oceans  vein'd* 
And  labouring  crowds  on  mountain  tops  sustained.) 
'*  To  me  has  fate  the  pleasing  task  assigoM, 
To  rule  this  various  thoughts  of  humankind ; 
To  catch  each  rising  wish,  each  ardent  prayer. 
And  some 'to  grant,  and  some  to  waste  in  air. 
Know  farther, — as  I  rang'd  the  crystal  sky, 
I  saw  thee  near  the  murmuring  fountain  lie ; 
Maxk*d  the  rough  storm  that  gathered  in  thy  breast. 
And  knew  what  care  thy  joyiess  soul  opprest. 
Straigbt  I  resolv'd  to  bring  tbee  quick  relief. 
Ease  every  weight,  and  soften  every  grief; 
If  in  this  court  contented  thou  canst  live. 
And  taste  tbe  joys  these  happy  gardens  give :— 
But  fill  thy  mind  with  vain  desires  no  more. 
And  riew  without  a  wish  yon  shining  store. 
Soon  shall «  numerous  train  before  me  bend. 
And  kneeliDg  votaries  my  shrine  attend ; 
WamM  by  their  empty  vanities  beware. 
And  scorn  the  folly  of  each  human  prayer. *' 
She  said ;  and  straight  a  damsel  of  her  train 
With  tender  fingers  touchM  a  golden  chain. 
Kow  a  soft  bell  delighted  Maia  hears. 
That  sweetly  trembles  on  her  listening  ears ; 
Through  the  calm  air  the  mdting  numbers  float. 
And  wanton  Echo  lengthens  every  note. 
Soon  thsOttgh  the  dome  a  mingled  hum  arose. 
Like  the  swift  sCream  that  o'er  a  valley  flows ; 
No^  louder  still  it  grew,  and  still  more  loud. 
As  diirtant  thunder  breaks  the  bursting  cloud : 


Through  the  four  porteb  rqsh*d  a  varioos  thvoiy. 
That  like  a  wintry  torrent  pour*d  along : 
A  crowd  of  every  tongue  and  every  hue. 
Toward  the  bright  throne,  with  eager  rapture^  flev. 
A  lovely  stripling  i  stepped  before  the  rest 
With  hasty  pace,  and  tow'rd  the  goddess  prest; 
His  mien  was  graceful,  and  his  looks  were  mild. 
And  in  his  eye  celestial  sweetness  smiPd : 
Youth's  purple  glow,  «hd  beauty*s  rosy  beam. 
O'er  his  smooth  cheeks  diflus'd  a  lively  gleam; 
The  floating  ringlets  of  bis  musky  hair 
Wav'd  on  the  bosom  of  the  wanton  air: 
With  modest  grace,  tbe  goddess  be  addrest. 
And,  thoughtless,  thus  preferred  bis  fond  request 

"  Queen  of  the  world !  whose  wide-extended  sway, 
Gay  youth,  firm  manhood,  and  cold  age  obey. 
Grant  me,  while  life's  fresh  blooming  roses  smile. 
The  day  with  varied  pleasures  to  b^ile  ; 
Let  me  on  beds  of  dewy  flowers  recline. 
And  quaff,  with  glowing  lips,  the  sparlding  wine; 
Grant  me  to  feed  on  beauty's  rifled  cfaaims. 
And  clasp  a  willing  damsel  in  my  arms, — 
Her  bosom,  fairer  than  a  hill  of  snow. 
And  gently  bounding  like  a  playful  roe; 
Her  lips  more  fbigrant  than  the  summer  air  ; 
And  sweet  as  Scythian  musk,  her  hyacinthme  hair; 
Let  new  delights  each  dancing  hour  employ. 
Sport  follow  sport,  and  joy  succeed  to  joy." 

The  goddess  grants  the  simple  youth's  request. 
And,  mildly,  thus  aoeosts  her  lovely  guest : 
"  On  that  smooth  mirror,  fnll  of  magic  light. 
Awhile,  dear  Maia,  fix  thy  wuidering  sight" 
She  looks ;  and  in  th'  enchanted  crystal  sees 
A  bower  o'er-canopied  with  tufted  trees : 
The  wanton  stripling  lies  beneath  the  diade ; 
And,  by  his  side,  redines  a  btoommg  amid  ; 
O'er  her  foir  limbs  a  silken  mantle  flows. 
Through  which  her  youthful  beauty  softly  glows. 
And,  part  conceal'd  and  part  disdo^d  to  tajbi. 
Through  the  thin  texture  casts  a  ruddy  light; 
As  the  ripe  clusters  of  the  mantling  vine 
Beneath  the  verdant  foliage,  foiotly,  shme. 
And,  fearing  to  be  view'd  by  envious  day. 
Their  glowing  tints  unwillingly  display. 

The  yoiith,  while  joy  sits  sparkling  in  his  eyes, 
Pants  on  her  neck,  and  on  her  bosom  dies; 
From  her  smooth  cheek  nectareoosdew  be  sips. 
And  all,  his  soul  comes  breathing  to  his  lips. 
But  Maia  turns  her  modest  eyes  away. 
And  blushes  to  behold  their  amorous  play. 

She  looks  again ;  and  sees,  with  sad  surprise^ 
On  tbe  clear  glass  (ir  difiereot  scenes  arise : 
The  bower,  which  late  ouUhone  the  rosy  mom, 
O'erhung  with  weeds  she  saw,  and  rough  with  tboro ; 
With  sting  of  asps  the  leafless  plants  were  wreath'd; 
And  curiing  adders  gales  of  venom  breath'd  :— 
Low  sat  the  stripling  on  the  faded  ground ; 
And,  in  a  mournful  knot,  his  arms  were  boond ; 
His  eyes,  that  shot  befbre  a  sunny  beam. 
Now,  scarcely  shed  a  saddening,  dying  gleam. 
Faint  as  a  glimm'ring  taper's  wasted  light. 
Or  a  dull  ray  that  streaks  the  cloudy  night  :— 
His  crystal  vase  was  on  the  pavement  roll'd. 
And  from  the  bank  was  falPn  his  cup  of  gold ; 
From  which,  th'  envenom'd  dregs  of  deadly  hue 
Flow'd  on  the  ground,  in  streams  of  bakfol  dew, 
And,  slowly  stealing  through  the  wither'd  bowV, 
Poison'd  each  plant,  and  blasted  every  flower: 
^neasure. 
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Fled  were  hn  sieves,  and  fled  his  yieldtng  feir. 
And  each  gay  phantom  was  dissolved  in  air ! 
Wbilil  in  their  place  was  left  a  ruthless  train, 
Detpaitj  and  grief,  remorse,  and  raging  pain. 

Aside  the  damsel  turns  her  weeping  eyes, 
And  fad  reflections  in  her  bosom  rise ; 
To  whom  thos,  mildly,  speaks  the  ra^ant  queen : 
"  Tske  sage  example  from  this  moral  toene ; 
See  I  bow  vain  pleasores  sting  the  lips  they  Uss, 
How  ssps  aae  hid  heneath  the  bowers  of  bliss  ! 
M'btlflt  erer  fair  the  flowV  of  temperance  blows, 
Uncbaog'd  her  leaf,  and  without  thorn  her  rose  ; 
Sffliling  she  darts  her  glittering  branch  an  high. 
And  spreads  her  fragrant  blossoms  to  the  sky." 

Nest,  tow'rd  the  throne  she  saw  a  knight  *  ad- 


Erect  be  stood,  and  shook  a  qnir'nng  lance  j 
A  fiery  dragon  on  his  helmet  shone ; 
And  do  his  buckler  beam'd  a  golden  son ; 
O'er  bis  broad  bosom,  blas'd  his  jointed  mail 
With  OMny  a  gem,  and  many  a  shining  scale ; 
He  trod  the  soonding  floor  with  princely  mieo. 
And  tbos  with  haughty  words  addressM  the  qoeea : 
"  Let  &lling  kings  beneath  my  javelin  bleed. 
And  bind  my  temples  with  a  victor's  meed ; 
Let  every  realnl  that  feels  the  solar  ray. 
Shrink  at  my  fr6wn,  and  own  my  regal  sway : 
Let  Ind's  rich  banks  declare  my  deathlen  ft^nie. 
And  tiembling  Ganges  dread  my  potent  name.*' 

The  queen  consented  to  the  warrior's  prayV ; 
And  bis  bright  banners  floated  in  the  air ; 
He  bade  his  darts  in  steely,  tempests  fly, 
Flsmes  burst  the  clouds,  and  thunder  shake  the  sky  ^ 
Death  arm'd  his  lance,  Earth  trembled  at  his  nod. 
And  crimson  conquest  glow*d  where'er  he  t^od. 

And  now,  the  damsel,  flxM  in  deep  amaze, 
Th'  endianted  glass  with  eager  look  surveys ; 
She  sees  the  hero  in  his  dusky  tent. 
His  guards  retir'd,  bis  glimmering  taper  spent ; 
His  tpear,  vain  instrument  of  dying  praise, 
On  the  rich  floor,  with  idle  state,  he  lays ; 
His  gory  Mchion  near  his  pillow  stood, 
And  stam'd  the  ground  with  drops  of  purple  blood ; 
A  bosy  page  his  nodding  helm  uolac'd. 
And  on  the  conch  his  scaly  hauberk  plao'd : 
Nov  00  the  bed  his  weary' limbs  he  throws, 
Bath*d  in  the  balmy  dew  of  soft  repose : 
la  dreams  he  rushes  o'er  the  gloomy  field. 
He  sees  new  armies  fly,  new  heroes  jrield ; 
Warm  with  the  vjgorous  conflict  he  appears. 
And  ev^  in  slumber  seems  to  move  the  spheres. 
But  lo !  the  faithless  page,  with  stealing  tread. 
Advances  to  the  champk>n's  naked  head  ; 
With  his  sharp  dagger  wounds  his  bleed  mg  breast. 
And  steeps  bis  eyel^s  in  eternal  rest :  [gore) 

Then  cries,  (and  waves  the  steel  that  drops  with 
^'  The  tyrant  dies ;  oppression  is  no  more."    ' 

Now  came  an  aged  sire  s,  with  trembling  pace ; 
Sank  were  his  eyes,  and  pale  his  ghastly  face ; 
A  ragged  weed  of  dusky  hue  he  wore. 
And  OB  his  back  a  ponderous  coffer  bore. 
Tbe  queen  wfth  Altering  speech  he  thus  addrest : 
**  0,  fill  with  gold  thy  true  adorer's  chest  !'* 

•*  Behold,"  said  she,  and  wavM  her  pow'rful  hand, 
"  Where  yon  rich  hills  in  glittering  order  stand : 
There  load  thy  cofl«r  with  the  golden  store  ; 
Then  bear  it  full  away,  and  ask  no  more." 


«  Glory. 
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With  eager  steps  he  to6k  hts  baSty  way. 
Where  the  bright  coin  in  heaps  unnumbered  lay  j 
There  hung  enamour'd  o^er  the  gleaming  spoil. 
Scooped  the  gay  dross,  and  bent  beneath  the  toil. 
But  bitter  was  his  anguish,  to  behold 
The  coffer  wideu,  and  its  sides  unfold  : 
And,  ^very  time  he  heap'd  the  darling  ore. 
His  greedy  chest  grew  larger  than  before ; 
Till,  spent  with  pain,  and  felling  o'er  his  hoard. 
With  his  sharp  steel  bis  maddening  breast  he  gw'd  i 
On  the  lov'd  heap  he  cast  his  closing  eye. 
Contented  on  a  golden  conch  to  die. 

A  stripling,  with  the  fiiir  adventure  pleas'd, 
Stepp'd  fbrwa^,  and  the  massy  coffer  seiai'd  j 
But  wit^  sqrprise  he  saw  the  stores  decay. 
And  all  the  long-sought  treasures  melt  away : 
In  winding  streams  Jhe  liquid  metal  roll'd. 
And  thnwgh  the  palace  ran  a  flood  of  gold 

Next  to  the  shrine  advanc'd  a  reverend  sage  \ 
Whose  beard  was  hoary  with  the  frost  of  age  ; 
His  few  grey  locks  a  sable  fillet  boond. 
And  his  dark  mantle  fiow'd  aloog  the  groond ; 
Grave  was  his  port,  yet  showM  a  bold  neglect. 
And  fill'd  the  3roang  beholder  with  respect; 
lime's  envious  hand  had  ploogh'd  his  wrinkled  &oe, 
Yet  on  those  wrinkles  sat  superior  grace ; 
Still  full  of  fire  appeair'd  his  vivid  eye. 
Darted  quick  beams,  and  seem'd  to  pieroe  the  sky* 
At  length  with  gentle  voice  and  look  serene. 
He  waved  his  hand,  and  thus  address'd  the  queen : 

'*  Twice  forty  winters  tip  my  heard  with  soow,    ^ 
And  age's  chilling  gusts  around  me  blow  :    ' 
In  early  youth,  by  contempUtion  led, 
With  high  pursuits  my  flattered  thoughts  were  fed  ^ 
To  nature  first  my  labours  were  confin'd. 
And  all  her  charms  were  openM  to  my  mind. 
Each  flower  that  glisten'd  in  the  morning  dew. 
And  every  shrub  that  in  the  forest  grew : 
From  Barth  to  Heaven  I  cast  my  wond'ring  eyes. 
Saws  suns  unnumber'd  sparkle  in  the  skies, 
Mark'd  the  just  progress  of  each  rolling  sphere, 
Desi^b'd  the  seasons,  and  reform'd  the  year.         ^ 
At  length  sublimer  studies  I  began. 
And  fix*d  nfy  level'd  telescope  on  man  ; 
Knew  all  his  powers,  and  all  his  passions  trao'd. 
What  virtue  rais'd  him,  and  what  vice  debased : 
But  when  I  saw  his  knowledge  so  confin'd. 
So  vain  his  wishes,  and  so  weak  his  mind. 
His  s6ul,  a  bright  obscurity  at  best. 
And  rough  with  tempests  his  afflicted  breast. 
His  lifb,  a  flower  ere  evening  sure  to  fkde. 
His  highest  joys,  the  shadow  of  a  shade ; 
To  thy  fair  court  I  took  my  weary  way. 
Bewail  ray  folly,  and  Heaven's  laws  obey. 
Confess  my  feeble  mind  for  prayers  unfit. 
And  to  my  Maker's  will  my  soul  submit : 
Great  empress  of  yon  orb  that  rolls  below. 
On  me  the  last  best  gift  of  Heaven  bestow.". 
He  spoke :  a  sudden  cloud  his  senses  stole, 
And  thickening  darkness  swam  o'er  all  his  sool ; 
His  vital  spark  her  earthly  cell  forsook. 
And  into  air  her  fleeting  progress  took. 

Now,  fipom  the  throng  a  deafening  sound  was  heardy 
And  all  at  once  their  various  prayers  proforr'd  ; 
The  goddess,  wearied  with  the  noisy  crowd. 
Thrice  wav'd  her  silver  wand,  and  spoke  aloud^ 
**  Our  ears  no  more  with  vain  petitions  tire, 
But  take  unheard  whate'er  you  first  desire." 

4  Knowledge. 
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She  said :  each  Wttb'd,  and  what  he  wished  obtaiii'd ; 
And  wild  confVnion  in  the  palace  reign'd. 
But  Maia,  now  grown  senseless  with  delight. 
Cast  on  ail  emerald  ring  her  roving  sight ; 
And,  ere  she  oonld  surrey  the  rest  with  care, 
Wish'd  on  her  hand  the  precious  gem  to  wear. 

Sudden  the  palace  vanished  from  her  sight. 
And  the  gay  fttbric  melted  into  night  $ 
Bat,  in  its  place,  she  view'd  with  weeping  esres 
Huge  rocks  around  her,  and  sharp  clifb  arise : 
She  sat  deserted  on  the  naked  shore. 
Saw  the  corl'd  waves,  and  heard  the  tempest  roar ; 
Whilst  on  her  finger  shone  the  ftital  ring, 
A  weak  defence  from  hunger's  pointed  sting. 
From  sad  remorse,  from  oomibrLless  deqpair. 
And  all  the  painful  family  of  care ! 
Prantic  with  grief  her  rosy  cheek  she  tore, 
And  rent  her  locks,  her  darling  charge  no*  more : 
But  when  the  night  his  raven  wing  had  spread. 
And  hung  with  sahle  every  mountain's  head. 
Her  tender  limbs  were  numh'd  with  biting  cold, 
'  And  round  her  feet  the  curling  billows  roli'd ; 
With  trembling  arms  a  rifted  crag  she  grasp'd. 
And  the  rough  rock  with  hard  embraces  clMp'd. 

Whilst  thus  she  stood,  and  made  a  piercing  moan. 
By  chance  her  emerald  touoh'd  the  rugged  stone ; 
That  moment  gleam'd  from  Heaven  a  golden  ray. 
And  taught  the  gloom  to  counterftit  the  day : 
A  winged  yonth,  for  mortal  eyes  too  fiiir, 
Shot,  like  a  meteor,  through  the  dusky  air ; 
His  heavenly  charms  o'ercame  her  dazzled  sight. 
And  drown'd  her  senses  in  a  flood  of  light ; 
His  sunny  plumes,  descending,  he  djqplay'd  ; 
And,  softly,  thus  address'd  the  mournful  ma^ : 

«  Say,  thou,  who  dost  yon  wondrous  ring  possess, 
What  oares  disturt>  thee,  or  what  wants  oppnss  ; 
To  faithful  ears  disclose  thy  secret  grief. 
And  hope  (so  Heaven  ordains)  a  quick  relief." 

The  maid  replied,  '*  Ah,  sacred  genius !  bear 
A  hopeless  damsel  from  this  land  of  care  ; 
Wa^  me  to  softer  climes  and  lovelier  plains. 
Where  nature  smiles,  and  spring  eternal  reigni." 

She  spoke  ^  and,  swifter  than  the  glance  of  tho4gbt. 
To  a  fair  isle  his  sleeping  charge  he  brought. 

Now  0DK>ming  breath'd ;  the  scented  air  was  mild. 
Each  meadow  blo66om*d,  and  each  valley  smird ; 
On  every  shrub  the  pearly  dew-drops  hung. 
On  every  branch  a  feather'd  warbler  sung  ; 
The  cheerful  sprmg  her  flowery  chaplets  wove. 
And  ineense-broathing  gales  perfumM  the  grove. 

The  damsel  rose ;  and,  lost  in  glad  surprise. 
Cast  round  the  gay  expanse  her  opening  eyes. 
That  shone  with  pleasure,  like  a  starry  beam, 
•  Or  moonUgfat  sparkling  on  a  silver  stream, 
i^e  thought  some  tiymph  must  haunt  that  lovely 


Some  woodland  goddess,  or  some  fairy  queen ; 
At  least  she  hop'd  in  some  sequester'd  vale 
To  hear  the  shepherd  tell  his  amorous  tale : 
Le^  by  these  flattering  hope8,**lrom  glade  to  glade. 
From  lawn  to  lawn,  with  hasty  steps  she  stray'd  ; 
But  not  a  nymph  by  stream  or  fountain  stooi^ 
And  not  a  fairy  glided  through  the  wood  ; 
No  damsel  wanton'd  o'er  the  dewy  flow'rs. 
No  shepherd  sung  beneath  the  rosy  bow'rs  ; 
On  .every  side  she  saw  vast  mountains  rise. 
That  thrust  their  daring  foreheads  in  the  skies  ; 
The  rocks  of  polish'd  alabaster  seem'd. 
And  in  th^  Sun  their  lofty  fuamiti  gleamU 


She  call'd  alood ;  but  not  a  voice  replied. 
Save  Echo,  babbling  from  the  mountain's  side. 

By  this,  had  night  o'ereast  the  gloomy  scene. 
And  twinkling  stars  emblaz'd  the  blue  serene:— 
Yet  on  sihe  waoder'd— till,  with  grief  opprest. 
She  fell ;  and,  fill  ling,  smote  her  snowy  breast : 
Now,  to  the  Heavens  her  guilty  head  she  rears, 
And  pours  her  bursting  sorrow  into  tears ; 
Then  plaintive  speaks,  "  Ah,  fond  mistaken  maid! 
How  was  thy  mind  by  giMed  hopes  betray'd  ! 
Why  dkist  thou  wish  for  bowers  and  flowery  hills, 
For  smiling  meadows,  and  for  purling  rills ; 
Since  on  those  hills  no  youth  or  daoisel  rotes, 
No  shepherd  haunts  the  solitery  groves  ? 
Ye  meads,  that  glow  with  intermingled  dyes. 
Ye  flowering  palms,  that  from  yon  hillodu  rise, 
Ye  qutyering  brooks^  that  iofUy  murmur  by. 
Ye  panting  gales,  that  on  the  branches  die ; 
Ah  !  why  has  Nature  through  her  gay  domain 
Display'd  your  beauties,  yet  displayed  in  vain  ? 
In  vain,  ye  flowers,  you  boast  your  vernal  bkMXB, 
And  waste  in  barren  air  your  fresh  perfume. 
Ah  !  leave,  ye  wanton  birds,  yon  lonely  spray ; 
Unheard  you  warble,  and  unseen  you  play : 
Yet  stay  till  fate  has  fix'd  my  early  doom. 
And  strow  with  leaves  a  hapless  damsel's  tomb. 
Some  grot  or  grassy  bank  shall  be  my  bier. 
My  maiden  herse  unwater'd  with  a  tear." 
Thus  while  she  mourns,  o'erwhelm'd  in  deep  de- 
spair. 
She  rends  her  silken  robes,  and  golden  hair : 
Her  fatal  ring,  the  caus^  of  all  her  woes. 
On  a  hard  rock  with  maddening  rage  she  throws; 
The  gem,  reboundmg  from  the  stone,  displays 
Its  verdant  hue,  and  sheds  refreshing  rays : 
Sudden  descends  the  genius  of  the  ring. 
And  drops  celestial  fragrance  from  his  wing  } 
Then  speaks,  '*  Who  oslls  me  from  the  realms  of 

day  ?  V 

Ask,  and  I  grant;  command,  and  I  obey  ?" 
She  drank  his  m<dting  words  with  ravish'd  eats. 
And  stopp'd  the  gushbg  current  of  her  tears  ? 
Then  kiss'd  his  skirts,  that  like  a  ruby  glow'd. 
And  said,  "  O  bear  me  to  my  siro's  abode." 
Straight,  o'er  her  eyes  a  shady  veil  arose. 
And  all  her  soul  was  lull'd  in  still  repose. 
By  this,  with  flowVs  the  rosy-finger'd  dawn 
Had  spread  each  dewy  hill  and  verdurous  lawn  ;>- 
She  wak'd  ;  and  saw  a  new-built  tomb,  that  stood 
In  the  dark  bosom  of  a  solemn  wood. 
While  these  sad  sounds  her  trembling  ears  invade,—* 
'*  Beneath  yon  marble,  sleeps  thy  father's  shade." 
She   siffh'd ;  she  wept ,  she  struck  her  pensive 


And  bade  his  urn  in  peaoefhl  slumber  rest 

And  now,  in  silence,  o'er  the  gloomy  land. 
She  saw  advance  a  slowly-winding  band  ;  pine 

Their  cheeks  were  veii'd,  their  robn  of  mournful 
Flowed  o'er  the  lawn,  and  swept  the  pearly  dew  ; 
O'er  the  fresh  turf  they  sprinkled  sweet  perftimSi 
And  strow'd  with  flowers  the  venerable  tomb. 
A  graceful  matron  walk'd  before  the  train. 
And  tun'd  in  notes  of  woe  the  fimeral  strain  : 
When  from  her  face  her  silken  veil  she  drew. 
The  watehful  maid  her  age^  mother  knew, 
O'erpow'r'd  with  bursting  joy,  she  runs  to  meei 
The  mourning  dame,  and  falls  befiore  her  feeL 
The  matron  with  surprise  her  daughter  rears. 
Hangs  on  her  neck^  and  mingles  tears  with  teem 
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Vowo'er  the  tomb  tbeir  haOoMritaitliqrpay. 
And  form  with  lamps  an  artificial  day : 
Ere  loog  the  damiel  reach'd  her  natife  vale. 
And  told,  with  joyful  heart,  her  moral  tala  ; 
Resigo'd  to  Heaven,  Ad  loft  to  all  betide, 
flie  liv'd  4 


TU 

ENCHANTED  FRVFT; 

"•  oa, 

THE  HINDU  WIFE: 

AN  AMTIDtLUTlAX  TALI. 

[WrUUn  m  Hu  Provmee  qfBahar,'] 

^  O  LOTitT  age  1  by  Brahmens  iiun'd. 
Pure  Seyte  Yug  *  in  Sanscrit  nam'd  ! 
Belighdiil!  Not  for  cups  of  gold. 
Or  wif«i  a  thousand  centuries  old ; 
Or  men,  degenerato  now  and  small. 
Then  ooe-and-twenty  cnbits  tall : 
Hut  that  plump  cows  full  udders  bore. 
And  bowls  with  holy  curd  '  ran  o'er; 
Not  that,*by  deities  defended 
Tbh,  boar,  snake,  lion  «  ,  bear'n-desoended, 
Learn'd  pundits;  now  grown  sticks  and  clods. 
Read  fast  the  Nagry  of  the  gods  ^ 
And  laymen,  faithful  to  Narayn  * 
Believ'd  in  Brahma's  mystic  strain  ?  • 
Not  that  all  subjects  spoke  plain  truth. 
While  rajas  cherish'd  eld  and  youth, 
Ko— yet  delightful  times  !  because 
Natore  then  reign'd,  and  Nature's  laws ; 
When  females  of  the  softest  kind 
Were  unaflfected,  unoonfin*d  j 
And  this  grand  rule*  from  none  was  hidden  *  ; 
What  pleaseth,  hath  no  law  forbidden.'* 

Thus  with  a  lyre  in  India  strung, 
Amhita's  poet  would  have  sung; 
And  thus  too,  in  a  modest  way. 
All  Tirtnous  males  will  sing  or  say ; 
But  swarthy  nymphs  of  Hindustan 
took  deeper  than  short-sighted  man. 
And  thus,  in  some  poetic  chime, 
Woold  speak  with  reason,  as  with  rhyme : 

^  A  parody  on  the  ode  in  Tasso's  Aminta,  be- 
finaing  O  bella  eta  dell'oro  I 

'  The  golden  age  of  the  Hindus. 

^  Galled  Joghrat,  the  food  of  Criahna  in  his  infan- 
cy and  youth. 

«  The  four  first  Avatars,  or  incarnation  of  the 
diWne  spirit. 

^  The  Sanscrit  or  Sangscrit,  is  written  in  letters 


**  O  lovelier  age,  by  Bndnuens  fiun*d, 
Oay  Dwapar  Yug  ^  in  Sanscrit  nam'd ! 
Delightful !  thoqgh  impure  with  brass 
In  many  a  green  ill-scented  mass  $ 
Though  husbands  but  sev'n  cubits  high. 
Must  in  a  thousand  summers  die  j 
Though,  in  the  lives  of  dwindled  men. 
Ten  parts  were  sin ;  religion,  ten; 
Though  cows  would  rarely  fill  the  pail. 
But  made  th'  expected  cream- bowl  fell  f 
Though  lazypendits  ill  could  read 
(No  care  of  ours)  their  Yejar  Veid  ; 
Though  ngas  looked  a  little  proud. 
And  ranies  rather  spoke  too  loud ; 
Though  gods,  displayed  to  mortal  view 
In  mortal  fbitnt,  were  only  two ; 
(Yet  Crisbna  i^  sweetest  youth,  was  one, 
Cridma,  whose  cheeks  outblaz'd  the  Son ;)  i 
Delightfiil,  nevertheless  I  because 
Not  bound  by  vile  unnaf  ra)  laws. 
Which  curse  this  age  from  Caley  i^  nam'd. 
By  some  base  woman-hater  fram'd. 
Prepost'rous  I  that  one  biped  vain 
^  Should  drag  ten  housewives  in  his  traia^ 
And  stuff  them  in  a  gaudy  cage. 
Slaves  to  weak  lust,  or  potent  nge ! 
Not  such  the  Dwapar  Yug  !^oh  then 
One  buxom  dame  might  wed  five  men.*' 

True  history,  in  solemn  terms. 
This  philosophic  k>re  oonfirms ; 
For  India  onoe,  as  now  eold  Tibet  is, 
A  group  unusual  might  exhibit, 
Of  8ev*ral  husbands,  free  from  strife, 
Link'd  £urly  to  a  single  wife ! 
Thus  botanists,  with  eyes  acuto 
To  see  prolific  dust  minute. 
Taught  by  their  learn'd  northern  Brahmen  ^ 
To  class  by  pistil  and  by  stamen. 
Produce  from  nature's  rich  dominioa 
Flow'rs  pol3raodrian  mooogynian. 
Where  embryon  blossoms,  fruits,  and  leaves 
Twenty  prepare,  and  one  receives. 

But,  lest  my  word  shouU  not  avail. 
Ye  fair,  to  no  unholy  tale 
Attend  >1    Five  thousand  years  u  ago. 
As  annals  in  Benares  show, 
When  Pandu  chiefs  with  Cunw  fought  V, 
And  each  the  throne  imperial  sought. 


<  Narayn  or  Narayan,  the  spirit  of  God. 

**  The  Vayds,  or  sacred  writings  of  Brahma,  called 
Big,  Sam,  and  Yejar:  doubts  have  been  raised 
concerning  the  authority  of  the  fourth,  or  At'herven 
Vayd. 

*  Se  piace,ei  lica.        Tasso. 


^  ^  The    brazen  age,  or  that  in  which  vioa  anfi 
virtue  were  in  equal  proportion. 

iOTheApd||ofIndia. 

1^  The  earlHn  age,  or  that  of  Galy  or  impurity  s 
this  verse  alludes  to  Caley,  the  Hecate  of  the  In- 
dians. 

'3  See  the  aoooonts  published  in  the  Philosophical 
Transactions,  from  the  papers  of  M.  Bogle* 

*3  Lionsus. 

i«  The  story  is  told  by  the  Jesuit  Bonchet,  in  hif 
letter  to  Huet  bishop  of  Avraoches. 

1^  A  round  number  is  chosen ;  but  the  Caly  Yugv 
a  little  before  which  Orishna  disappeared  from  thia  • 
world,  began  4884  years  ago,  that  is,  aooordii^  to 
our  chronologists,  747  befcMre  the  flood ;  and  by  the 
calculation  of  M,  Bailly,  but  454  after  the  fbunda- 
tion  of  the  Indian  empire. 

^  This  war,  which  Orishna  fbmented  in  favour 
of  the  Panda  prince,  Yudhishteir,  fuppUed  Vyaa 
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Five  brothers^  the  regftl  line 
Blazed  high  with  qualities  dWine. 
The  fiist  a  prince  without  bis  peer. 
Just,  pious,  lib'Fal  Yudhishtenr  '"^ ; 
Then  Eijun,  to  the  base  a  rod, 
An  hero  favoured  by  aj?od  '• 
Bbeima,  like  moontain-leopard  Strang, 
Unrival'd  in  th'  embattled  tbrosg; 
Bold  Kacnl,  tir'd  by  nobler  shame 
To  emulate  fraternal  feme ; 
And  Sebdeo,  flushed  with  manly  grace. 
Bright  virtue  dawning  in  his  face : 
To  these  a  dame,  devoid  of  care, 
Blythe  Draupady,  the  debonair, 
Benown'd  for  beauty,  and  for  wit, 
to  wedlock^s  pleasing  chain  was  kmt  i'. 

It  fortun'd,  at  an  idle  hoar. 
This  five-maVd  single-femaPd  flow'r 
One  balmy  mom  of  fruitful  May 
Through  vales  and  meadows  took  its  way. 
A  low  thatched  mansion  met  tbeir  eye 
In  trees  umbrageous  bt^som'd  high ; 
Kear  it  (no  sight,  young  maids !  for  you) 
A  temple  roee  to  Mahadew  », 
A  thorny  hedge  and  reedy  gate 
Enclosed  the  garden's  homely  state ; 
Plain  in  its  neatness :  thifher  wend 
The  princes  and  their  lovely  friend. 
Ligbt-pinionM  g&lcs,  to  obarm  the  sense, 
Their  odorirrous  breath  dispense ; 
From  belas  ^  pearl'd,  or  ponited,  Uoom, 
And  malty  rich,  they  steal  perfume : 
There  honey-scented  singarhar, 
And  jtthy,  like  a  rismg  star. 
Strong  chempa,  darted  by  camdew. 
And  m>ilsery  of  paler  hue, 
Osyora^y  which  the  ranies  wear 
In  tangles  of  their  silken  hair, 
Bound  babul-flow'rs  ^  and  gulacheia 
I>yed  like  the  shell  of  beauty's  queen. 
Sweet  nliidy  ^  pressed  for  crimson  stains. 
And  sacred  tuky  ^  pride  of  plains. 
With  sewty,  small  unMashing  rose. 
Their  odours  mU,  their  tints  disclose, 

with  the  subject  of  his  noble  epic  poem  Mahab- 
harat. 

1''  This  word  is  commonly  pronounced  with  a 
strong  accent  on  the  last  letter,  but  the  preceding 
vowel  is  short  in  Sengscrit.  The  prince  is  called  on 
the  eoast  dherme  rc^,  or  chief  magistrate. 

>^  The  Oeita,  containing  instnic^ons  to  Erjun, 
was  composed  by  Crishna,  who  |(||iuliarly  distin- 
guished him. 

1*  Yudheishteir  and  Draupady,  called  Drobada  by 
M.  Sonnerat,  are  deified  on  the  coast,  and  their 
feast,  of  which  that  writer  exhibits  an  engraving,  is 
named  the'  procession  of  fire,  because  she  passed 
every  year  from  one  of  her  five  husbands  to  ano- 
ther, after  a  solemn  purification  by  that  element. 
In  theBhasha  language  her  name  is  written  Dropty. 
•    «  The  Indian  Jupiter. 

«*The  varieties  of  Bela,  and  the  three  flowers 
neit  mentioned,  are  beautiful  species  of  Jasmin. 

2s  The  Indian  Spikenard. 

^  The  mimosa,  or  true  acacia,  that  produces  the 
Arabian  gum. 

M  Called  alhhinna  by  the  Arabs. 

^  Of  the  kind  called  ocymum. 


And,  as  a  gemm*d  tiara,  bright, 
Paint  the  fresh  branches  with  delight* 

One  tree  above  all  others  tower'd 
With  shrubs  and  saplings  close  embower'd^ 
For  every  blooraing  child  of  spring 
Paid  homage  to  the  verdant  king : 
Aloft  a  solitary  fruit. 
Full  sixty  cubits  from  the  root, 
Kissed  by  the  breeze,  luxuriant  hung. 
Soft  chrysolite  with  em'ralds  strong. 
"  Try  we,"  said  Eijun  indiscreet, 
"  If  yon  proud  fruit  be  sharp  or  sweet; 
My  shaft  its  parent  stalk  shall  wound ; 
Receive  it,  ere  it  reach  the  ground." 

Swift  as  his  word,  an  ant)w  fiew : 
The  dropping  prize  besprent  with  dew 
The  brothers,  in  contention  gay. 
Catch,  and  on  gathered  herbage  lay. 

That  instant  $carle^  lightnings  flasb» 
And  Jemna's  waves  her  borders  lash, 
Crishna  from  Swerga's  ^  height  descends^ 
Observant  of  his  mortal  friends  : 
Not  such,  as  in  his  earliest  years. 
Among  his  wanton  cowherd  peers. 
In  Qocul  or  Brind&ben's  ^  glades. 
He  sported  with  the  dairy-maids ; 
Or,  having  pipM  and  dancM  enough, 
Clos'd  the  brisk  night  with  blindman's-buff  ^>  ; 
(List,  antiquaries !    and  record 
This  pastime  of  the  Gopia's  lord  ^  } 
But  radiant  with  ethereal  fii  e : 
Nared  alone  could  bards  inspire 
In  lofty  slokes  3o  his  mien  to  trace. 
And  unimaginable  grace. 
With  human  voice,  in  human  form. 
He  mildly  spake  and  hush'd  the  storm : 
"  O  mortals  ever  prone  to  ill ! 
Too  rashly  Erjun  proved  his  skill. 
Yon  fruit  a  pious  Muuy  ^^  owns. 
Assistant  of  our  heavenly  thrones. 
The  golden  pulp  each  month  renew*d« 
Supplies  him  with  ambrosial  food. 
Should  be  the  daring  archer  curse 
Not  Mentra  3«  deep,  nor  magic  verse^ 
Your  gorgeous  palaces  could  save 
From  flames,  your  embers,  from  the  wave  33.  " 

The  princes,  whom  th'  immod'rate  blaze 
Forbids  their  sightless  eyes  to  raise. 
With  doubled  hands  bis  aid  implore. 
And  TOW  submission  to  his  lore. 
**  One  remedy,  and  simply  one. 
Or  take/'  said  he,  "  or  be  undone : 
Let  each  his  crimes  or  faults  confess, 
The  greatest  name,  omit  the  less. 

*s  The  Heaven  of  Indra,  or  the  EmpyreuoL 

^'  In  the  district  of  Mat'hura  not  far  from  the 
Agra. 

»  This  IS  told  in  the  Bhagawat 

^  Copy  Nat'h,  a  title  of  Crishna,  correspondn^ 
with  Nymphagetes,  an  epithet  of  Neptune. 

*»  Tetrasticks  without  rhyme. 

3*  An  inspired  writer :  twenty  are  so  called. 

^  Incantation. 

98  This  will  receive  illustration  from  a  passage  in 
the  Ramayen :  *'  Even  he,  who  Cannot  be  slain  by 
the  ponderous  arms  of  Indra,  nor  by  those  of  Caly, 
nor  by  the  terrible  cheera  (or.  discus)  of  Vishnu, 
shall  be  destroyed,  if  a  Brahmen  execrate,  him,  as 
if  he  were  consumed  by  fire." 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


TALES. 


497 


Ybar  actioDS,  words,  e^en  fhoaghto  reveal ; 
No  part  must  Draapady  conceal  ? 
So  shall  the  fruit,  as  each  applies 
The  fiuthffbl  charm,  tea  cobiu  rise  s 
Till,  if  the  dame  be  frank  and  true, 
It  join  the  branch  where  late  it  grew.** 
He  smilM  and  shed  a  transient  gleam ; 
Then  ▼anish'd  like  a  morning  dream. 

Now,  long  «ntranc*d,  each  waking  brother 
Star*d  with  amaieaaent  on  another. 
Their  consort's  cheek  forgot  its  glow. 
And  pearly  tears  began  to  flow  ; 
When  Yodisbteir,  high-gifted  man, 
His  plain  confession  thus  began. 

"  Inaonstant  Fbrtune's  wreathed  smiles, 
Biirj6dhen's  rage,  Dury6dhen*s  wiles, 
Fires  rais'd  for  this  devoted  bead, 
E'en  poison  for  my  brethren  spread. 
My  waiid*ring9  through  wiM  scenes  of  woe. 
And  persecuted  life  you  know. 
Rode  wa«ailen  deaied  my  halls. 
And  riot  shook  my  palace-walls, 
My  treasursB  wasted.    This  and  mora 
With  resignatkm  calm  I  bore; 
But,  when  the  late  descending  god 
Gave  all  I  wishM  with  soothing  nod. 
When,  by  his  counsel  and  his  aid. 
Our  banners  danc'd,  our  clarions  bray'd 
(Be  this  my  greatest  crime  oonfess'd). 
Revenge  sate  ruler  in  my  breast: 
I  panted  for  the  lug  of  arms, 
For  skirmish  hot,  for  fierce  alarms ; 
llien  had  my  shaft  Dury6dhen  rent. 
This  heart  had  glow'd  with  sweet  content'* 

He  oeas'd :  the  living  gold  upsprong^ 
And  from  the  bank  ten  cubits  hung. 

Embolden^  by  this  feir  success, 
Next  Erjun  hastened  to  confess  : 
**  When  1  with  Aswatth&ma  fought; 
My  noose  the  fell  assassin  caught  $ 
My  spear  trtnsfix'd  him  to  the  ground  t 
His  giant  limbs  firm  cordage  bound  i 
His  holy  thread  extorted  awe 
Spared  by  religkm  and  by  law ; 
itat,  when  his  murd'mus  hands  I  viewed 
In  blameless  kindred  gore  imbued, 
FUry  my  boiling  bosom  sway'd, 
And  Rage  unsheath*d  my  willing  blade : 
Then,  had  not  Crisbna's  arm  divine 
With  gentle  touch  suspended  mine. 
This  hand  a  Brahmen  had  d««roy*d, 
And  vnltcres  with  his  blood  been  cloy'd.**— 

The  fruit,  forgiving  Eijun's  dart. 
Ten  cubits  rose  with  eager  start 

Flush'd  with  some  tints  of  honest  shame, 
Bheima  to  his  confession  came : 
•*  nNras  at  a  feast  for  battles  won 
Fhim  Obriterashtra's  guileful  son^ 
High  on  the  boaid  in  vases  piPd 
AU  vegetable  nature  smil'd : 
Proud  snaras  ^4  his  beauties  told. 
His  verdant  crown  and  studs  of  gold, 
To  4^1im  ^  whose  soft  rubies  laugh'd 
Burrting  with  juice,  that  gods  have  quaffed  { 
9fpe  kellas  «  here  in  heaps  were  seen, 
Keilas,  the  golden  and  the  green, 

•  9*  AnuMi.       »  Pane|nuftMe,     »  Plaotaios. 

You  xvm. 


With  ambas  "  priz*d  on  distant  coasta. 
Whose  birth  the  fertile  Oanga  boasts  : 
(Some  gleam  like  silver,  some  outshine 
Wrought  ingots  from  Besoara*s  mine ;) 
Corindas  there,  too  sharp  alone. 
With  hooey  mix'd,  impurpled  shone ; 
Talsans  ^  bis  liquid  crystal  spread, 
PIuckM  from  high  tara's  tufted  head  ; 
Round  jamas  ^  delicate  as  feir, 
like  rose-water  perfum'd  the  air ; 
Bright  salvers  high-rais*d  comlas  *^  held 
Like  topazes,  which  amrit  *^  swell'd  j 
While  some  delicious  attas  *^  bore 
And  catels  ^  warm,  a  sugaHd  store  ; 
Others  with  h^ht's  grains  were  heap'd. 
And  mild  papayas  honey>8teep*d ; 
Or  sweet  ajelrs  **  the  red  and  pale. 
Sweet  to  the  taste  and  in  the  gale. 
Here  nurk*d  we  purest  basons  fraught 
With  sacred  cream  and  fem'd  joghriit ; 
Nor  saw  we  not  rich  bowls  contain 
The  chawla's  <^.  light  nutritions  grain. 
Some  virgin-like  in  native  pride, 
And  some  with  strong  haldea  *^  dyed ; 
Some  tasteful  to  dull  palates  made 
If  merich  *'^  lend  his  fervent  aid. 
Or  laoga  *^  shap*d  like  od'rous  nails. 
Whose  scent  o'er  groves  of  spioe  prevails. 
Or  adda  ^  breathing  gentle  heat. 
Or  joutery  ^  both  warm  and  sweet 
Sup^ary  ^i  next  (in  pfcna  ^  chew'd. 
And  catha  ^  with  strong  pow'rs  endued, 
Mix'd  with  elachy's  ^  glowing  seeds. 
Which  some  remoter  climate  breeds,) 
Near  jeifel  »  sate,  like  jeifei  feam'd. 
Though  not  for  equal  fragrance  nam*d  x 
Last,  nargal  ^  whom  all  ranks  esteem, 
Pour*d  in  full  cups  his  dulcet  stream : 
Long  I. surveyed  the  doubtful  board 
With  each  high  delioaov  storM ; 
Then  freely  gratified  my  soul. 
From  many  a  dish,  and  many  a  howl. 
Till  health  was  lavished,  as  my  time  t 
Intemp'cance  was  my  f^tal  crime.*' 

Up  rose  the  fruit ;  and  now  mid*way 
Suspended  shone  like  blaxiug  day. 

Nacal  then  spoke  s  (a  blush  o'enpread 
His  cheeks,  and  conscious  drooped  his  head : ) 
'*  Before  Dury6dhen,  ruthless  kmg, 
Taygbt  his  fierce  darts  in  air  to  sing. 
With  bright-arm*d  rank,  by  Crisbna  sent. 
Elate  feom  Indraprest  yi  I  went 
Through  eastern  realms ;  and  vanquiih'd  all 
From  rough  Asm6ra  to  Nipal. 
Where  every  mansion,  new  and  old, 
Flam'd  with  Barbaric  gems  and  gokt ' 
Here  shone  with  pride  the  regal  stores 
On  iv*ry  roofe,  and  cedrine  floors  i 

yf  Mangos. 

w  Palmyra-fruit.  *  Roae.App1e& 

^  Oranges.  *^  The  Hindu  nectar. 

*9  CusUrd  apples.  **  Jaik-fmit.     ' 

«  Quayavas.         **  Rice.         <«  Turme^-icfc. 

<T  Indian  pepper.         ^  Cloves.        «  Ginger. 

M  Mace.        »>  Areca-«nt         »  Betel4eaf. 

<»  What  we  call  Japan-earth.      ^  Cardamums* 

»  Nutmeg.        ^  Cocoamut*       »  Debly. 
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There  dndcns  of  pric6  tuiknowD- 
Blaz'd  with  each  •ll-attraotii)g  stone ; 
Firm  diamoiicls»  like  fix'd  honour  true. 
Some  pink,  and  some  o^  yellow  hue. 
Some  black,  yet  not  the  less  esteem'd ; 
The  rest  like  tranquil  Jemma  gleamed. 
When  in  her  bed  the  Gopia  lave 
BetrayM  by  the  pellucid  ware  ; 
Like  raging  fire  the  ruby  glow'd, 
Or  soft,  but  radiant,  water  showed  j 
Pure  ameth3r8ts»  in  richest  ore 
Oft  found,  a  purple  venture  wore ; 
Sapphires,  like  yon  ethereal  plain  ; 
Emeralds,  like  piepel  M  finesh  with  rain  ; 
Gay  topazes,  translucent  gold ; 
Pale  chrysolites  of  softer  mould  ; 
Fam'd  beryls,  like  the  serge  m^kime, 
Light  azure  mix*d  with  modest  greea  ; 
nefracted  ev*ry  varying  dye, 
Bright  as  yon  bow,  that  girds  the  sky. 
Here  opals,  which  all  hues  unite, 
Displayed  their  many-tinctur'd  ligfaty 
With  turcoises  divinely  blue, 
(Though  doubts  arise  where  first  they  grew. 
Whether  chaste  el^hantine  bone 
By  min'rals  ting'd,  or  native  stone,) 
And  pearls  unblemished,  such  as  deck 
Bhavany's.**  wrist  or  Lecshoqr's  ^  neck. 
Each  castle  raisM,  each  city  storm'd. 
Vast  loads  of  pillag'd  wealth  I  formM, 
Not  for  my  cofTera  ;  though  they  bore. 
As  you  decreed,  my  lot  and  more. 
Too  plcasM  the  brilfiant  heap  I  storM, 
Too  charming  seemed  the  guarded  hoard : 
An  odious  vice  this  heart  assail'd ; 
Base  AvVice  for  a  time  prevail'd." 

Th'  enchanted  orb  ten  cubits  flew, 
*  Straight  as  the  shaft,  which  Eijuu  drew* 

Sebdio,  with  youthful  ardour  bold. 
Thus,  penitent,  his  failings  told : 
"  Trom  clouds,  by  iblly  raised,  these  eyes 
Experience  cleared,  and  made  me  wise ; 
For,  when  the  crash  of  battle  roar'd, 
When  death  rain'd  blood  from  spear  and  twovdy 
When,  in  the  tempest  of  abrros. 
Horse  roU'd  on  horse,  arms  ctash'd  with  arma. 
Such  acts  I  saw  by  others  done. 
Such  penis  brav*d>  soch  trophies  won. 
That,  while  my  patriot  bosom  glowM, 
Though  some  fiaint  skill,  some  strength  I  sbow'd. 
And,  no  dull  gazer  on  the  field. 
This  hero  slew,  that  forc'd  to  yield, 
Yet,  meek  Humility,  to  thee. 
When  Erjun  fought,  low  sunk  my  knee : 
But,  ere  the  din  Of  war  began. 
When  black'ning  cheeks  just  mark'd  the  uulu. 
Myself  invincible  I  deem'd. 
And  great,  without  a  rival,  seem'd. 
Whene'er  I  sought  the  sportftil  plain. 
No  youth  of  all  the  martial  train 
With  aim  so  strong^  or  eye  so  true 
The  checra*s  ^^  pointed  circle  threw ; 
None,  when  the  polisb'd  cane  we  be&t^ 
So  fiu'  the  ligbt-wing'd  arrow  sent  j 

M  A  saered  tree  like  an  asphi. 
»  The  Indian  Venos.  ^  The  bidism  Ceres. 

«t  A  radiated  mateUiao  nog,  used  m  a  aUsriie 
weapon. 


None  from  the  broad  daatic  reed« 

Like  me,  gave  ag^yastra  ^  speed. 

Or  spread  its  flamte  with  nicer  art 

In  many  an  unextinguished  dait  f 

Or,  when  in  imitated  fight 

We  sported  tiH  departing  light. 

None  saw  me'^'to  the  ring  advance 

With  falchion  keen  or  quiv'ringlaooe. 

Whose  force.  ra][  rooted  seat  oould  shake. 

Or  on  my  steel  impression  make :  i|« 

No  charioteer,  no  racer  fleet 

Overtook  my  wheels  or  vapid  feet 

Next,  when  the  woody  heights  we  sought. 

With  maddening  elephants  I  fought: 

In  vain  their  bigh-priz'd  tusks  they  ^lash^d; 

Their  trunked  heads  my  geda  ®  mash'd. 

No  buffalo,  with  phrensy  stroin;. 

Could  bear  my  datt'ring  thuoMler  long : 

No  pard  or  tiger,  from  the  wood 

Reluctant  brought,  thia«rm  withstood. 

Pride  in  my  heart  ^  mansion  fix'd. 

And  with  pure  drops  black  poisop  flVJ^d." 

Swift  rose  tlie  fruit*  exalted  now 
Ten  cubits  from  his  natal  bough. 

Fair  Draupady,  with  soft  delay. 
Then  spake :  "  Heav'n's  mandate  I  obey  j 
Though  n6ught  essential  to  be  known. 
Has  Heav'nttD  learn,  or  I  to  own. 
When  scarce  a  damsel,  scarce  a  cbikl. 
In  early  bloom  your  handmaid  smiPt^- 
Love  of  the  World  her  fancy  mov'd. 
Vain  pageantry  ber  heart  approved  $ 
Her  form,  she  thought,  and  lovely  miei% 
All  must  admire,  wfaea  all  had  seen : 
A  thirst  of  pleasure  and  of  praise 
(With  shame  I  speak)  engrossed  my  days  j. 
Nor  were  my  night-thoughts,  I  confess. 
Free  from  solicitude  for  dres^; 
How  best  to  bind  my  flowing  hair 
With  art,  yet  with  an  artless  air  ; 
(My  hair,  like  musk  in  aoent  and  hne; 
Oh !  blacker  far  and  sweeter  too;) 
In  what  nice  braid  or  glossy  cuil 
To  fix  a  diamond  or  a  pearl. 
And  where  to  smooth  the  love-8|^!^  toils     . 
With  nard  or  jasmin's  fragrant  oiUj 
How  to  adjust  the  golden  teio  ^, 
And  most  adorn  my  forehead  sleek; 
What  condals  ^  should  emblaze  my  ean» 
Like  Seita's  waves  «  or  Seita's  tears.  ^  ; 
How  elcgautly  to  dispose 
Bright  circlets  finom  mj  well-form^  nose; 
With  string  of  rubies  how  to  deck. 
Or  emerald  rows,  my  stately  neck. 
While  some  that  ebon  tow*r  embracM, 
Some  pendent  sought  my  slender  waiiti 

I     «  Fire-arms,  or  rockets,  early  known  in  lodi^ 

«  A  mace,  or  club. 
'     ««  Properly  teica,  aaoniament  of  gold,  place* 
I  above  the  nose. 

I     «  Pendents.  . 

;  «  Seita  Cund,  or  the  popl  of  SeiU  the  wife  of 
;  Ram,  is  the  n^me  given  to  the  wonderful  qiriiV 
at  Mengeir,  with  boiling  water^of  exquisite  tkuam 
igid  purity. 

67  Hertein,wh^9hew«0;iiadeci9l^b!r«v 

giant  Rawaiu 
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Hov  mat  my  porfled  rciT  to  choose 

From  siJkeo  ilores  of  varied  haes ; 

Which  would  attnet  the  rofisg  new, 

Piok,  Tidet,  purple,  ortnge,  Mae ; 

The  loveliart  maatle  to  select. 

Or  onembelliabM  or  bedeck*d ; 

And  bow  my  twisted  scarf  to  place 

With  moit  hiimitabie  gvaoe ; 

(Too  thin  its  warp,  too  fine  its  woof. 

For  eyes  of  males  not  beauty-proof ;) 

What  skirts  the  mantle  best  woidd  suit. 

Ornate  with  ttars  or  tissued  fruit. 

The  flow'r-embrQider*d  or  the  plain 

With  rilTer  or  with  gold^  vein  ; 

The  chary  ^  bright,  wbiqh  gayly  shows 

Fair  otjects,  aptly  to  compose  j 

How  each  smooth  arm  and  each  soft  wrist 

By  richest  ooiecs  «  might  be  kissed ; 

While  some,  my  taper  ankles  round. 

With  sonny  radiance  ting*d  the  ^und. 

0  waite  of  nuurjT  a  precious  hoar ! 

0  Vanity,  how  rast  thy  po#^ !» 

Cubits  twice  tborllif  aaibroiiaf  flew, 
Stai  from  iu  bmiM  dliJoiiiM  by  two. 

Each  husband  noW|  wM)  wild  surprise. 
Ha  compeers  and  bit  <ooifleit  eyes ; 
When  Yudishteir :  "  Tbf^ftimitle  bitted'  ' 
Some  faults,  pwfidlovti,.  bath  suplihMi'd* 
Oh !  give  the  alote-lock'd  aciBret  raom. 
Unfold  ito  bud,  expand  ita  bkKMii ;  • 
lejt,  sinkrag  yitb  our  cnwibled  baiJs^. 
We  see  red  fla/»es  devouc  their  walls.?' 
Abash'd,  yet  wjth  a  deoent  pride,* 
Firm  Draupady  the  fact  Reived  ^ 
Till,  through  ap  ovchard  alley,  greeb,. 
The  limit  of  thai  sabred  scooi^^ 
She  saw  the  dreaded 'Mun;/.jp^'  *       , 

With  steps  m^estically  slow  ^ ,    .  ,  ^,  .   . 
Then  laid :  (a  stificd  sigii'she'sto^^'; 
And  sbow'd  the  conflict  of  her  soul 
By  broken  speech  and  fitRTring  heart;) , 
"  One  trifle  more  I  must  impart  r"' 
A  Brahmen  learned,  uf  fjcilte'ittt^'     '  '• 
And  look  demure,  one  mona^U'nnl^  ..-  ■ 
With  me,  firom  Sanscrit  aU^  to  teM 
£ach  high  Puran  10,  Mch  iioi|r  Veid. 
Hb  thread,  which  BnehD^'s  lineagv  sb 
O'er  his  left  shoulder  graceful  flowed  j    .. 
Of  Criahna  and  his  nymphs  he  redde,    ,       ., 
How  with  nine  ommIs  the  daooe  he  led  ; 
How  they  adored,  and  he  rep^j^ 
Their  homage  in  the  sylvah  shade. ' 
While  thb  gay  tale  my  spirit*^ <*heer'd. 
So  keen  the  Peodit's  eyes  appeared,*  ' ' 

So  sweet  his  voice — a  btaitieless  Are 
This  bosom  could  nor  but  itisplreL 
Bright  as  a  god  he seem^tb stands  ' 
The  rev*i«Dd  volume  left  his  haiid, 
With  m'me  he  prem'd'*--W1th  deep  dttptik 
Brothers  00  brothers  wiMty  stare : 
Pram  Eijun  flew  a  wrathful  g|hmoe| 
Toward  them  they  saw  their  draad  advauca  ( 
Then,  trenaU'mg,  breathless,  pale  with  fear» 
''Hear!"  said  the  matron.  «  calmly  hcarl 

*  A  small  mirror  worrf  10  a  rin^. 

*  Biaoelets. 

'^  A  mytbcdkifical  and  fcfatoiteri  poem. 


By  Tulsy's  leaf  the  truth  J  speak— 
The  Brahmen  only  kiss*d  my  cheek." 

Straight  its  fall  height  the  wonder  rotfe^ 
Glad  with  its  native  branch  to  close. 

Now  to  the  walk  approached  the  sage 
Exulting  in  his  verdant  age  : 
His  hands,  that  touched  his  front,  expressM 
Due  rsv'rence  to  each  princely  guest* 
Whom  to  his  rural  board  he  led 
In  simple  delicacy  spread, 
With  curds  their  palates  to  regale, 
And  cream-cups  from  the  Gopia^s  paiL 

Could  you,  ye  fair !  like  thjs  black  wife. 
Restore  us  to  primeTal  life, 
And  bid  that  apple,  pIuckM  for  Eve 
By  him,  who  might  all  wives  deceive. 
Hang  froni  its^  parent  bough  once  more 
Divine  and  perfect,  as  before, 
Would  you  confess  your  little  faults  ? 
(Great  ones  were  never  in  your  thoughts  2) 
Would  you  the  secret  wish  unfold, 
|0r  in  your  heart's  full  casket  hold  > 
Would  you  disclose  your  inmost  mind, 
JAnd  speak  plain  truth,  to  bless^maukind  ? 

*'  What !  **  said  the  guardian  of  our  realm. 
With  waving  cr^  ahd  fleqr  helm, 
j"  What !  are  the  fair,  whose  heav*n1y  smilea 
Katn  glory  t^rotq;h.iiiy  cherish*d  'iafaM»  . 
Are  they  Ipm  virtvions  or  less  true 
Than  Indian  dames  of  sooty  hue  ?  * 
Ko,  by  these  arms^    The  cold  surmiie 
'And  doubt  kvurious- vainly  rise. 
Yet  dares  a  ^laid*  .who  better  luukm^' 
This  point  distpistftitty  propose.;  1 

tVain  fabler  now.  I  though  oft:  be^ 
His  harp  has'  cheer'd.my  aotioding  sbore.^   > 
;    With  brqRaostei^  Ihe.  martial  makL 
Spoke,  and  majestic  trod  the  glade  *: 
To  that  fell  cave  herxourse  she  held, 
Where  Scandal,  bane*^  of  mortals,  dwetl'd. 
Outstretch'd  en  fiHb  the  pest  she  f^ipf^' 
Black  fetid  venom 'streaming  rouna: 
A  gloomy  Tight  just  senr*il.taabow 
The  darkness  of  the  den  below. 
Britannia  with  resistless  might 
Soon  dragg*d  him  from  his  darling  night : 
The  snaked  that  4^'er  his  body  curl'd " 
And  flung  his  poison  through  the  world^ 
Ckmfbunded  vpth  the  flarti  Of  day» 
Hiss'd  honibly  a  iidlish  lay. 
His  eyes  with  flames  ilnd  blood  saflhsM, 
Long  to  the  ethereal  liaim  uoos'd,' 
Fierce  in  their  gory  sockets  rotl'd  ; 
And  desperation  made  him  bold ': 
Pleas'd  with  the  thought  of  human  woe^ 
bn  scaly  dragon  feet  he  rose. 
Thus,  when  Asurs  with  impious  rage. 
Durst  horrid  war  with  Devt&s  wage» 
And  darted  many  a  burning  mass 
E*en  on  the  brow  of  gemm'd  GailAs, 
High  o'er  the  rest,  on  serpents  rear'd. 
The  griesly  king  of  Deits  appeared. 

The  nymph  beheld  the  fiend  advUioe^ 
And  couch'd  the  far-extending  lanoe  t 
Dire  drops  he  threw ;  th' infernal  tida 
Her  helm  and  silver  hauberk  dyed  : 
Her  inoonllght  shield  before  her  bung  f 
The  monster  itrock,  the  mobster  sUu^  i 
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Her  spear  inth  many  a  gridiog  voood 
Fast  naiVd  biia  to  the  groaning  ground. 
The  wretch,  from  juster  vengeance free» 
Immortal  Bom  by  Heav'n's  decvee. 
With  chains  o£  adamant  secur'd. 
Deep  in  cold  gloonv  she  left  immured. 

Now  reign  at  will,  rictorious  fair ! 
In  British'  or  in  Indian  air ; 
Still  with  each  bnTying  flcorV  adorn 
Your  tresses  radiant  as  the  mora  ; 
Still  let  each  Asiatic  dye 
Rich  tints  for  3iour  gay  robes  supply ; 
Still  through  tlie  dancers  labyrinth  floaty 
And  swell  the  sweetiy-lengtben'd  note  ; 
Stt^,  on  proud  steeds  or  glittVing  cars, 
Rise  oa  the  course  like  beamy  stars ;. 
And  when  charmed  circles  round  you  close^ 
Of  rhjrming  bards  and  smiling  beaux. 
Whilst  all  with  <eager  looks  contend 
Their  wit  pr  worth  to  recommend. 
Still  let  ydar  miki,  yet  piercing,  eyes    ' 
liapartially  a4judg?  the  prize. 


FASULA  PEltSlCA. 

RioAim  moUet  imbre  campot  Fersidif ,  • 
£  Dobe  in  asquor  lapn  plnriss  guttota  est  \ 
Quse,  cCim  reluctans  eloqoi  sinerst  piidor, 
«  Quid  hoc  looif  hiqiiit,  quid  rei  misell*  sum  I 
Qu6  me  repente,  ah  1  qn^redactaaa  trnfax^}^ 
Ciim  se  verecundanti  animulA  spemaret, 
lllam  recepit  gemmeo  concha  in  sino  | 
Tandemque  tenuis  aquula  teta  eil  unio  |- 
Nunc  in  coton&  lata  regis  emicai^ 
Sibi  non  placeve  quanta  sit  viitua,  dooani* 


SONGS  AND  BALLADS. 


PERSL4N  SONS  OF  BAFI2L 

SwiBT  maid,  if  thou  wouldftdianii  my  rfght; 
And  bid  these  arms  thy  neck  mfold  i  ' 
That  rosy  ch^ik,  that  lily  hand. 
Would  give  thy  poet  more  delight 
Than  all  Bocara's  vaunted  gold, 
Than  all  the  gems  of  Samarcand; 
Boy  I  let  yoB  liquid  ruby  flow, 
And  bid  thy  pensive  heart  be  glad. 
Whatever  the  frowning  zealots  say  ;— 
Tell  them  their  £de&  cannot  show 


EoHia  an  IVirid  Sbirazi 
Fedest  aied  diK  mara, 

Be  khali  hinduish  bakhshem 
Samarcand  u  Bokharanu 


Bedefa,  saki,  mei  baki, 
i(e  do*  jeaoet  nekitthi  yaft 


A  stream  so  clea<  as  RociMbady 

A  bower  so  sweet  as  Mosellay. 

O!  when  theses  fiur,perfidioi»  I 
Whose  eyes  our  s^ciet  haonu  hdfest. 
Their  dear  destructive  charms  display  ;<»^ 
Each  glance  my  tender  breast  nrades^ 
And  robs  my  wounded  soal  of  rent ; 
As  Tartars  seize  their  destin'd  prey* 
In  vain  with  love  owr  bosoms  glow : 
Can  all  our  tears,  can  all  our  sighs. 
New  lustre  tothose  eharms  impart  ? 
Can  cheeks,  where  living  roses  btow. 
Where  nature  spfeads  her  richest  dyes, 
Require  the  borrowed  gloss  of  art  F 

Speak  not  of  &te  :— ^h  !  change  the  thAne, 
And  talk  of  odours,  talk  ofwioe, 
Talk  of  the  flow'n  that  round  us  hloon.;-*' 
*Tis  all  a  cloud,  'tis  all  a  dream : 
To  love*  and  joy  thy  thoughts  confine^ 
Kor  hope  to  (>ieroe  the  sacred  glooou 
Beauty  has  such  reaiatlew  power. 
That  even  the  obarta  Egyptian  dam* 
€igh'd  for  the  blooming  Hebrew  b^  i 
For  her  how  fotal  waa  the  hour. 
When  to  the  banks  of  Niln^  came 
A  youth  so  lavely  and  so  oof  ! 

But  ah,  sweat  naid  I my^oansel  kear»-^ 
(Youth  should  aMend  vtaen  those  advise 
Whom  long  ezperieaoe  randen  sage,) 
While  muuc  ebama  the  ravish'd  ear  ; 
y^iile  qtarklitag  enps  delight  our  eyes, 
Be  gay  j  and  aoom  the  frowns  of  age^ 
What  cruel  answer  have  I  heard  ! 
(And  yet,  by  Heaven,  I  love  thee  stUl : 
Can  ang^t  be  cniel  from  thy  lip  ? 
Yet  say,  bow  fell  that  bitter  woul 
Ftom  lipa^which  streams  of  sweetness  fllt^' 
Which  nought  but  drops  of  honey  sip  ? 


Kunari  abi  Rocnabad,^ 

Ve  gulgesh'U  Mosellara. 
Fogan  kdn  IttUanlaliokh 

I  shiringari  shehfaahob- 
Cbunan  berbendi  sabr  az  dil 

Ke  fmnxok  khaai  yagmara. 
Ze  eshki  na  temami  ma 

Jamali  yari  mostagnist; 
Be  ab  u  recig  u  kfaal  u  khatt 

Che  hajet  ruyi  zibara.'* 

Hadis  az  mutreb  u,  mei  jn>» 

Va  razi  dehri  kemter  ju, 
Ke  kes  nekshud  ^  uekUuMed 

Be  faikmet  ein  moammarsu. 
Men  az  an  hnani  ruaafran 

Ke  Yusuf  dashti  danestem 
Ke  eshk  aa  perdei  ismet  -      ^ 

B^run  ared  Zuleikhara. 

Nasibet  goshi  kun  jana, 
Ke  aa  jan  dostiterdareitd 

Juvanani  saadelmend 
I  peodi  peeri  danarah 

Bedem  gufti,  va  khnnendam, 
Afoc  alia,  neku  gufti, 

Jawahy  t^lkhi.mizeibed 
Lebi  lali  shaker  kbara. 
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Oo  boldly  foHh,  my  simple  lay, 
Whose  accents  flow  with  artless  ease, 
like  orient  pearls  at  random  strung : 
Thy  notes  arc  sweet,  the  damsels  say; 
But  O  !  far  sweeter,  if  they  please 
•The  nymph  for  whom  these  notes  arc  sung. 

Oazel  gufti  vedurr  sufti, 

Bea  vakhosb  bukhan  Hafix, 
Ke  ber  nazmi  to  afshaned 

Felek  ikdi  suriara. 


A  SONG, 

noil  TBB  mSlAW,   FAaAWtAniD   ni  TM   HBAlOtS 

OP  THB  OBIOIHAU 

SwBBT  as  the  rose  that  scents  the  gale. 
Bright  as  the  lily  of  the  vale, 
Yet  with  a  heart  like  summer  hail. 

Marring  each  beauty  thou  beareBt. 
Beauty  like  thine,  all  nature  thrills  ; 
And  when  the  Bloon  ber  circle  fills. 
Pale  she  beholds  those  rounder  hills. 

Which  on  the  breast  thou  wearest. 
When  could  those  peerless  fiow'rets  blow  i 
Whence  are  the  thonis  that  near  them  grow  f 
Womd  me,  but  smile,  O  Kovely  foe, 
Smile  on  Che  heart  thou  tearest. 
Sighmg,  1  view  that  cypress  waist, 
Doom*d  to  afflict  me  till  embraced  ; 
Sighing,  I  view  that  eye  too  chaste. 
Like  the  new  blossom  smiling. 
Spreading  thy  toils  with  hands  divine, 
Softly  thou  wavest  like  a  pine. 
Darting  tby  shafts  at  hearts  like  mine. 

Senses,  and  soul  beguiling. 

See  at  thy  feet  no  vulgar  slave, 

Frantic,  with  love's  enchanting  wave. 

Thee,  ere  he  seek  the  gloomy  grave. 

Thee,  bis  blest  idol  styling. 


PLASSEY'PLAIN  K 

A   BALLAD, 
ADDtBSSBD  TO  LADV   JONBS,   BY   HBll   IIVtBAKD. 

August  3,  l';84. 

.  «Tw  not  of  Jlfw,  nor  of  Clive, 

On  Plassey»s  glorious  field  I  sing ; 
»Tis  of  the  best  good  girl  alive. 

Which  most  will  deem  a  prettier  Hung* 
The  Sun,  in  gaudy  pnlanqoeen, 

Curtain'd  with  purple,  fring'd  with  gold, 
Ph-ing  no  more  HeavVs  vault  serene, 

Retir'd  to  sop  with  Ganges  old. 
When  Anna,  to  her  bard  long  dear, 

(Who  lov'd  not  Anna  on  the  banks 
XH  Elwy  swtfl,  or  testa  clear  ?) 

Tripp*d  thro'  the  palm  grove's  verdant  ranks. 

»  It  can  scarcely  be  necessary  to  recall  to  the 
wcoUection  of  the  reader,  the  victory  gained  by 
*%m6  Clive,  over  Seraj'uddoola,  subahdar  or  vice- 
roy of  Bengal,  on  Plsasey^Pkln. 


Where  thou,  blood-thirsty  Subahdar, 
Wast  wont  thy  kindred  beasts  to  obase. 

Till  Britain's  vengeful  hounds  of  war, 
Chas'd  thee  to  that  well-destin'd  place. 

She  knew  what  monsters  rang'd  the  brake, 
Stain'd  like  thyself  with  human  gore. 

The  hooded,  and' the  necklac'd  snake, 
The  tiger  huge,  and  tusked  boar. 

To  worth,  and  iiinocence  approv'd, 
E'en  monsters  of  the  brake  are  friends : 

Thus  o*er  the  plain  at  ease  she  mov'd : — 
Who  fears  oflence  that  ne'er  offends  ? 

Wdd  perroquets  fint  silence  broke. 
Eager  of  dangers  near  to  prate  i 

But  they  in  English  never  spoke, 
And  f  be  began  her  moors  ^  of  late. 

Next,  patient  dromedaries  stalk'd. 
And  wished  her  speech  to  understand  $ 

But  Arabic  was  all  they  talk'd— 
Oh,  had  her  Arab  been  at  hand  ! 

A  serpent  dire,  of  size  minute. 

With  necklace  brown,  and  freckled  side, 
Then  hastened  fVoro  ber  path  to  sboot. 

And  o'er  the  naii-row  causey  glide. 

Three  elephants,  to  warn  her,  call. 

But  they  no  western  tongue  could  speak  ; 

Tbo'  once,  at  PbiloUblfam  stall,  . 
Fame  sajrs,  a  brother  jabber'd  Greek. 

Superfluous  was  their  friendly  zeal ; 

For  what  has  conscious  truth  to  fear  ? 
Tien»  boars  ber  pow'rful  influence  feel. 

Mad  buffaloes,  or  furious  deer. 

E'en  tigers,  never  aw'd  before. 
And  panting  for  so  rare  a  food, 

She  dauntless  heard  around  her  roar. 
While  they  the  jackals  vile  pursued. 

Ko  wonder  since,  on  elfin  land, 

Prais'd  in  sweet  verse  by  bards  adept, 

A  lion  vast  was  known  to  stand. 
Fair  virtue's  guard,  while  Una  slept. 

Yet  oh!  had  one  her  perils  known, 
(Tho*  all  the  lions  in  all  space 

Made  her  security  their  own) 

He  ne'er  had  found  a  resting  place. 


AU  FIRMAMENT. 

"*  Would  I  were  yon  blue  fieW  ahove,^ 
(Said  Plato,  warbling  am'foos  lays) 

"  That  with  ten  thousand  eyes  of  love. 
On  thee  for  ever  1  might  gaze." 

My  purer  love  the  wish  disclaims. 

For  were  T,  like  Tiresias,  blind. 
Still  shouM  I  glow  witfi  heavenly  flames, 

And  gaze  with  rapture  on  thy  mind. 

s  A  common  expression  for  the  Kindustanee,  or 
vernacular  language  of  Indir. 
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Wakb,  ye  nigbtini^Iet,  oh,  wake ! 

Can  ye,  idlers,  sleep  so  long  ? 
Quickly  this  dull  silence  break  ; 

Bur^t  enTapt4ir*d  into  song : 
Shake  your  plumes,  your  eyes  unclose. 
No  pretext  for  more  repose. 

Tell  me  not,  that  winter  drear 

Still  delays  your  promised  tale. 
That  no  blossoms  yet  appear. 

Save  the  snow-drop  in  the  dale: 
Tell  me  hot  the  woods  are  bare  ;— 
Vain  eaccuse  !  prepare  !  prepare  1 
View  the  hillock,  view  the  meads : 

All  are  verdant,  all  are  gay ; 
Julia  comes,  and  with  her  leads 

Health,  and  youth,  and  blooming  May, 
When  she  smiles,  fresh  roses  blow  j 
Where  she  treads,  fresh  lilies  grow. 

Hail !  ye  groves  of  Bagley,  hail ! 

Fear  no  more  the  chilling  air : 
Can  your  beauties  ever  &il  ? 

Julia  has  pronounc'd  yon  fair. 
She  coald  cheer  a  cavern's  gloom. 
She  could  make  a  desert  bloom. 


ESSAYS. 


^SSAY   L 

ON  THB  POETHT  OP  TBS  BASTERl4  MATIOVS. 

Arabia,  I'  mean  that  part  of  it,  which  we  call  the 
Happy,  and  which  the  Asiatics  know  by  the  name 
of  Yemen,  seems  to  be  the  only  country  in  the 
world,  in  which  we  can  properly  lay  the  scene  of 
pastoral  poetry;  because  no  nation,  at  this  day, 
can  vie  with  the  Arabians,  in  the  delightfulness  of 
their  climate,  and  the  simplicity  of  their  manners. 
There  is  a  valley,  indeed,  to  the  north  of  Indostan, 
called  Cashmir,  which,  according  to  an  account 
written  by  a  native  of  it,  is  a  perfect  garden,  ex- 
ceedingly fruitful,  and  Wfttered  by  a  thousand  rivu- 
lets :  but  when  its  inhabitants  were  subdued  by  the 
stratagem  of  a  Mogul  ponce,  they  lost  their  happi- 
ness with  their  liberty,  and  Arabia  retained  its  old 
title  without  any  rival  to  dispute  it  These  are  not 
the  fimcies  of  a  poet :  the  beauties  of  Yemen  are 
proved  by  the  concucxent  testimony  of  all  travel- 
lers, by  the  description^  of  it  in  all  the  writings  of 
Asia,  and  by  the  nature  and  situation  of  the  coun- 
try itself,  which  lie^  between  the  eleventh  and  fif. 
teenth  degrees  of  northern  latitude,  under  a  serene 
sky,  and  exposed  to  the  most  fisvorable  inffd^ce 
of  the  Sun ;  it  is  enclosed  on  one  side  by  vast  rocks 
and  deserts,  and  defended  oh  tba  other  by  a  tem- 
pestuous sea,  so.  that  it  seems  U>  have  been  design- 
ed by  Providence  for  the  most  secure,  as  well  as 
the  most  beautiful  region  of  the  east  >  , 

1  I  am  at  a  loss  to  conceive  what  mdoced  the 
illustrious  prince  Cantemir  to  contend,  that  Yemen 
is  properly  a  part  of  India ;  for,  not  to  mention 
Ptolemy,  and  the  other  ancients,  who  considered  it 
as  a  province  of  Arabia,  mr  to  insist  on  the  language 


Its  principal  cities  are  Sanaa>  nsoally  OQOsideBed 
as  its  metropolis;  Zebid,  a  commercial  towp,  that 
lies  in  a  large  plain  near  the  sea  of  Omman ;  sud 
Aden,  surrounded  with  pleasant  gardens  and  woods, 
which  is  situated  eleven  degrees  from  the  eqoalor, 
and  seventv-six  from  the  Fortunate  Islands,  or 
Canaries,  where  the  geographers  of  Asia  fix  their 
first  meridian.  It  is  oGservable  that  Aden,  in  the 
eastern  dialects,  is  precisely  the  same  word  with 
Eden,  which  we  apply  to  the  garden  of  naradise: 
it  has  two  senses,  according  to  a  slight  di&renoe  in 
its  pronunciation  $  its  first  meaning  n  a  settled 
abode;  its  second,  delight,  softness,  or  tianqail- 
lity :  the  word  Eden  had,  probably,  one  of  thae 
senses  in  the  sacred  text,  though  we  use  it  as  a 
proper  name.  We  may  also  observe,  in  this  place, 
that  Yemen  itself  takes  its  name  from  a  void, 
which  signifies  verdure,  and  felicity  ;  for  in  those 
sultry  climates,  the  freshness  qf  the  shade,  and  the 
coolness  of  Water,  are  ideas  ^Imost  inseparable  firom 
that  of  happiness  ;  and  this  may  he  a  reason  why 
most  of  thie  oriental  nations  agree  in  a  traditioa 
concerning  a  delightful  spot,  where  the  first  inha- 
bitants of  the  Earth  were  placed  before  their  hSi. 
llie  ancients,  who  gave  the  name  of  Eudahnon,  or 
Happy,  to  this  country,  either  meaned  to  translate 
the  word  Yemen,  or,  more  probably,  only  alluded 
to  the  valuable  spice-trees,  and  balsasuc  plants, 
that  grow  in  it,  and,  wttbout  speaking  poedcsUy, 
give  a  real  perfume  to  the  air  ^ :  now  it  is  cectaia, 
that  all  po^ry  receivea  a  very  considerable  orna- 
ment, finom  the  beauty  of  natural  images ;  as  the 
roses  of  Sharon,  the  verdure  of  Carmei,  tlie  vines 
of  Engaddi,  and  the  dew  of  Hermon,  are  the  sources 
of  many  pleasing  metaphors  aud  comparisoos  in 
the  sacred  poetry :  thus  the  odoujcs  of  Yemen,  the 
musk  of  Hadramut,  and  the  pearls  of  Omman,  sup- 
ply the  Arabian  poets  with  a  great  variety  of  allu- 
sions ;  and,  if  the  remark  of  Hermogenes  be  just, 
that  whatever  is  delightful  to  the  senses,  produces 
the  beautiful  when  it  is  described,  where  can  we  find 
so  much  beauty  as  in  the  eastern  poems,  wfaiob 
turn  chiefly  upon  the  kiveliest  objects  in  nature } 

To  pursue  this  topic  yet  further :  it  is  an  obser- 
vation of  Demetrius  Phalereus,  in  his  ele^^  ties- 
tise  upon  style,  that  it  is  not  easy  to  write  on  agree- 
able subjects  in  a  disagreeable  manner,  and  that 
beautiful  expressions  naturally  rile  with  beautiful 
images  ;  "  for  which  reason,"  says  he,  *'  nothing 
can  be  more  pleasing  than  Sappho's  poetry,  which 
contains  the  description  of  gardens,  and  banqoets, 
fioweoB  and  fpiits,  fountains  and  meadows,  nighcin- 
iugales  and  turtle-doves,  Ityres  aad  graces  :'*  tbns, 
when  she  speaks  of  "  a  stream  softly  munanrbg 

of  the  country,  which  is  pure  Arabic,  it  is  deBcribed 
by  the  Asiatics  themselves,  as  a  large  diviskn  «f 
that  peittnsula,  which  they  cali  Jeaeiratnl  Anb; 
and  there  is  jio  more  colour  for  annexing  it  to  Indi9, 
because  tlie  sea,  which  washes  one  skle  of  it,  is 
looked  upon  by  some  writers  as  belonging  to  the 
great  Indian  ocean,  than  tber^  would  be  fur  annex- 
ing it  to  Persia,  bepaqse  it  is  hounded  oo  anotb^ 
side  by  the  Persian  gulf. 

*  The  writer  of  an  old  history  of  the  Turkish  em- 
pire says,  "  Xhe  air  of  Egypt,  aometimes  in  sem- 
mer,  is  like  any  sweet  perfume,  and  qjmost  soSh 
cates  the  spfirits,  caused' by  Ihe  wi^thatbriogitlis 
odours  of  the  Arabian  spices.'' 
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ad  the  Zti^bfn  plft3riii8r 
thnwfh  the  leavts,  with  a  •oiiod  that  brings  oo  a 
quiet  •lamber,"  her  lines  flow  without  labour  as 
•noothly  as  the  rivulet  she  detorfbes.  1  may  have 
•IteMd  the  wonis  of  Deaietrias»  as  I  quote  them 
by  memory,  but  this  is  the  general  sense  of  his  rfr- 
maikt  which,  if  it  be  not  rather  spedoos  than  just, 
mmt  iadnce  us  to  think,  that  the  poets  of  the  east 
may  We  with  those  of  Eorape  in  the  graces  of  their 
dictioo,  as  well  as  in  the  loveliness  of  their  images : 
but  we  must  not  believe  that  the  Arabian  poetry 
earn  |dease  only  by  its  descripdons  of  beauty ;  since 
the  gloomy  and  terrible  objects,  which  produce  the 
subikBe,  when  they  are  apUy  described,  are  no 
where  more  common  than  in  the  Desert  and  Stony 
AraUas ;  and,  indeed,  we  see  nothing  so  frequently 
painted  by  the  poets  of  those  countries,  as  wolves 
and  lions,  precipices  and  forests,  rocks  and  wilder- 

If  we  aUow  tiie  natural  objects,  with  which  the 
Arabs  are.  perpetually  conversant,  to  be  sublime, 
and  beautiful ;  our  next  step  mnst  be,  to  confess 
that  their  oomparisoDS,  metaphors,  and  allegories 
an  so^  likewise ;  for  an  allegory  is  a  string  of  me- 
taphofv,  a  metaphor  is  a  short  simile,  and  the  finest 
smiles  are  drawn  from  natural  objects.  It  is  true 
that  many  of  the  eastern  figures  are  common  to 
otber  nations,  but  some  of  them  receive  a  propriety 
from  the  manneri  .of  the  Arabians,  who  dwell  in 
the  plains  and  woods,  which  wuold  be  lost,  if  they 
came  firam  the  inhabitants  of  cities :  thus  the  dew 
of  liberality,  and  the  odour  of  reputation,  are  meta» 
phors  used  by  most  people ;  but  they  are  wonder- 
folly  proper  in  the  mouths  of  those  who  have  so 
nroeb  need  of  being  refreshed  by  the  dews,  and 
who  gratify  their  sense  of  smelling  with  the  sweet- 
est  odours  in  the  world.  Again ;  it  is  very  usual 
in  all  countries  to  make  frequent  allusions  to  the 
bvighCnem  of  the  celestial  himinaries,  which  give 
their  light  to  all ;  but  the  metaphors  taken  from 
them  ^ve  an  additional  beauty,  if  we  <$Dosider 
tfaem  as  made  by  a  nation,  who  pass  most  of  their 
nights  in  the4>peo  air,  or  in  tents,  and  oooseqoent- 
ly  see  the  Moon  and  stars  in  their  greatest  splen- 
door.  This  way  of  considering  their  poetical  figures 
will  give  many  of  them  a  gni^  which  they  would 
not  have  in  our  languages ;  so,  when  they  oompare 
**  the  foreheads  of  their  mistresses  to  the  morning, 
their  locks  to  the  night,  their  faces  to  the  Sun,  to 
the  Mood,  or  the  blossoms  of  jasmine,  their  cheeks 
toroaesorripe  fruit,  their  teeth  to  pearls,  hail- 
stones, and  snow-dfops,  their  eyes  to  the  flowers  of 
the  Mrffifffuf,  their  curled  hair  to  black  scorpions, 
and  to  hyacmths,  their  lips  to  rubies  or  wine,  tlie 
lotm  of  their  breasts  to  pomegranates,  and  the 
eoloor  of  them  to  snow,  their  shape  to  thst  of  a 
pine-tree,  and  their  stature  to  that  of  a  .cypress,  a 
palm-tree,  or  a  Javelin,  &c.  ^^'  these  comparisons, 
many  of  which  would  seem  forced  in  our  idioms, 
have  undoubtedly  a  great  delicacy  in  theirs,  and 
sdfeet  their  minds  in  a  peculiar  mamier ;  yet  upon 
the  whole,  their  similies  are  very  just  and  striking, 
^-•s  tte^  of  "  the  b1u4  eyes  of  a  fine  woman, 
bsilied  in  fears,  to  violeto  dropping  with  dew  *," — 
and  that  of  *<  a  warrior,  advancing  at  the  head  of 

<  See  Moweiri,  cited  by  the  very  learned  Reishe; 
«  San  the  Anhio  MisoeUaoy^  entitled  Sheoardan, 
«h.l4b 


his  anay,  to  an  eagle  salfing  through  the  aSr,  and 
piercing  the  clouds  with  his  wings.*' 

These  are  not  the  only  advantages,  which  the 
natives  of  Arabia  enjoy  above  the  inhabitants  of 
most  other  eoontries  :  they  preserve,  to  this  day, 
the  manners  and  customs  of  tlieir  ancestors,  who,  by 
their  own  account,  were  settled  in  the  province  of  Ve- 
menabovethreetbousand  years  ago :  they  have  never 
been  wholly  subdued  by  any  naUon ;  and  though 
the  admiral  of  Selim  the  First  made  a  descent  on 
their  ooast,  and  exacted  atribute  from  the  people  of 
Aden,  yet  the  Arabians  only  keep  up  a  show  of  al- 
legiance to  the  sultan,  and  act,  on  every  importaat 
occasion,  in  open  defiance  of  bis  power;  reljring 
on  the  swiftness  of  thehr  horses,  and  the  vast  extent 
of  their  forests,  in  which  an  inrading  enemy  must 
soon  perish  :  but  here  I  must  be  understood  to  speak 
of  those  Arabians,' who,  like  the  old  Nomades,  dwell 
constantly  in  their  tents,  and  remove  fkom  place  to 
place  according  to  the  seasons  ;  for  the  inhabitants 
of  the  cities,' who  traflAc  with  the  merchants  of  Eu-i 
rope  in  spices,  perfumes,  aud  orffoe,  must  have  lost 
a  great  deal  of  their  i^ient  simplicity  :  the  others 
have,  certainly,  retained  it;  and,  except  when 
their  tribes  are  engaged  in  war,  spend  their  days 
in  watching  their  flocks  and  camels,  or  in  repeating 
their  native  songs,  which  they  pour  out  almost  ex* 
tempore,  professing  a  contempt  for  the  stately  pil- 
lars, and  solemn  buildings  of  the  cities,  compared 
with  the  natural  chaitns  of  the  country,  and  the 
coolness  of  their  tents :  thus  they  pass  their  lives 
in  the  highest  pleasure  of  which  they  have  any  con- 
ception, ro  the  contemplation  of  the  most  delightful 
objects,  and  in  the  enjoyment  of  perpetual  spring ; 
for  we  may  apply  to  part  of  Arabia  that  elegant 
couplet  of  Waller  in  bis  poem  of  the  Summer- 
Island  : 
That  gentle  spring,  that  but  salutes  us  here, 
Inhabits  there,  and  courts  them  all  the  year. 

Yet  the  heat  of  the  Sun,  which  must  be  very  in- 
tense in  a  climate  so  near  the.lioe,  is  tempered  by 
the  shade  of  the  trees,  that  overhang  the  valleys, 
and  by  a  number  of  fresh^  stieams,  that  flow  down 
the  mountains.  Hence  it  is,  that  almost  all  their 
notions  of  felicity  are  taken  from  freshness,  and  ver- 
dure ;  and  it  is  a  maxtm  among  them, '  that  the 
three  most  charming  objects  in  nature  are,  a  green 
meadow,  a  clear'rivulet  and  a  beautiful  woman  ^,— - 
and  that  the  view  of  these  objects  at  the  same  time 
aftbrds  ^e  greatest  delight  imaginable.  Mahomed' 
was  so  well  acquainted  with  the  maxim  of  his  coun- 
trymen, that  he  described  the  pleasures  of  Heaven 
to  them,  under  the  allegory  of  cool  fountains,  green 
bowers,  and  black-eyed  girls,  as  the  word  Houri  li- 
terally signifies  in  Arabic;  and  in  the  chapter  of 
the  Morning,  towards  the  end  of  his  Alcoran,  he 
mentions  a  garden,  called  [rem,  which  is  no  less  ce- 
lebrated by  the  Asiatic  poets,  than  that  of  the  Hes- 
pertdes  by  the  Greeks :  it  was  planted,  as  the  com* 
mentators  say,  by  a  king,  named  Sbcdad,  and  was 
once  seen  by  an  Arabian,  who  wandered  very  far 
into  the  deserts  in  search  of  a  lost  camel :  it  was, 
probably,  a^me  invented  by  the  impostor,  as  a  type 
of  a  fnture  state  of  happiness.  Now  it  is  certain 
that  the  genius  of  every  nation  is  not  a  litHe  af* 

<  See  the  Life  of  TanwrltBe,  poblished  by  Golias^ 
P.S99. 
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(ected  by  their  climate ;  for*  wbetber  it  be  that  the 
immoderate  beat  disposes  the  eastern  people  to  a 
life  of  indolence,  which  ffives  them  full  leisure  to 
cultivate  their  talents,  orwhether  tbe  sun  has  a  real 
influence  on  the  imag:toation,  (as  one  would  suppose 
ihat  the  ancients  believed,  by  their  raakiug  Apolk) 
the  god  of  poetry,)  whatever  be  the  cause,  it  has  al* 
ways  been  remarked,  that  the  Asiatics  excel  the  in- 
habitants of  our  colder  regions,  in  the  liveliness  of 
their  fancy,  and  the  richness  of  their  invention. 

To  carry  this  subject  one  step  further :  as  the 
Arabians  arc  such  admirers  of  beauty*  and  as  thev 
enjoy  such  ease  and  leisure,  they  must  naturally  be 
susceptible  of  that  passyoo,  which  is  tbe  true  spring 
and  source  of  agreeable  poetry  ;  and  we  find  indeed, 
that  love  has  a  greater  share  in  their'  poems  than 
any  other  passion :  it  seems  to  be  always  uppermost 
in  their  minds,  and  there  is  hardly  an  elegy,  a 
panegyric,  or  even  a  satire,  in  their  language  which 
does  not  liegin  with  thccompiaints  of  an  unfortunate, 
or  tbe  exultations  of  a  biiccessf  ul  lover.  It  some- 
times happens,  that  the  young  men  of  one  tribe 
are  in  love  with  the  damsels  of  another;  and,  as 
the  tents  are  frequently  removed  on  a  sodden,  the 
lovers  are  often  separated  in  the  progress  of  the 
courtship :  hence  almost  all  tbe  Arabic  poems  open 
in  this  manner :  the  authdf  bewails  the  sudden  de- 
parture of  his  mistress,  lliuda,  Maia,  Zeineb,-  or 
Azza,  and  describes  her  beauty,  comparing  her 
usually  to  a  wanton  fawn,  that  plays  among  tbe 
aromatic  shrubs;  his  friends  endeavour  to  comfort 
him,  but  he  refuses  consolation ;  he  declares  his  re- 
solution^ of  visiting  his  beloved,  though  the  way  to 
her  tribe  lie  through  a  dreadful  wilderness,  or  even 
through  a  den  of  lions }  here  he  commonly  gives 
a  description  of  the  horse  or  camel,  upon  which  he 
design**  to  go,  and  thence  passes,  by  an  easy  transi- 
tion, to  the  priocipal  subject  of  his  poem,  whether  it 
be  the  praise  of  his  own  tribe,  or  a  satire  ou  the  ti- 
midity of  his  friends,  who  refuse  to  attend  him  in 
bis  expedition :  though  very  frequently  tbe  piece 
turns  wholly  upon  love.  But  it  is  not  sufficient 
that  a  nation  have  a  genius  for  poetry,  unless  thfey 
have  the  advantage  of  a  rich  and  beautiful  language, 
that  their  expressions  may  be  worthy  of  their  sen- 
timents ;  the  Arabians  bare  this  advantage  also  in 
a  high  degree :  their  language  is  expressive,  strong, 
sonorous,  and  the  most  copious,  perhaps,  in  the 
world  j  for,  as  almost  every  tribe  had  many  words 
appropriated  to  itself,  the  poets,  for  the  convenience 
of  their  measure,  or  sometimes  for  their  singular 
beauty,  made  use  of  them  ail,  and,  as  the  poems 
became  popular,  these  wonls  were  by  degrees  in- 
corporated with  the  whole  language,  like  a  number 
of  little  streams,  which  meet  together  in  one  chan- 
nel, and,  forming  a  most  plentiful  river,  flow  rapidly 
into  the  sea. 

If  tbi>  way  of  arguing,  k  priori,  be  admitted  in 
the  present  case,  (and  no  single  man  has  a  right  to 
"  infer  the  merit  of  the  eastern  poetry  from  the  poems 
themseUes,  because  no  single  man  has  a  privilege 
of  judgmg  for  all  the  rest,)  if  tbe  foregoing  ar^rument 
have/ony  weight,  we  must  conclude  that  the  Ara- 
bi»n«;,  Im  ing  perpetually  conversant  with  tbe  most 
beautiful,  objects,  spending  a  calm  and  agreeable 
life  in  a  fine  climate,  being  extremely  addicted  to 
the  softer  passions,  and  having  the  advantage  of  a 
language  singularly  adapted  to  poetry,  most  be  na- 
turally excellent  poets,  provided  that  their  mannert 


and  emtoins  be  nvonnHiie  to  thft  cnltivfltHfti  of  thsl 
art ;  and  that  they  are  highly  to,  itwUl  not  faedtfln 
cult  to  prove. 

The  fondnen  of  the  Arabians  Ibr  poetry,  ai«!  the 
respect  which  they  ahow  to  poets,  wnuM  be  sotroe 
beiieved,  if  we  were  not  assured  of  it  by  writers  ef 
great  authority :  the  pHncipal^oocasions  of  rgoicing 
among  them  were  fotrmerly,  and,  verf  puMIyi 
are  to  this  day,  the  bhrth  df  a  hoy,  the  fonting  of  a 
mare,  the  arrival  of  a  guest,  and  the  rise  of  a  poet 
in  their  tribe :  when  a  young  Arabian  has  eompoaei 
a  good  poem,  all  the  neighboors  pay  their  compli^ 
ments  to  his  family,  and  congratulate  them  upos 
having  a  relation  capable  of  reoonfing  their  adiQaB, 
and  of  recommending  their  virtues  to  posterity.  At 
the  beginning  of  the  seventh  century,  the  Arabic  hoi- 
guage  was  brought  to  a  high  degree  of  perfieetioD  by 
a  sort  of  poetical  academy,  that  used  to  assemble  at 
stated  times  in  a  place  called  Ocadh,  where  every 
poet  produced  his  best  composition,  and  was  sare  to 
meet  with  the  applause  that  it  deserved :  the  molt 
excellent  of  these  poems  were  transcribed  in  cfaa^ 
racters  of  gold  upon  Egyptian  paper,  and  bnng  ap 
in  the  temple  of  Mecca,  whence  they  were  named 
Modhahebat,  or  golden,  and  Moallakat,  or  suspend* 
ed :  the  poems  of  this  sort  were  ladled  Caasddas 
or  eclogues,  seven  of  which  are  preserved  <  in  our 
libraries,  and  are  considered  as  the  finest  that  were 
written  before  tbe  time  of  Mahomed  :  the  fourth  of 
them,  composed  by  Lebid,  is  purely  pastoral,  and 
extremely  like  the  Alexis  of  Virgil,  but  for  more 
beautiful,  because  it  is  more  agreeaUe  to  nature: 
tbe  poet  begins  with  praising  the  charms  of  the  foir 
Novara,  (a  word  which  in  Arabic  signifies  a  thao- 
rous  fawn,)  but  inveighs  against  her  nnkindness ;  he 
then  interweaves  a  descr^Aion  of  his  3roung  camd, 
which  he  compares  for  its  swiftness  to  a  stag,  por« 
sued  by  the  hounds  j^and  takes  occasion  afteniaids 
to  mention  his  own  riches,  accompUshments,  libera- 
lity,  and  valour,  his  noble  birth,  and  tbe  glory  of  hii 
tribe :  the  diction  of  this  poem  is  easy  and  pimple, 
yet  ele^nt,  the  numbers  flowiog  and  musical,  and 
tbe  sentiments  wonderfully  natural^  as  the  leaned 
reader  will  see  by  the  folk>wing  passage,  wbicb  I 
shall  attempt  to  imitate  in  verse,  that  the  merit  of 
the  poet  may  not  be  wholly  lost  in  a  verbnl  trsoi* 


Bel  enti  la  tadrina  cam  mi'lleilatin, 
Tlialkin  ledhidbin  lahwoha  wa  nedamoba^ 
Kad  bitto  sameroha,  wa  ghayati  tajerin 
Wafaito  idh  rofiat,  wa  azza  medamoha, 
Besabuhi^afiatin  wajadhbi  carinatin. 
Be  mowattprin,  taata  leho  maan  ibhamohay 
Bacarto  hajataha'  ddajs^i  besohratin, 
liCoalla  minha  heina  hahba  meyamoha. 

"  But  ah !  thou  know*st  not  in  what  yoothfol  play 
Our  nights,  beguiPd  with  pleasure,  swam  away  -, 

^  These  seven  poems,  clearly  transcribed  with  a- 
planatory  notes,  are  among  Pocock's  maBOScripts 
at  Oxford,  No.  164  ;  the  names  qf  tbe  seven  poets 
are,  Amralkeis,  Tarafo,  Zobeir,  Lebid,  Aataia, 
Amru,  and  Hareth.  In  thesamecollection,  Nbb  174> 
there  is  a  manuscript,  containing  above  forty  other 
poems  which  had  tbe  honour  of  being  suspoidcd  in 
the  1'emple  at  Mecca  :  this  volume  is  an  ioestims« 
ble  treasure  of  ancient  Arabic  literature. 
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Omjr  foiifts,  and  <Aieerf]l  tal«t,  deodv'd  the  time. 
And  circling  gublets  made  a  tunelul  chime ; 
Sweet  was  Uie  draagbt,  and  fweet  the  blooming  maid. 
Who  loach*d  her  I jnre  beoeatb  the  fragrant  shade ; 
We  lipp'd  till  morning  purpled  every  plain; 
The  damsels  slamber'd,  hat  we  sipp*d  ^ain : 
The  waking  birds,  that  simg  on  every  tree 
Their  early  notes,  were  not  so  blithe  as  we." 

The  Mahomedan  writers  tell  a  story  of  this  poet, 
which  deserves  to  be  mentioned  here;  it  was  a 
custom,  it  seems,  among  the  old  Arabians,  for  the 
most  eminent  versifiers  to  hang  up  some  chosen 
couplets  on  the  gate  of  the  temple,  as  a  public 
challenge  to  their  brethren,  who  strove  to  answer 
them  before  the  next  meeting  at  Ocadh,  at  which 
lime  the  whole  assembly  used  to  determine  the 
merit  of  them  all,  and  gave  some  mark  of  distinc* 
tiun  to  the  author  of  the  finest  verses.  Now  Lebid, 
who,  we  are  told,  had  been  a  violent  opposer  of 
Malumied,  fixed  a  poem  on  the  gate,  beginning 
with  the  following  distich,  in  which  he  apparently 
aieaned  to  reflect  upon  the  new  religion: 
-    11a  cotlo  sheion  ma  khala  Allah  bathilon, 

Wa  cullo  natmon  la  mohaloho  zailon. 
Thht  is;  '*  Are  not  all  things  vain,  which  come  not 
from  God }  and  will  not  all  honours  decay,  but 
those,  which  he  confers  ?"  lliese  lines  appeared  so 
sublime,  that  none  of  the  poets  ventured  to  answer 
them ;  till.Mahomed,  who  was  himself  a  poet,  having 
composed  a  new  chapter  of  his  Alcoran,  (the  second, 
I  think,}  placed  the  opening  of  it  by  the  side  of  La- 
bid's  poem,  who  no  sooner  read  it,  than  he  declared 
it  to  be  something  divine,  confessed  his  own  infe- 
riority, tore  his  veises  from  the  gate,  and  embraced 
the  religion  of  his  rival;  to  whom  he  was  after- 
wards extremely  useful  in  replying  to  the  satires  of 
Amralkeis,  whr>  was  contimmlly  attacking  the  doc- 
triue  of  Mahomed :  the  Asiatics  add,  that  their  law- 
giver  acknowledged  some  time  after,  thatnohea- 
tben  poet  had  ever  produced  a  nobler  distich  than 
that  of  Lebid  just  quoted. 

There  are  a  few  other  collections  of  ancient  Am- 
bic  poetry ;  but  the  most  fiunoos  of  them  is  called 
Haroaasa,  and  contains  a  number  of  epigrams,  odes, 
and  elegies,  composed  on  various  occasions ;  it  was 
compiled  by  Abu  Temam,  who  was  an  exceHent 
poet  himself,  and  used  to  say,  that  **  fine  senti- 
ments delivered  in  prose  were  like  gems  scattered 
at  random,  but  that,  when  they  were  confined  in  a 
poetical  measure,  they  resembled  bracelets  and 
strings  of  pearls."  When  the  religion  and  language 
of  Mahomed  were  spread  over  the  greater  part  of 
Asia,  and  ihc  maritime  countries  of  Africa,  it  be- 
came a  fashion  for  the  poets  of  Persia,  Syria,  Egypt, 
Mauritania,  and  even  of  Tartary,  to  write  in  Ara- 
bic; and  the  most  beautiful  verses  in  that  idiom, 
composed1>y  the  brightest  geniuses  of  those  nations, 
are  to  be  seen  in  a  large  miscellany,  entitled  Ya- 
teima;  though  many  of  their  works  are  transcribed 
separately :  it  will  be  needless  to  say  much  ou  the 
poetry  of  the  Syrians,  Tartarians,  and  Africans, 
tinoe  most  of  the  arguments,  before  used  in  favour 
of  the  Arabs,  have  equal  weight  with  respect  to  the 
other  Mahomedans,  who  have  done  little  more  than 
imitate  their  style,  and  adopt  their  exprevions; 
for  which  reason  also  I  shall  dw^  the  shorter  time 
oo  the  genius  and  mauiars  of  the  Persians,  Turks, 


The  great  empire,  %htdl  #e  call  Persia,  is  known 
to  its  natives  by  the  name  of  Iran ;  since  the  word 
Persia  belonp  only  to  a  particular  province,  the 
ancient  Persis,  and  is  very  tmproperiy  applied  by 
us  to  the  whole  kingdom  i  but  in  compliance  with 
the  costum  of  our  geographers,  I  shall  give  the 
name  of  Persia  to  that  celebrated'  country,  which 
lies  00  one  side  betweeh  the  Caspian  and  Indian 
seas,  and  extends  on  the  other  from  the  mountains 
of  Gandahar,  or  Paropamisus,  to  the  confluence  of 
the  rivers  Cynis  and  AnuCes,  containing  about 
twenty  degrees  from -south  to  north,  and  rathet 
more  from  east  to  west. 

In  so  vast  a  tract  of  land  there  must  needs  h9  a 
great  variety  of  climates:  the  southern  •provinces 
are  no  leas  unhealthy  and  sultry,  than  those  of  th6 
north  are  rude  and  unpleasant ;  but  in  the  interior 
parts  of  the  empire  the  air  is  mild  and  temperate, 
and  from  the  beginning  of  May  to  September,  there 
is  scaree  a  cloud  to  be  seen  in  the  sky :  the  re- 
markable calmness  of  the  summer  nights,  and  the 
wonderful  splendour  of  the  Moon  and  stars  in  thai 
country,  often  tempt  the  Persians  to  sleep  on  the 
tops  of  their  hous(*s,  which  are  generally  flat,  where 
they  cannot  but  observe  the  figures  of  the  constella* 
tions,  and  the  various  appearances  of  the  heavens; 
and  this  may  in  some  measure  account  fijt  the  per- 
petual allusk>ns  of  their  poets,  and  rhetoricians,  to 
the  beauty  of  the  heavenly  bodies.  We  are  apt  to 
censure  the  oriental  style  for  being  so  full  of  meta* 
phors  taken  from  the  Son  and  Moon :  this  is  as- 
cribed by  some  to  the  bad  taste  of  the  Asiatics  ; 
<*  the  woiks  of  the  Pernaus,"  says  M.  de  VolUire, 
**  are  like  the  titles  of  their  kings,  in  which  the  Sun 
and  Moon  are  often  introduced :"  bnt  they  do  not 
reflect  that  every  nation  hat  a  set  of  images,  and 
expressions,  peculiar  to  itself,  which  arises  from  the 
difference  of  its  climate,  manners,  and  history* 
There  seeuM  to  be  another  reason  for  the  frequent 
allusions  of  tbe  Persians  to  the  Son,  which  may^ 
perhaps,  be  traced  from  the  old  language  and  po« 
pular  religion  of  their  country :  thus  Mihridad,  or 
Mithridates,  signifies  the  gift  of  ^the  Sun,  and  an- 
swers to  the  Theodorus  and  Diodati  of  other  nations. 
As  to  the  titles  of  the  eastern  monarehs,  which 
seem,  indeed,  very  extravagant  to  our  ears,  they 
are  merely  formal,  and  no  less  void  of  meaning 
than  those  European  princes,  in  which  serenity  and 
highness  are  often  attributed  to  the  most  glooni]% 
and  low-minded  of  men. 

The  midland  provinces  of  Persia  abound  in  fruits 
and  flowers  of  almost  every  kind,  and,  with  proper 
culture,  might  be  made  the  garden  of  Asia :  they 
are  nut  watered,  indeed,  by  any  considerable  river, 
since  the  Tigris  and  Euphrates,  the  Cyrus  and 
Araxes,  the  Oxus,  and  the  five  branches  of  the  In- 
dus, are  at  the  further  limits  of  the  kingdom  ;  but 
the  natives,  who  have  a  turn  for  agriculture,  sup- 
ply that  de^t  by  artificial  canals,  which  sufilci- 
ently  temper  the  dryness  of  the  soil :  but  in  saying 
they  supply  that  defect,  I  am  felling  into  a  com- 
mon errour,  and  representing  the  country,  not  as  it 
is  at  present,  but  as  it  was  a  century  ago ;  for  a 
long  series  of  civil  wars  and  maamores  have  now 
destroyed  the  chief  beauties  of  Persia,  by  stripping 
it  of  it^  most  industrious  inhabitants. 

The  same  difference  of  climate,  that  aflfoets  the 
air  and  spil  of  this  extensive  country,  gives  a  va* 
riety  also  to  the  persons  tod  temper  of  it»  natives  ; 
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'm  some  proT^es  they  hate  daik  coiDplexioM,aiid 
harsh  features ;  in  others  they  are  exquisitely  feir, 
and  welUnfade ;  in  some  others,  nervous  and  lo- 
.buft;  but  the  general  character  of  the  nation  is 
that  softness,  and  love  of  pleasure,  that  indolence, 
and  effeminacy,  which  have  made  them  an  easy 
prey  to  all  the  western  and  northern  swarms,  that 
have  from  time  to  time  invaded  them*  Yet  they 
are  not  whoUy  void  of  martial  spirit^  andj  if  they 
are  not  naturally  brave,  they  are  at  least  extreme&y 
docile,  and  might,  with  proper  discipline,  ha  made 
excellent  soldiers :  but  the  greater  port  of  them,  in 
the  short  intervals  of  peace  that  thay  bqipen  to 
ei^oy,  constantly  sink  into  a  atate  of  inactivity,  and 
'pass,  theic  lives  in  a  pleasurable,  jret  studious,  re- 
tirement i  and  this  may  be  one  reason,  why  Persia 
has  produced  more  writers  of  every  kind,  and 
chiedy  posts,  than  all  Eurc^  together,  since  their 
way  of  life  gives  them  leisure  to  pursue  those  arts, 
which  cannot  be  cultivated  to  advantage,  without 
the  greatest  calmness  and  serenity  of  mind :  and 
this,  by  the  way,  is  one  cause,  among  many  others, 
why  the  poems  in  the  preceding  collection  are  less 
finished ;  since  they  were  composed,  not  in  bowers 
and  shades,  by  the  side  of  rivulets  or  fountains,  but 
either  amidst  the  confusion  of  a  metropolis,  the 
hurry  of  travel,  the  dissipation  of  piiblic  places,  the 
avocations  of  more  necessary  studies,  or  the  atten- 
tion to  more  useful  parts  of  literature.  To  return : 
there  is  a  manuscript  at  Oxford  "*  containing  the 
Jives  of  an  hundred  and  thirty-five  of  the,  finest 
Persian  poets,  most  of  whom  left  very  ample  col- 
lections of  their  poems  behind  them :  bat  the  ver^ 
fifiers,  and  moderate  poets,  if  Horace  will  allow  any 
"such  men  to  exist,  are  without  number  in  Pecsia. 

This  delicacy  of  their  lives  and  sentiments  has 
ioseoslbly  afiected  their  language,  and  rendered  it 
the  softest,  as  it  is  one  of  the  riohtft,  in  the  work! : 
it  is  not  possible  to  convince  the  reader  of  ^is 
truth,  by  quoting  a  passage  from  a  Persian  poet  in 
European  characters ;  since  the  sweetness  of  sound 
cannot  be  determined  by  the  sight,  and  many  words, 
which  are  soft  and  musical  in  the  mouth  of  a  Per- 
sian, may  appear  very  harsh  to  our  eyes,  with  a 
ftumber  of  consonants  and  gutturals :  it  may  not, 
however,  be  absurd  to  set  down  in  this  place,  an  ode 
of  the  poet  Hafez,  which,  if  it  be  not  sufficient  to 
prove  the  delicacy  of  his  language,  will  at  least 
show  the  liveliness  of  his  poetry : 

Ai  bad  neslmi  y4r  dan, 

Zoo  nef  liei  mushcb&r  dan  ; 

Zinhar  mecim  diraz-desti !  • 

Ba  turrei  o  che  c&r  dari  ? 

Ai  gill,  to  cuj&  wa  ruyi  zseibash  > 

O  taza,  'wa  to  kiMrb4i-  dari. 

Nerkes,  to  cuj&  wa  cheshmi  mestesh  ? 

O  serkhosh,  wa  to  khumir  dari. 

Ai  seru,  to  ba  kaddi  bulendesh, 

Der  bagfa  che  iytebir  dari  } 

Ai  akl,  to  ba  wnjddi  ishkesh 

Da  dest  che  ikhtiyftr  dari  } 

Kiban,  to  cujft  wa  khatti  sebzeeh  ? 

O  mushc,  wa  to  ghubar  dari. 

Ruzi  buresi  bewnsli  Hafez, 

Oher  takati  yntiz&r  dari. 

''  In  Hyperoo  Bodl.  128.  There  is  a  prefatory 
discourse  to  this  coriotts  work,  whidi  compriies  the 
Ivm  flf  t««  Jknima  poetfi» 


That  is,  wwtd  for  wprd :  **  O  sweet  ^eJe,  then  betr- 
est  the  ftagra«t  scent  of  my  beloved ;  tbeuoe  it  is 
Ibat  thou  hast  this  musky  odour.  Beware!  do  not 
steal :  what  hast  thoo  to  do  with  her  trasses  ?  O 
rose,  what  art  thou,  to  be  compared  with  her  bright 
face  ?  She  is  fresh,  and  thou  art  rough  with  tboois. 
O  narcissus,  what  art  thoo  in  comparison  of  her 
languishing  eye  ?  Her  eye  is  only  sleepy,  but  thou 
art  sick  and  feint.  O  pine,  compared  with  her 
graeeful  stature,  what  honour  hast  thoo  in  the 
garden  ?  O  wisdom,  what  wouldst  thou  choose,  if 
to  chooee  were  in  thy  power,  in  preference  to  her 
4ove }  O  sweet  basil,  what  art  thon,  to  be  compared 
with  her  fresh  cheeks  >  they  are  perfect  musk,  but 
thou  art  soon  withered.  O  Hafez,  thou  wiH  one 
day  attain  the  object  of  thy  desire,  if  thou  canst 
but  support  thy  pain  with  patience.**  This  little 
song  is  not  unlike  a  sonnet,  ascribed  to  Shaken 
spear,  which  deserves  to  be  cited  here,  as  a  proof 
Chat  the  eastern  imagery  is  not  so  different  from 
the  European  as  we  are  apt  to  imagine. 

The  forward  violet  thus-  did  I  chide :     [that  sndli, 
**  Sweet  thief!  whence  didst  tliou  steal  thy  sweet 
If  not  from  my  love's  breath  ?  The  purple  pride, 
Which  on  thy  soft  cheek  for  complexion  dwells. 
In  my  lovers  veins  thou  hast  too  grossly  dyed.*' 
The  lily  I  condemned  for  thy  hand. 
And  buds  of  marjoram  had  stolen  thy  hair; 
The  roses  fearfully  on  thorns  did  staind, 
One  bt  ashing  shame,  another  white  despair ; 
A  third,  nor  red,  nor  white,  had  stol'n  of  both. 
And  to  bis  robb'ry  had  annexed  thy  breath ; 
But  for  his  theft,  in  pride  of  all  his  growth, 
A  vengeful  canker  eat  him  up  to  death. 
More  flow'rs  I  noted,  yet  I  none  could  see. 
But  sweet  or  colour  it  had  stol'n  from  thee. 

The  Persian  style  is  said  to  be  ridiculously  beo- 
bast,  and  this  fault  is  imputed  to  the  slarish  spirit 
of  the  nation,  which  is  ever  apt  to  magnify  the  ob- 
jects that  are  placed  above  it :  there  are  bad  writers, 
to  be  sure,  in  every  country,  and  as  many  in  Asia 
as  elsewhere;  bat,  if  we  take  the  pains  to  leara 
the  Persian  language,  we  shall  find  that  those  au- 
thon,  who  are  generally  esteemed  in  Peisia,  are 
neither  slavish  in  their  sentiments,  nor  ridiculous  in 
their  expressions :  of  which  the  following  passafs 
in  a  moral  work  of  Sadi,  entitied  BostAn,  or  the 
Qarden,  will  be  a  sufficrent  proof. 

Shinidem  ke,  der  wakti  uezi  re  wan, 

Be  Hormuz  chunin  gufti  Nushirewan : 

Ki  khatir  nigehdari  derwishi  bash, 

Ke  der  beudi  dsaishi  khishi  hash : 

Kedsaid  eoder  diyari  to  kes, 

Chu  Isaishi  khishi  kbabi  wa  bes. 

Neyayid  bcnezdiki  daHa  pesend, 

Shubiftii  khufte,  wa  gurki  der  kuspend. 

Bern ;  pasi  d&rwishi  muhtaji  dar, 

Ke  shah  ez  raiyeti  b4d  t4ji  dar. 

Raiyet  chu  bikbest  wa  soltan  dirakht, 

Dirakht,  ai  plser,  bashed  ez  bikhi  sakht. 
That  is;  **  I  have  heard  that  king  Nnshirvstn,  joit 
before  his  death,  spoke  thus  to  his  son  Iformuz  i 
Be  a  guardian,  my  son,  to  the  poer  and  helpless; 
and  he  not  confined  in  the  chains  of  thy  own  indo- 
lence.  No  one  can  be  at  ease  in  thy  dominiflni 
while  thou  seekest  only  thy  private  rest,  aiad  sayeit» 
It  is  enough.    A  wise  man  will  not  an^rovs  the 
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shepherd,  who  steeps  «hUe  the  volf  is  in  the  fold. 
Go,  luy  800,  protect  thy  weak  and  indigent  people ; 
since  thixiugh  them  is  a  king  raised  to  the  diadem. 
Tike  people  are  the  root,  and  the  Icing  is  the  tree, 
Uiat  grows  from  it;  and  the  tree,  O  my  sod,  de- 
rives its  strength  from  the  root." 

Are  these  mean  sentiments,  delivered  in  pompous 
language  ?  Are  they  not  nether  worthy  of  our  most  i 
spirited  writers  ?  And  do  they  not  convey  a  fine 
lesson  for  a  young  kjng?  Y^t  8adi's  poems  are 
highly  esteemed  at  Constantinople,  and  at  Ispahan ; 
though,  a  century  or  two  ago,  they  would  have 
been  suppressed  in  Europe,  for  spreading,  with  too 
strong  a  glare,  the  light  of  liberty  and  reason.  ^ 

As  to  the  great  epic  poem  of  Ferdusi,  which  was 
composed  in  the  tenth  century,  it  would  require  a 
very  long  treatise  to  explain  all  its  beauties  with  a 
minute  exactness.  The  whole  collection  of  that 
ptiet's  works  is  called  Sbahnavia,  and  contains  the 
history  of  Persia,  from  the  earliest  times  to  the  in- 
vasion of  the  ArfUis,  in  a  series  of  very  noble  poems  ; 
the  longest  and  most  regular  of  wh;ch  is  an  heroic 
.  poem  of  one  great  and  interesting  action,  namely, 
the  delivery  cmT  Persia  by  .Cyrus,  from  the  oppres- 
sions of  Afrasiaby  kiug  of  the  Transoxan  Tartary, 
who,  being  assiited  by  the  emperors  of  India  and 
China,  togethtf  with  all  the  demons,  giants,  and 
enchanters  of  Asia,  bad  carried  his  conquests  very 
fur,  and  become  exceedingly  formidable  to  (he  Per- 
sians. This  jfcfim  is  longer  than  the  Iliad;  the 
characten  in  it  are  various  and  striking ;  the  figures 
bold  and  animated;  and  the  diction  every  where 
sonorous,  yet  noble;  polished,  yet  full  of  fire.  4 
great  profusion  of  learning  has  been  thrown  away 
by  some  critics,  in  comparing  Homer  with  the  he- 
roic poets,  who  have  succeeded  him;  but  it  in- 
quires very  little  judgment  to  see,  that  no  suocee^ 
ing  poet  whatever,  can  with  any  propriety  be  com- 
pared with  Homer:  that  great  fother  of  the  Gre- 
cian poetry  and  literature,  had  a  genius  too  fruitful 
and  comprehensive  to  let  any  of  the  striking  parts 
of  nature  escape  his  observation ;  and  the  poets, 
-who  have  followed  him,  have  done  little  more  than 
transcribe  his  images,  and  give  a  new  dress  to  his 
thoughts.  Whatever  elegance  and  refinements, 
therefore,  may  have  been  introduced  into  the  works 
.of  the  modems,  the  spirit  and  ijuvention  of  Homer 
have  ever  continued  without  a  rival ;  for  which  rea- 
son I  am  far  from  pretending  to  assert  that  the 
poet  of  Persia  is  equal  to  that «  Greece ;  bot  there 
is  oeruinly  a  very  great  resemblance  between  the 
works  of  those  extraordinary  men :  both  4rew  their 
images  from  nature  herself,  without  catching  them 
only  by  reflection,  and  painting,  in  the  manner  of 
the  inodem  poets,  the  likeness  of  a  likeness;  and 
both  possessed,  in  an  eminent  degree,  that  rich  and 
creative  invention,  which  is  the  very  soul  of  poetry. 

As  the  Persians  berrowed  tl^ir  poetical  qoeasores, 
and  the  forms  of  their  poems  from  the  Arabians ; 
80  the  Turks,  when  they  had  carried  their  arms  into 
Slesopotamia,  and  Assyria,  took  their  nuosbers^ 
smd  their  taste  for  poetry,  from  the  Persians. 

Graecia  oapta  ferom  victorem  oepit,  et  aites 
Intolit  agrcsti  Latio. 

In  tlie  same  manner  as  the  Greek  compositions 
vvere  the  models  of  all  the  Roman  writers,  so  were 
tlMse  of  Persia  imitated  by  the  Turks,  who  consi- 
derably polishod  and  eoriche4  t^sir  language,  na- 


turally barren,  by  the  namber  of  fiimp\ti  and  com* 
pound  words,  which  they  adopted  from  the  Persian 
and  Arabic.  lAdy  Wortley  Montague  very  justljr 
observes,  tliat  "  we  want  those  compound  words, 
which  are  very  frequent,  and  strong  in  the  Turkish 
language;'*  but  her  interpreters  led  her  into  a  mis- 
take in  explaining  one  of  them,  which  she  trans- 
lates st«g-eyed,  and  thinks  a  **  very  lively  image 
of  the  fire  and  indiiierence  in  the  eyes  of  the  royal 
bride :"  now  it  never  entered  into  the  mind  of  ap 
Asiatic  to  compare  his  mistress's  eye  to  those  of  a 
stag,  or  to  give  an  image  of  their  fire  and  mdifier- 
ence;  the  Turks  mean  to  express  that  fullness, 
and,  at  the  same  time,  that  soft  and  languishing 
Instre,  which  is  peculiar  to  the  eyes  of  their  beautir 
ful  wopnen,  and  which  by  no  means  resembles  the 
unpleasing  wildness  in  those  of  a  stag.  The  origi- 
nal epithet,  I  suppose,  was  ahu  chahm,  or  with 
the  eyes  of  a  young  fown :  now  I  take  tlie  ahu  to 
be  the  saqie  animal  with  the  gazal  of  the  Arabians, 
and  the  zahi  of  the  Hebrews,  to  which  their  poets 
allude  in  almost  every  page.  I  have  seen  one  of 
these  animals ;  it  is  a  kind  of  an  antelope,  exquiT 
silely  beautiful,  with  eyes  uncommonly  black  and 
lai'ge.  This  is  the  same  sort  of  roe,  to  which  Solo- 
mon alludes  in  this  delicate  simile :  *'  Thy  two 
breasts  are  like  two  young  roes,  that  are  twins, 
which  play  among  the  lilies." 

A  very  polite  scholar,  who  has  lately  translated 
sixteen  odes  of  Hafez,  with  learned  illustratioaSy 
blames  the  Turkish  poets  for  copying  the  Persians 
too  servilely :  but  surely,  they  are  not  more  blame* 
able  than  Horace,  who  not  only  imiuted  the  mea- 
sures and  expressions  of  the  Greeks,  but  even  tirans- 
lated,  almost  word  for  word,  the  brightest  passages 
of  Alcseus,  Anacreon,  and  others ;  he  took  less  from 
Pindar  than  from  the  rest,  because  the  wildness  ot 
his  numbers,  and  the  obscurity  of  his  allusions, 
were  by  no  means  suitable  to  the  genius  of  the 
Latin  language:  and  this  may,  perhaps,  explain 
his  ode  to  Julius  Antonius,  who  might  have  advised 
him  to  use  more  of  Pindar's  manner  in  celebrating 
the  victories  of  Augustus.  Whatever  we  may 
think  of  this  objection,  it  is  certain  that  the  Turk- 
ish empire  has  produced  a  great  number  of  poets ; 
some  of  whom  had  no  small  merit  in  their  way  : 
the  ingenious  author  just  mentioned  assured  oae, 
that  the  Turkish  satires  of  Huhi  Bagdad!  were  very 
forcible  and  striking,  and  he  mentioned  the  opening 
,of  one  of  them,  which  seemed  not  unlike  the  man-> 
ner  of  Juvenal.  At  the  beginning  of  the  last  cen- 
tury, a  work  was  published  at  Constantinople,  con- 
taining the  finest  verses  of  five  hundred  and  forty- 
nine  Turkish  poets,  which  proves  at  least  that  they 
are  singularly  fond  of  this  art,  whatever  may  be 
our  opinion  of  their  success  in  it. 

The  descendants  of  Tamerlane  carried  into  India 
the  language  and  poetry  of  the  Persians ;  and  the 
Indian  poets  to  this  day  compose  their  verses  in 
imitation  of  them.  The  best  of  their  works,  that 
have  passed  through  my  hand?,  are  those  of  Hu- 
zein,  who  lived  some  years  ago  at  Benares,  with  a 
great  reputation  for  bis  parts  and  learning,  and  was 
known  to  the  English*  who  resided  there,  by  the 
name  of  the  Philosopher.  His  poems  are  elegant 
and  lively,  and  one  of  them,  on  the  departure  of 
his  friends,  would  suitQur  language  admirably  well, 
but  is  too  long  to  be  inserted  in  this  essay.  The 
ludiftus arci|u{Jt ^ voluptupus,  bi^^  ^rtfulandiiw 
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sincere,  at  least  to  the  iSorOpeans,  whom,  to  say 
the  troth,  they  have  had  no  great  reason  of  late 
years  to  admire  for  the  opposite  virtues  :  hut  they 
aw  fond  of  poetfy,  which  they  learned  from  the 
Persiahs,  and  may,  perhaps,  before  the  close  of  the 
century,  be  as  fond  of  a  more  formidable  art,  which 
they  will  learn  from  the  English. 

1  must  once  more  request,  that,  in  bestowing 
these  praises  on  the  writings  of  Asia,  I  may  not  be 
thought  to  derogate  from  the  merit  of  the  Greek 
and  Latin  poems,  which  have  justly  been  admired 
In  every  tLge ;  yet  I  cannot  but  think  that  our  Eu- 
ropean poetry  has  subsisted  too  long  on  the  perpe- 
tual repetition  of  the  same  images,  and  inces- 
sant allusions  to  the  same  fables ;  and  it  has  been 
my  ende^'our  for  several  years  to  inculcate  this 
truth,  "  That,  if  the  principal  writings  of  the  Asi- 
atics, which  are  l^posited  in  our  public  libraries, 
were  printed  with  the  usnal  advantsige  of  notes  and 
illustrations,  and  if  the  languages  of  the  eastern 
nations  were  studied  in  our  places  of  education, 
where  every  other  branch  of  useful  knowledge  is 
taught  to  perfection,  a  new  and  ample  field  would 
be  open  for  speculation ;  we  should  have  a  more  ex- 
tensive insight  into  the  history  of  the  human  mind, 
we  should  be  furnished  with  a  new  set  of  images 
and  similitudes,  and  a  number  of  excellent  com- 
positions would  be  brought  to  light,  which  future 
schdlars  might  explain,  and  future  poets  might  imi- 
t«fee.» 


ESSAY  JL 


OH  THfe  ARTS,  COMMONLY  CALLED  IMfTATIlri. 

It  is  the  fate  of  those  maxims,  which  have  been 
thrown  out  by  very  eminent  writers,  to  be  received 
implicitly  by  most  of  their  followers,  and  to  be  re- 
peated a  thousand  times,  for  no  other  reason  than 
because  they  once  dropped  from  the  pen  of  a  supe- 
rior genius :  one  of  these  is  the  assertion  of  Aristotle, 
that  "  all  poetry  consists  in  imitation,*'  which  has 
been  so  frequently  echoed  from  author  to  author, 
that  It  would  seem  a  kind  of  arrogance  to  contro- 
vert it ;  for  almost  all  the  philoaophers  and  critics, 
who  have  written  upon  the  subject  of  poetry,  mu- 
sic, and  painting,  how  little  soever  they  may  agree 
fai  some  points,  seem  of  one  mind  in  considering 
them  as  arts  merely  imitative:  yet  it  must  be  clear 
to  any  one,  who  examines  what  passes  in  his  own 
mind,  that  he  is  affected  by  the  finest  poems,  pieces 
of  music,  and  pictures,  upon  a  principle,  which, 
whatever  it  be,  is  entirely  distinct  from  imiutloo. 
M.  le  Batteux  has  attempted  to  prove  that  all  the 
fine  arts  have  a  relation  to  this  common  principle 
of  imitating :  but,  whatever  be  said  of  painting,  it 
Ss  probable,  that  poetr}'  and  music  bad  a  noble  ori- 
gin ;  and,  if  the  first  language  of  man  was  not  both 
poetical  and  musical,  it  is  certain,  at  least,  that  in 
countries,  where  no  kind  of  imitation  seems  to  be 
much  admired,  there  are  poets  and  musicians  both 
by  nature  and  by  art :  as  in  some  Mahometan  na* 
tions ;  where  sculpture  and  painting  are  forbidden 
.by  the  laws,  where  dramatic  poetry  of  every  sort  is 
whoHy  unknown,  yet,  where  the  pleasing  art,  of 
expressing  the  passions  in  verse,  and  of  enforcing 
that  expression  by  melody,  are  cultivated  to  a  de- 
|rae  of  enthusiasm.    It  shall  be  my  eodeavoar  in 


this  paper  to  prove,  that,  though  poetry  and  music 
have,  certainly,  a  power  of  imitating  the  manners  I 

of  men,  and  several  otjects  in  nature,  yet,  that 
their  greatest  effect  is  not  produced  by  hnitation, 
but  by  a  very  difierent  principle ;  which  must  be  ' 

sought  for  in  the  deepest  recesses  of  the  human 
mind.  | 

To  state  the  question  properly,  we  must  have  a 
clear  notion  of  what  we  mean  by  poetry  and  mu- 
sic; but  we  cannot  give  a  precise  de^nition  of 
them,  till  we  have  made  a  few  previous  remarks 
ou  their  origm,  their  relation  to  each  other,  and 
their  difference. 

It  seems  probable,  then,  that  poetry  was  origi- 
nally no  more  than  a  strong,  and  animated  expres- 
sion of  the  human  passions,  of  joy  and  grief,  lore 
and  hate,  admiration  and  anger,  sometimes  pure 
and  unmixed,  sometimes  variously  modified  and 
combined  :  for,  if  we  observe  the  voice  and  accents 
of  a  person  affocted  by  any  of  the  violent  passions, 
we  shall  perceive  something  in  them  very  nearly  sp- 
proochtngto  cadence  and  measure;  which  is  remark- 
ably the  case  in  the  language  of  a  vehement  orator^' 
whose  talent  is  chiefly  conversant  about  praise  or 
censure;  and  we  may  collect froni  several  passages 
in  Tully,  that  the  fine  speakers  of  old  Greece  and 
Rome,  had  a  sort  of  rhythm  in  their  sentences, 
less  regular,  but  not  len  melodions,  than  that  of 
the  poets. 

If  this  idea  be  just,  one  would  soppose  that  the 
most  ancient  sort  of  poetry  consisted  in  praising  the 
Deity ;  for  if  we  conceive  a  being,  created  with  all 
his  faculties  and  senses,  endued  with  speech  and 
reason,  to  open  his  eyes  in  a  roost  delightftil  plain, 
to  view  for  the  first  time  the  serenity  of  the  sky, 
the  splendour  of  the  Sun,  the  verdure  of  the  fields 
and  woods,  the  glowing  colours  of  the  flowers,  we 
can  hardly  believe  it  possible,  that  he  should  re- 
frain from  bunting  into  an  ecstacy  of  Joy,  and 
pouring  his  praises  to  the  creator  of  those  wonders, 
and  the  author  of  his  happiness.  This  kind  of 
poetry  is  used  in  all  nations ;  bat  as  it  is  the  sublim- 
est  of  all,  when  it  is  applied  to  its  true  object,  so  it 
has  often  been  perverted  to  impious  purposes  by 
pagans  and.  idolaters :  every  one  knows  that  the 
dramatic  poetry  of  the  Europeans  took  its  riae 
fWnn  the  same  spring,  and  was  no  more  at  first 
than  a  song  in  praise  of  Bacchus ;  so  that  the  only 
species  of  poetical  composition,  (if  we  except  the 
epic)  ^ich  can  in  any  sense  be  called  imrtatrvv*, 
was  deduced  from  a  natural  emotion  of  the  mind, 
in  which  imitation  could  not  at  all  be  concerned. 

The  next  source  of  poetry  was,  pft>bahly,  love,  or 
the  mutual  inclination,  which  naturally  subsists  b0> 
tween  the  sexes,  and  is  founded  upon  personal 
beauty ;  hence  arose  the  most  agreeable  odes,  and 
love-song^,  which  we  admire  in  the  works  of  the  an- 
cient  lyric  poeto,  not  filled,  like  our  sonnets  and 
madrigals,  with  the  insipid  babble. of  darts,  and  cu> 
pkls,  but  simple,  tender,  natural;  and  consistiiig- 
of  such  unaffected  endearments,  and  mild  com- 
pUiints^ 

.    Teneri  adegoi,  e  placide  e  tranqoille 
Repulse,  e  can  vezzi,  e  liete  paci  \ 
aa  we  may  suppose  to  have  passed  between  the  6nt 
lovers  in  a  state  of  innocence,  before  the  refincnMiua 
of  society,  and  the  rectraintSy  which  they  intso- 

«  >  Two  lines  of  Tasso. 
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^oed,  had  made  the  ptflSon  of  lo?e  ao^fime,  and 
impetttous,  as  it  U  said  to  bacve  beeo  'm  Dido^  and 
certainly  was  in  Sappho,  if  we  may  take  ber  bwn 
vuid  for  it  3. 

Tlie  gne£,  wbicb  the  fiist  inhabitanto  of  the  Earth 
must  have  felt  at  the  death  of  their  dearest  friends^ 
and  reiatiooa,  gave  rise  to  another  species  of  poetry, 
which  originally,  perhaps,  consisted  of  short  dirges, 
and  was  afterwards  lengthened  into  elegies. 

As  soon  as  vice  began  to  prevail  in  the  world,  it 
was  natural  for  the  wise  and  virtuous  to  express  their 
detestation  of  it  in  the  strongest  manner,  and  to 
show  their  resentment  against  the  oorropiers  of 
maDkiod:  hence  moral  poetry  was  derived,  which, 
at  first,  we  find,  was  severe  and  passionate ;  but 
was  gradoally  melted  down  into  oool  precepts  of 
norality,  or  exhortaliona  to  yirtue:  wemayrea- 
woably  coigectnre  thi^  epic  poetry  bad  the  same 
origio,  and  that  the  eaamples  of  heroes  and<  kings 
were  introdnoed,  to  illustrate  some  moral  truth,  by 
shoving  the  loveliness  and  advantages  of  virtue,  or 
the  many  nusfortunes  that  flow  from  vice.     > 

W  here  there  is  rice,  which  is  detestable  in  Itself, 
there  must  be  hate,  since  "  the  strongest  antipathy 
in  nature,"  as  Mr.  Pope  asserted  in  bia  writings, 
and  proved  by  his  whole  life,  "  subsists  between  the 
|Dud  and  the  bod :"  now  this  passion  was  the  souroe 
of  that  poetry,  which  we  call  satire,  very  impro* 
perly  and  corruptly,  ainoe  the  satire  of  the  Roinans 
was  no  more  than  a  iporal  piece,  which  they  en* 
titled  Saturaor  Satyra  9,  intimating,  that  the  poem, 
like  "  a  disb  of  fruit  and  com  offiBred  to  Geres," 
owitained  a  Tariety  and  plenty  of  fiuwiea  and 
figurea;  wbenaa  the  true  invectives  of  the  ancients 
were  called  Iambi,  of  which  we  have  several  e»« 
anples  in  Catullus,  and  in  the  Epodea  of  .Hocace, 
who  imitated  the  tery  measures  and  myaner.  of 
Archilocfana. 

These  are  the  principal  souscet  of  poetry ;  alid 
of  music  alao^  aa  it  ahsill  be  ^Biy  endeavour. to  show : 
but  it  is  int  necessary  to  say.  a.  few  worda  on  the 
nature  of  sound;  a.very.cqpious  subject*  which 
would  require  a  long  dissertation  to  be  aceqiately 
dtscasBed,  Without  entering  into  a  discourse  oq 
the  vibrations  of  chords,  or  the  undulations  of  the 
air,  it  will  be  auffieieiit;  tpr  our  purpoae  to  oliaenre, 
that  there  ia  a  great  diflbrence  between  a  com- 
SKA  soondy  and  a  musical  sound,  which  oonsista 
cLiefly  in  this,  that  the  former  is  simple  and 
totire  ip  itself  like  a  point,  whije  the  latter  ia 
always  aooompanied  with  other  aoMndsy  without 
ceasing  to  be  one  ^  like  a  circle,  whidt  is  an  entire 
figure,  though  it  is  generated  by  a  multitude  Of 
points  flowing,  at  equal  distonoea,  round  a  comn^on 
centre.  Tbeae  accessory  soduds,  which  are  <^osed 
by  the  aliquotsof  a  aosioroua  body  ribrating  at 
once,  are  called  bamionics,  and  the  whole  aystem 
af  modem  harmony  depends  upon  them ;  though 
it  were  easy  to  prove  that  the  system  is  unnatural, 
and  opiy  made  tolerable  to  the  ear  by  habit :  for 
whenever  we  strike  the  prefect  accord  on  a  harpai- 
ahord  or  an  organ,  the  harmonica  of  the  third  and 
fifUi  have  also  their  own  harmonics,  which  are  dis- 
sonant from  the  principal  note :   these  horrid  dia> 

<See  the  ode  of  Sappho  quoted  by  Longiaus, 
and  translated  by  Boiieau. 

3  Some  Latin  words  were  spelled  either  with  an 
i|  or  a  y«  as  Sulla  or  Sylla. 
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sonaaceaare,  indeed,  almost  overpowered  by  the 
natural  harmonica  of  Uie  principal  chord,  but  that 
doea  not  prove  them  agreeable.  Since  nature  haa 
given  us  a  delightful  barmony  of  her  own,  why 
should  we  destroy  it  by  the  additions  of  art  ?  it  ia 
like  thinking 


■  ■     I    ■  to  paint  the  lily. 

And  add  a  perAuie  to  the  violeL        ^  ^ 

Now  let  us  conceive  that  some  vehement  passioii 
ia  eapresaed  in  atroag  words,  exactly  measured, 
and  pronounced,  in  a  common  voice,  in  just  ca^ 
dence,  and  with  proper  accents,  such  an  cxpresaion 
of  the  pasaiod  will  be  genuine  poetry  j  and  the  fo.* 
mbus  ode  of  Sappho  is  allowed  to  be  so  in  the 
strictest  sense;  but  if  the  same  ode,  with  aM  ite 
natoral  accenta,  were  eapresaed  in  a  mnaical  voiee^ 
(that  is,  in  sounds  accompaaied  with  their  hannoi. 
nics)  if  it  were  aung  in  doe  time  and  meaaura,  in  a 
simple  and  pleaaiD^  tone,  that  added  foroe  to  the 
words  without  stifling  them,  it  would  then  be  pui« 
and  original  muaic;  not  merely  aoothing  to  tha 
ear,  but  affecting  to  the  heart ;  not  an  imitetion  of 
nature,  but  the  voice  of  nature  herself.  •  But  thevt 
is  another  point  in  which  music  must  leaembia 
poetry,  or  it  will  lose  a  considerable  part*of  its  eC* 
feet:  we  all  must  have  observed^  that  a  apeaker^ 
agitated  with  paasion,  or  an  actor,  who  ia^  indeed^ 
strictly  aa  imitator,  are  perpetaaUy  changing  the 
tone  and  ^litch  of  thehr  voice,  aa  tiie  aenae  of  their 
worda  vanes :  it  may  he  worth  irtule  to  eaamina 
how  this  variation  ia  expressed  in  music.  Every 
body  knows  that  the  musical  acale  consista  of  aevea 
notes,  above  which  we  find  a  snoceasion  of  similar 
sounds  repeated  in  the  same  order,  and  above  that, 
other  successions,  as  fiar  as  they  can  be  oontinoed 
by  the  human,  voice,  or  distinguished  by  the  human 
ear  s  now  each  of  these  seven  sounds  baa  no  morv 
meaning,  when  it  is  heard  aeparately,  than  a  aiagia 
letter  of  the  alphabet  would  have ;  and  it  ia  only 
l^  their  anccessioo,'  and  their  relation->to  one  prin- 
cipal aound,  that  they  take  any  rank  in  the  seale| 
or  differ  from  each  other,  except  as  tbey^aie  gmver, 
or  more  acute :  but  in  the  regular  scale  eadh  inter* 
val  assumes  ja  praper  character;,  and  etwy.#aMa 
stands  related  to  the  first  or  principal  one  ^'wirt- 
ous  proportions.  Now  a  series  of  soonda  opelating 
to  one  leading  note  ia  called  a  mode,'Qr 'a  tone,- 
and,  as  there  are  twelve  semitones  iii'<therae«le^ 
each  of  which  may  be  made  in  ita  turn  the  leader 
of  a  m9de,  it  follows  that  there  are  twelve  modea; 
and  each  of  them  has  a  peculiar  charaetery  aristn|f 
from  the  poaition  of  the  modal  note,  and  frxun  aome 
minute  difference  in  the  ratios,  aa  of  81  to  8P;  or 
a  comma ;  for  there  are  some  intervals,  which  can* 
not  easily  be  rendered  on  our  instruments,  yet  hav» 
a  surprising  effect  in  modulation,  or  in  the-  tiaii* 
sitions  from  one  mode  to  another. 

The  modea  of  the  ancients  are  said  to  have  had 
a  wonderful  effect  over  the  mind :  and  Plato,  who 
permits  the  Dorian  in  his  imaginary  republic,  on 
account  of  its  calmness  and  gnvity,  excludes  tfaa. 
Lydianj  because  of  its  languid  tender,  and  efieml.^ 
nate  character :  not  that  any  series  of  mere  sounds 
baa  a  power  of  raising  or  soothing  the  passions,  bu% 
each  of  these  modes  was  appropriated  to  a  paiticiw 
lar  kind  of  poetry,  and  a  particular  instmment  ^ 
f  and  the  chief  of  them,  aa  the  Dorian,  Pbrygiai^* 
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Lydiati,  Ionian,  Solimn,  Locriftn,  belonging'  oH|^ 
imlly  to  the  nations,  from  «»bich  they  took  their 
names :  ■  thus  the  Phrygian  mode,  «4iieh  was  ardent 
and  unpetoous,  was  usually  accompanied  with 
trumpets,  and  the  Mixolydian,  which,  if  we  be^ 
lieve  Aristoxenus,  was  int  anted  by  Steppho,  was 
probably  confined  to  the  pathetic  and  tragic  style : 
that  these  mod^  had  a  relation  to  poetry? -n  well 
as  to  music,  appears  from  a  fragment  of  Lsnus,  in 
which  he  says,  "  I  sing  of  Ceres,  and  her  daughter 
Meltbcea,  the  oonsort  of  Pbito^  in  the  Eolian  mode, 
fuU  of  gravity ;"  and  Pindar  calls  ood  of  hia  odes 
an  Eolian  song.  If  the  Greeks^  surpassed  ns  in  the 
strength- of  their  modnlations,-  we  hav«  an  advan- 
Uge  over  them  in  onr  minor  scale,  which  supplies 
us  with  twehre  new  modes,  where  the  two  semitones 
are  removed  fWwi  their  natural  position  between 
the  thnd  and  fourth,  the  seventh  and  eighth  notes^ 
and  plaoed  between  the  second  and  third,  the  fifth 
and  sixth ;  tbit  change  of  the  semitones,  by  giving 
a  minor  third  »to  the  modal  note,  ffl^tbns  the  gene- 
mi  oxpiiession  fif  the  mode,  and  adapts  it  admivflibiy 
to  sulqeets  of  grief  and  affliction's  the  minor  mtf&t 
^  D  is/teBder,  that- of  C,  with  three  flats,  pkon<> 
tive/an*  that  of  F,  with  four,  patbetio  and  m«nm> 
fel  to  the  highest  degree,  Ibr  which  reasMi  it  wai 
<iM)s0b  by  the  excellent  Pwgelesf  in  his  SlabM'  Mas- 
ter. Now  these  tveoty^four  medM,  artf^illy  int^:. 
ynvvtUf  and  changed  as  ofleni  as  th«  scMtimeilt 
changes^ mky,  it  H  evktent»«xpnmi«n  thovii^ria* 
iions  in  the  voice  of  a  speaker,'  «Aaid*|fitw  an'-aMU 
tional  beauty  to Uxe  aocentaof -» i«oH.  Comfe^eMtAy 
with  the  .foregoing  princVpleii)  we  nMy^efin«'oii^J. 
nal  and  naAiva  poetry  to  be  the  limgfimjire  ef  the 
violent  passisas,  capresRMl  in  cxket  tnettsure,  w9tH 
stxnag  .^coeata  and  sigiMcanI  wdrds';  and  titue 
iBusic  to  be  no  more  than  paetiY,id«tt«ei^'in'k 
iiiecessiort  of  harmonious  tovnds,  scrditpMed  as  to 
pleaae  the  ear.  It  is  i^-this  view  only  tHat>M 
must-constdfer  the  music  of  thb  ancfenl  Greekn,  o^ 
attempt  to  account  for  its-  amsMg'^flbcts,- which 
we  find  related  by  the  gravest'  historians,  and  phS^ 
Ipsepbers ;  it  was  wholly  phsskmate  or  desciiiftive, 
and  so  doaeiy  united  to  poetry,  thsA  it  never  ob- 
structed, but  al  ways  increased  its  ibfluence*^  where-' 
aaeur/fadasted  harmony,  wHh  all  its  fine  accords; 
and  nns^efoos  parts,  paints  nothing,  expretees  no- 
^ingi  sayiaslhing  to  the  heart,  anAconseqtfentiy 
ca»onigr  give  more  or  less  pleasure  to  one  -  of  oor 
tenses  pand  na  reasonable  man  wlH  seriously  pre*' 
iSer  avtraasitory  pleasure,  which  tmist  soon-  end  in 
sati^t.or  even  in  disgust,  to  a  deligbt  of  th<6  sout; 
arising-  ^m  sympathy,  and  founded  on  the  natural 
passions,  aiways  lively,  always  intorMtittg,  always 
transporting.  The  old  divisions  of  music  into  ce^- 
lestial  and  earthly,  divine  and  human,  active  and* 
contemplatiwB,  inteUecth>e  and  or&torial,  werd 
fimnded  rather  upon  roatapliors^  and  chin#ricki 
analogies,  than  upon  any^  real  ditfthictions  in-  na^ 
tnrC ;  but  thSe  want  of  making  a  distinction  between 
mtisic  of  mem  sounds,  and'  the  music  of  the  pas^^- 
saons»  bas  been  the  perpetual  source  of  oonfMra 
and  contradictions  both  among  the  ancieiits  and 
the  modenis:  noMitng  can  be  more  oppoftnto  in 
many  points  than  the  systems  of  Rataeau  ai«d  Tsr* 
tini,  one  of  whom  asserts  that  melody  sprhigs  from 
harmooy,-  and  the  oliher  deduces  harmony  fVont* 
melody;  and  bmh  are  m  thift  right,  if  the  fin^t 
qieaks  only,  of  that  music,  which  took  its  rise  from' 
*'  the  multiplicity  of  sounds  heard  at  once  in  the 


SMOvOM  body,"  ana  tntf  siflConQ,  of  tbat^  aiucli 
rase  froni  '*  the  accents  and  inflexSotw  of  the  hu- 
man voice,  animaled  by  the  passions  :'^ — "  to  de- 
cide,'* as  Rousseau  says,  "  whether  of  these  tvo 
itihools  otight  to  have  the  pr^rence,  we  need  only 
adi  a  plain  queftion.  Was  the  voice  made  for  tbe 
instnimeats,  or  theirisftraments  for  the  voice  ?** 

In  defining' what  title  tMietryongbt  to  be,  accords 
ing  to  onr  principle,  wli  have  described  what  it 
ftaAywas  aknong  the  Hebrews,  the  Oredci  sod 
Romans,  the  Arabs  aisd  Persians.  The  lamenUtioo 
of  David,  and  bis  saet^  od<is,  or  psafans,  the  soo( 
of  Solomon^  this  propbecies  of  isaiab,  Jerenisb, 
and  the  other  insfliteH'wirfters,  nfi  tn\y  and  strictly 
poetical ;  but  vrtiat  did  David  or  Solonodn  imitate 
in  their  dfrine  poems  >  A'  mkn«  who  is  really  jov- 
All  or  afflicted,  Cannot  be  said  to  imitate  joy  or 
afflkstion.  The  lyrks  vi^rses  of  Alc»iis,  Akmao, 
and  lUyciis,  the  bymHs  of  CkllimaChus,  the  e)^ 
of  MdMhUt  on  tho  des^  of  Bion,  are  all  beautiful 
pieees  of 'poetiy ;  y^t  Aldftds  was  nb  imitator  of 
k>ve,  Callhnachus  was  no  imit«tb^  of  religiOB  awe 
and  adtfeifration,  Mdsckos  was  n6  t mitatbr  of  grief 
ad  the  less-of  an  amhArd  fVierid.  Aristotli^  hiimelf 
WMM  a*T«t^  poetical  el^  on  the  death  of  a  mas, 
wUoAi  he  had  lo*«d ;  but  it  wouM'  be  difficult  to 
say  wliat  be  hnHatcdin  it :  "  O  Vhtue,  who  pro- 
pMsat'  many  labours  to  the  liumifn  tace,  and  art 
still  th<i  allnrinit  obfCCC  of  ottrlifb ;  fc^  thy  charms, 
ObeavlrfiAgoMesSiit'was'aHrkys  ad  envied  bap- 
piMMS  in  Qt««oe  eve^vCto  di^;  and  to  siifi«-r'  the  most 
uaM^I,  the  iriOst  affiietii%  evils  r  sach  nn  the  im- 
iiiOit^' ftUits,' wliicli'thou  raiieBt^iA  onr  minds; 
fruits,' 'ib^iN^  pf6(^6iis  thiihi' gCMa^  toffft  sweet  than 
tlia  l0f<e  of  pkfehts,  and  sdft  rbpdse :  for  thee  Her- 
eal«»t)^iBOii^Jor^,'andtifetiHhs'of  Leda,  sos- 
tlli0M«NMks;^MM(tttr,«M«rtiieIr  l>1^sM6a8  actions 
soogbt  thy  favour;  forlov^of  tbee«  A<%inesaod 
Ajtti  wHitWtAiM'  ta  mm  rtjfAiislWif  or  PIcrto ;  and, 
tbffOQgh  a  VitM  fbr  tb3P''(ftAnin{  'tUe  ptni^te  of  AtafUfs 
alto  wasileprived'oftbe'SitoVli^;  therefore  shall 
tbe^tMuass,  daii^Mms*Of  nvtfmbiy,  randier  him  im- 
SMttMl'  fbf  bib  ^lotfoiis  deed^  Vhenevt^  they  sid* 
the  god  of  bosf^Mity,  aiftf >tl)e  honoors  due  ta  a 
laMiAgfHeMlArip.*' 

Itt^^'pmM^  colleb6ob'  of  pOett^  tbeie  are 
soiM^e«Bt«>mfal)tfes,somedde»,'k  padt^e,  sod 
^'o'^ ;  y^^  itdoes  not  avUpeai^to'  me,  41^  there 
Js'the  least  fmdtaUon  iff  eiXuer'  df  tbem :  l^rfrardi 
was^  ceitatbYy,  too  deeply  alledtod  with  rdll  |rief, 
afld  fM  Peislaif  "pdet  ira*  k6o  shitiere  a^lbter,  to 
'  ittftato*  Mte  ptiiiffdtiB  of  others.  As  to  iStUr  lett,  a 
fbbte  inverse  is  i^mot^  an  imitktiodttab  a  fible 
m  prbse  $  and  if  eveiy  poelScal  narraifive,  vfaicfa 
,  deSCHbeS  the  manners,  and  rdfttes  tbe  adventoret 
Ow'  miftn,  be'  calMd  iimbMfvfe,  evety  rOMancc,  and 
ai*ett  every  history,  must  be  called  so  likewise; 
srncte  maiiy  poems  are  only  roinknce^  or  parts  of 
history,  tdd'irfVei^lar' measure. 

Wbatbas'beenteldof  pOeltry,  may  with  eqnal 
force  be  ai^iM  to  music,  whicb  is  pdetry,'  divssed 
to  advantage ;  and  even  to  paintmg,  many  sorts  cf 
which  are  po<!ms  to  the  ey^,  as  all  poems,  merely 
descriptive,  arfe  pictures  to  the  ear :  and  this  way 
of  considcrii^  them  will  set  the  refioemeatB  of 
nftiiteht  artiitts  hrtheir  true  light ;  fbr  the  passioas, 
which  were  given  by  nature,  ne\'er  spoke  in  an  un- 
nktumf'f^rm,  and  no  hian,  truly  affbcted  with  \an 
'or  grief,  ever  expressed  the  one  in  an  acrostic,  or 
the  other  in  a  fugue :  these  remains,  therefive,  of 
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the  false  taste,  which  prevailed  in  the  dark  ages, 
■hould  be  banished  from  this,  which  is  enlightened 
with  a  just  one. 

It  is  tnie,  that  some  kinds  of  painting  are  strictlj 
imitative,  as  that  which  is  solely  intended  to  repre- 
sent the  human  figure  and  countenance;  but  it 
will  he  fjund,  that  those  pictures  have  always  the 
greatest  effect,  which  represent  some  passion,  as 
the  martyrdom  of  St.  Agnes  by  Domenichino,  and 
the  various  representations  of  the  Crucifixion  by 
the  finest  masters  of  Italy ;  and  there  can  be  no 
doubt,  but  that  the  fhmous  sacrifice  of  Iphigenia 
by  Timanthes  was  affecting  to  the  highest  degree ; 
which  proves,  not  that  painting  cannot  be  said  to 
imitate,  but  that  its  most  powerful  influence  over 
the  mind  arises,  like  that  of  the  other  aits,  finom 
sympathy. 

It  is  asserted  also  that  descriptive  poetry,  andde- 
acriptive  music,  as  they  are  called,  are  strict  imi- 
tations ,  but,  not  to  insist  that  mere  description  is 
the  meanest  part  of  both  arts,  if  indeed  it  belongs  to 
them  at  all,  it  is  clear,  that  words  and  sounds  have 
no  kind  of  resemblance  to  visible  objects:  and 
what  is  an  imitation,  but  a  resembfanoe  of  some  other 
thing?  Besides,  no  unprejudiced  hearer  will  say 
thatbe  finds  the  smallest  traces  of  imitation  in  the 
numerous  fugues,  counterfugues,  and  divisions, 
which  rather  disgrace  than  adorn  the  modem  music : 
even  sounds  themselves  are  imiierfectly  imitated  by 
harmony,  and,  if  we  sometimes  hear  the  murmur- 
ing of  a  brook,  or  the  chirping  of  biids  in  a  concert, 
we  are  generally  apprised  beforehand  of  the  passages, 
where  we  may  expect  them.  Some  eminent  musi- 
cians, indeed,  have  been  absurd  enough  to  think  of 
imitating  laughter  and  other  noises,  but,  if  they  had 
succeeded,  they  could  not  have  made  amends  for 
their  want  of  taste  in  attempting  it ;  for  such  ridi- 
culous imitations  must  necessarily  destroy  the  spi- 
rit and  dignity  of  the  finest  poems,  which  they 
ought  ti>  illustrate  hy  a  graceful  and  natural  melody. 
It  seems  to  me,  that,  as  those  parts  of  poetry,  mu- 
■ic,  and  painting,  which  relate  to  the  passions,  affect 
by  sympathy,  so  those,  which  are  merely  descrip- 
tive, act  by  a  kind  of  substitution,  that  is,  by  raising 
in  our  minds,  aflections,  or  sentiments,  analogous 
to  those,  which  arise  in  as,  when  the  respective  ob- 
jects in  nature  are  presented  to  our  senses.  Let  us 
suppose  that  a  poet,  a  musician,  and  a  painter,  are 
striving  to  give  their  friend,  or  patron,  a  pleasure 
similar  to  that,  which  he  feels  at  the  sight  of  a  beau- 
tifhl  prospect.  The  first  will  form  an  agreeable  as- 
semblage of  lively  images,  which  he  will  express  in 
amooth  and  elegant  venes  of  a  sprightly  measure ; 
he  will  describe  the  most  delightful  objects  and  will 
add  to  the  graces  of  his  description  a  certain  delica- 
cy of  sentiment,  and  a  spirit  of  cheerfulness.  The 
musician,  who  undertakes  to  set  the  words  of  the 
poet,  will  select  some  mode,  which,  on  his  violin, 
has  the  character  of  mirth  and  gaiety,  as  the  Eolian, 
or  £  flat,  which  he  will  change  as  the  sentiment  is 
vmried :  he  will  express  the  words  in  a  simple  and 
agreeaUe  melody,  which  will  not  disguise,  but  em- 
bellish them,  without  aiming  at  any  fugue,  or  figured 
harmony :  he  will  use  the  bass,  to  mark  the  modv- 
lation  more  strongly,  especially  in  the  changea; 
and  be  will  place  the  tenour  generally  in  unison 
with  the  bass,  to  prevent  too  great  a  distance  be- 
tween the  parts  i  in  the  symphony  ha  will^  above  all 


things,  avoid  a  double  melody,  and  will  apply  his 
variations  only  to  some  accessory  ideas,  which  the 
principal  part,  that  is,  the  voice,  could  not  easily 
express :  be  will  not  make  a  number  of  useless  re- 
petitions, because  the  passions  only  repeat  the  same 
expressions,  and  dwell  upon  the  same  sentiments, 
while  description  can  only  represent  a  single  object 
by  a  single  sentence.  The  painter  will  describe  all 
visible  objects  more  exactly  than  his  rivals,  but  he 
will  fisll  short  of  the  other  artists  in  a  very  material 
circumstance :  namely,  that  his  pencil,  which  may 
indeed,  express  a  shnple  passion,  but  cannot  paint 
a  thought,  or  draw  the  shades  of  sentiment:  he 
will,  however,  finish  his  landscape  with  grace  and 
el^ance ;  bis  colours  will  be  rich,  and  glowing ; 
his  perspective  striking;  and  his  figures  will  be 
disposed  witli  an  agreeable  variety,  but  not  with 
confusion :  above  all,  be  will  diffuse  over  bis  whole 
piece  such  a  spirit  of  liveliness  and  festivity,  that 
the  beholder  shall  be  seized  with  a  kind  of  raptu- 
rous delight,  and,  for  a  moment,  mistake  art  for 
nature. 

Thus  will  each  artist  gain  his  end,  not  by  imita- 
ting the  works  of  nature,  but  by  assuming  her  power, 
and  causing  the  same  effect  upon  the  imagination, 
which  her  charms  produce  to  the  senses  :  this  must 
be  the  chief  object  of  a  poet,  a  musician,  and  a 
painter,  who  know  that  great  effects  are  not  produ- 
ced by  minute  details,  but  by  the  general  spirit  of 
the  whole  piece,  and  that  a  gaudy  composition  may 
strike  the  mind  for  a  short  time,  but  that  the  beau- 
ties of  simplicity  are  both  more  delightful,  and 
more  permanenL 

As  the  passions  are  differently  modified  in  dif. 
ferent  men,  and  as  even  the  various  objects  in  na« 
ture  affecl  oar  minds  in  various  d^^rees,  it  is  ob- 
vious, that  there  must  be  a  great  diversity  in  the 
pleasure  which  we  receive  from  the  fine  arts, 
whether  that  pleasure  arises  firom  sympathy,  or 
substitution ;  and  that  It  were  a  wild  notion  in  ar« 
tists  to  think  of  pleasing  every  reader,  hearer,  or  be- 
holder ;  smce  every  man  has  a  particular  set  of 
objects,  and  a  particular  inclination,  which  direct 
him  in  the  choice  of  his  pleasures,  and  induce  him 
to  consider  the  productions,  both  of  nature  and  of 
art,  as  more  or  less  elegant,  in  proportion  a* 
they  give  him  a  greater  or  smaller  degree  of  delight : 
this  does  not  at  all  contradict  the  opinion  of  many 
able  writers,  that  '*  there  is  one  uniform  standard  oif 
taste ;''  suice  the  passions,  and,  consequently,  sym- 
pathy, are  generally  the  same  in  all  men,  till  they 
are  weakened  by  age,  infirmity,  or  other  causes: 

If  the  arguments,  used  in  this  essay,  have  any 
weight,  it  will  appear,  that  the  finest  parU  of  poetry, 
music,  and  painting,  are  expressive  of  the  passions, 
and  operate  on  our  minds  by  sympathy;  that  tho 
inferior  parts  of  them  are  docripttve  of  nataral  ob- 
jects, and  affisct  us  chiefly  by  substitution ;  that  tho 
expressions  of  love,  pity,  desire,  and  the  tender  pas- 
sions, as  well  as  the  descriptions  of  olgeets  that  de- 
light the  senses,  produce  in  the  arts  what  we  call 
the  beautiful;  but  that  hate,  anger,  fear,  and  tho 
terrible  passions,  is  well  as  olgects,  which  are  un- 
pleasing  to  the  senses,  are  productiveof  the  sublime^ 
whenthey  are  aptly  expressed,  or  described. 

These  suljects  might  be  pursued  to  mflnity ;  boX^ 
if  they  were  amply  discussed,  it  would  be  necessary 
to  write  a  seriet  of  diwertatioos^  instead  of  an  enay. 
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LIFE  OF  DR.  JAMES  BEATTIE. 


BY  MR.  CHALMERS. 


Uk.  BEATTIE  '  was  born  at  LaureDcekirk,  in  the  county  of  Kincardine^  SceUand,  on 
the  25th  day  of  October  1735.  Hb  lather,  who  was  a  farmer  of  no  considerable  rank» 
is  said  to  have  had  a  turn  for  reading  and  for  versifying:  but»  as  he  died  in  1742» 
when  his  son  James  was  only  seven  year^  of  age,  could  have  had  no  great  share  in 
forming  hb  mind. 

James  was  sent  early  to  the  only  school  hb  birth-place  afforded,  where  he  passed  hb 
time  under  the  instructions  of  a  tutor  named  Milne^whom  he  used  to  repiesent  «  as  agood 
grammarian^  and  tolerably  skilled  in  the  Latin  language*  but  destitute  of  taste  as  well 
as  of  some  other  qualifications  essential  to  a  good  teacher."  He  is  said  to  have  preferred 
Ovid  as  a  school-author,  whom  Mr.  Beattie  afterwards  gladly  exchanged  for  Virgil.^ 
Virgil  he  had  been  accustomed  to  read  with  great  delight  in  Ogilvy's  and  Dryden's 
translations,  as  he  did  Homer  in  that  of  Pope ;  and  these,  with  Thomson's  Seasons  and. 
Milton's  Paradise  Lost,  of  all  which  he  was  very  early  fond,  probably  gave  him  that 
taste  for  poetry  which  he  afterwards  cultivated  with  so  much  success.  He  was  already^ 
according  to  hb  biographer,  inclined  to  making  verses,  and  among  hb  school  fellows 
went  by  the  name  of  The  Poet. 

At  thb  school  he  made  great  proficiency  by  unremitting  diligence,  which  he  was  sen- 
nble  was  the  only  stock  he  could  command;  and  appeared  to  much  advantage  on  hb 
entering  Marischal  College,  Aberdeen,  in  17^9,  where  he  obtamed  the  first  of  those 
bursaries  or  exhibitions  left  for  the  use  of  students  whose  parents  are  unable  to 
support  the  entire  expenses  of  academical  education.  Here  he  first  studied  Greek, 
under  Principal  Thomas  Blackwell,  author  of  the  Inquiry  into  the  Life  and  Writings 
of  Homer;  Letters  concerning  Mythology;  and  Memoirs  of  the  Court  of  Augustus, 
a  teacher  who,  with  much  of  the  austerity  of  pedantry,  was  kind  to  hb  diligent 

1  The  priocipal  paft  of  this  memorial  was  drawn  up  in  1803  for  an  edition  of  Dr.  Beattie*8  poems 
poMiilied  by  Mr.  Mawman,  and  it  aflbrded  the  editor  no  small  pleasure  to  find  that  it  coincided  in  the 
lending  fiusts  and  opinions  with  the  more  elaborate  and  Taluable  life  since  published  by  sir  William 
Forbes,  while  his  long  persona]  aoqoafaitaiiee  with  Dr.  Beattb  enabled  him  to  add  a  few  particulars  which 
liad  CKi^  that  Uographer.  C 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


516  LItE  OF  BEATTIE. 

€cho1ars,  and  fonnd  in  Mr.  Beattie  a  disposition  urorthy  of  cultivation  and  of  patron- 
age. In  the  following  year  lie  bestowed  on  him  the  premium  for  the  best  Greek 
analysis,  which  happened  to  be  part  of  the  fourth  book  of  the  Odyssey,  and  at  the 
close  of  the  session  1749-50,  he  gave  him  a  bdok  elegantly  bound,  with  the  following 
inscription :  ''  Jacobo  Beattie,  in  prima  classe,  ex  comitatu  Memensi  ^  post  examen 
publicum  libruni  hunc  aftTtvotlt,  premium  deditT.  Blackwcll,  Apriiis  3,  MDCCL.''  The 
other  professor,  with  whom  Mr.  Beattie  was  particularly  competed*  wa»lbeJa^  Dr.  Alex- 
ander Gerard,  aothor  of  the  Genius  and  fivideaces  of  Ghrisliairit^;  Essays  (mt  Taste  and 
Genius;  and  other  works.  Under  these  gentlemen  our  autlior  s  proficiency,  both  at  college 
and  during  the  vacations,  was  very  exemplaiy,  and  he  accumulated  a  much  more  various 
stock  of  general  knowledge  thad  is  usual  villi  i^ioiing.aien  whose  ultimate  destination 
is  the  church.  The  delicacy  of  his  health  requiring  amusement,  be  found  as  be  sup* 
posed,  all  that  amusement  can  give  in  cultivating  his  musical  talents,  wliich  were  very 
considerable.  But  there  is  reason rtp  think  that. bis  hours  of  relaxation  were  too  few, 
and  that  the  earnestness  with  which  he  dissuaded  his  son  from  excessive  study,  arose 
from  his  repepting  that  he  had  not  paid  more  attention  to  the  exercises  wbkh  piKimote 
health. 

The  only  science  in  which  he  made  no  Extraordinary  profiderfcy,  and  to  Wbicb'  be  even 
seemed  to  have  a  dislike,  was  mathematics.  In  this,  indeed,  be  perfoiined  the  requisite 
tasks,  but  was  eager  to  return  to  subjects  of  taste,  or  general  litereiture.  In  every  other 
branch  of  academical  study,  te  never  waft  satisfied  with  v^hat  he  learned  Within  the 
walls  of  the  college.  His  private  reading  was  extensive  ^od  various,  and  it  n^.iviUi 
him  as  it  appears  to  have  been  with  almosi  every  man  of  learnings  of  vyhom  we  hav^ 
had  a  minute  account ;  that  he  be^me  insensibly  partial  to  the  cultivation  pf  .tiiose 
branches  on  which  his  future  celebrity  was  to  depend.  .  .i    if. 

In  1753,  having  gone  through  cveiy  preparatory  course  of  study,  he  t6okith^d«|gRft 
of  master  of  arts,  the  only  one  attainable  by  students  (etcepft  of  medieiae)  ia  ahyriof  Uie 
universities  of  Scotland,  The  first  degree  of  bachelor  is  not  koowti,  and  tfi^it  of 
doctor  of  laws  or  divinity  is  usually  bestowed  on  application,  at  any  tinte  of  Jifia  afi4r 
leaving  college,  without  the  necessity  of  keeping  terms.*  Mr.  Beattie^  ti^erefpre,  l^pd 
now  technically  finished  his  education,  and  had  a  profession  tp  seek.  He  had  hjliietio 
been  supported  by  the  generoits  khidnass  of  ao  elder  brother;  h^t  he  WRftiatu^ii^tto 
exonerate  his  family  from  any  farther  burden.  With  this  laudeble  vie^,  ftbefe  h^ng  a 
vacancy  for  the  ofiice  of  school-master  and  parisfa-derk,  to  the  parish  of  Fj9rdQf|i>>  ^ 
joining  to  Laurencekirk,  he  accepted  the' appointment  August  1,  1759.  .TIwfiKdoakitb^ 
no  doubt  that  he  performed  the  dhtieir  t>f  this  situation  with  ^u«etua%,  bill  tiiwiif 
neither  suited  to  his  disposition,  nor  advantageous  to  his  progre9S  ia  life.  J3^,em^ 
luments  were  very  scanty,  the  site  remotts  And  obscure ;  alid  there  w^  aotMng.ini^  I0 
excite  emulation,  or  gratify  the  'ambition  which  a  young  man,  conscious  as  he  tonal 
have  been  of  superior  powers  alid  knowledge,  might  mdulge  without  prtlumption.  Jfe 
obtained  in  this  place,-  however,  a  few  friends,  particularly  lord  Gardeostowa^  an4 
lord  Monboddo,  who  honoured  him  with  cncountgiiig- notice ;  aiul.bi«ii^4^atip|i(iim 
delighted  by  the  beautiful  and  sublime  scenery  of  tfaef^e,  wbichbejipiMiii* tp.lKiyfll 
contemplated  with  the  eye  of  a  peet    His^cnuielioMia  lie  etaplofed'ea  some  <pottibal 

..  •  ,  / 

s  **  The  Metros,"  the  vanuicoUr  name  fat  the  county  <]f«!iDQBRlih«    -CL     ., 
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•Mmptfl,  ¥r}mh,  ax  they  were  puMidiecl  hi  Xht  Scots  Magazine,  with  his  initials,  and 
•onatinitt  with  his  place  ef  abode,  must  have  contributed  to  make  him  yet  better 
known  and  respected.  There  are  few  tntrodactioBs  into  life  more  successftii  than  a 
yjtttsiiiy  or  popolar  poem ;  and,  indeed,  aqy  literary  production  from  an  obscure  part 
of  the  eoirofry  is  generally  considered  as  a  phenonnmon.  These  poems  attracted  the 
more  attention  that  they  happened  to  be  dated  from  a  village  Httle  known,  and  written 
by  a  man  never  heard  of. 

The  cborch  of  Scotkind  was  at  this  time  the  usual  resource  of  well  educated  young 
■en,  and  wilh  their  academical  stores  in  fntl  memoiy,  Aere  were  few  difficulties  to  be 
auroiounted  before  their  entrance  on  the  sacred  office.  Although  this  church  presents 
mo  tBDiptations  to  ambitioB,  Mr.  Beattie  appears  to  have  regarded  it  as  the  only  means 
bf  wfakh  he  coidd  obtain  an  independent  rank  in  life ;  and  with  hb  diligence,  was  con^ 
fident  that  the  transitiMi  from  the  studies  of  phihisophy  and  ethics  to  that  of  divmity 
would  be  easy*  He  retamed^  thereforey  during  the  wmter  to  Marischal  College,  and 
altettded  the  dwhaty  lectures  of  Dr.  Robert  Pollock,  of  that  college,  and  of  professor 
John  Lmnsden^  of  Kmg's,  and  perfomod  the  exercises  required  by  the  rules  of  bothu 
Oae  of  his  fdlow-»fltadents  informed  sir  William  Forbes,  that  during  their  attendance 
al  the  diviaity-teU,  he  heasd  Mr.  Beattie  deliver  a  discourse,  wliieh  met  with  muck 
commcndetiony  bat  of  which  it  was  reomrked  by  tiie  audience,  that  he  spoke  poetry 
SB  pvose. 

Wkife  the  chnrdi  aeiBiaedhis  only  pro^[)ect,  and  one  which,  T  have  been  t6ld,  he  neveir 
contemplated  with  satisffiKtion,  although  few  yomig  men  lived  a  more  pious  and  regular 
Ufe,  there  oocnrredin  17^7)  a  vacancy  ft>r  one  of  the  masters  of  the  grammar  school  of 
Almdeeii,  a  situatioa  of  considerable  importanee  in  all  respects.  This  acbool,  which 
is  a  public  fovndatioo,  is  conducted  by  a  rector,  or  head  master,  and  three  subordinate 
SMtftafs  r  «the  whole  is  m  the  patronage  of  the  magistrates  of  the  city,  who  are,  however, 
goveitted  in  their  choice  by  the  issue  of  a  very  severe  trial  of  the  candidate's  abflit^ 
earned  on  by  the  pnofiessors  of  the. university.  On  this  occasion,  Mr.  Beattie  was  ad- 
yiwd  to  iMMone  a  candidate ;  but  be  was  diffident  of  his  qualifications,  and  did  not 
think  Wmastf  so  retentive  of  the  grammatical  niceties  of  the  Latin  language  as  to  be 
ai^le  to  answer  readily  any  qacstion  that  night  be  put  to  him  by  older  and  more  ex^ 
perienced  judges.  In  every  part  of  life,  it  may  be  here  observed,  Mr.  Beattie  appearl 
to  have  Ainned  an  eitaet  esismate  of  his  own' talents;  and  in  the  present  instance  he 
fialcd  just  where  /he  capected  taiaii,  rather  in  the  drcumstancial  than  the  essential  re- 
^aiaites'^M^  the  aitiiaition  to  which  he'  aspired.  The  other  candidate  was  accordingly 
ffKiktvi4,  Bat  Mr.  Beanie's  at%em)pt  wa«  attended  wittk  so  little  loss  of  reputation* 
tfail  a  se^nd  fdc$mef  oeourring  a  iew  moaths  after^and  two  candklates  appearing  both 
1aa(fa«Mad>*lbv  lb#  ^OkJt,  it  was  pretfated  t»  him  by  the  magistrates  in  the  mort 
itttidsattie  manner;  wilhoat  thef^bna  of  a>  trial,  ani  he  immediately  entered  npon  it  ia 
J«he  f?M;i'  He  vMSodwin  thaaiafctof  Hiamkyaociety,  and  had  easy  access  to  books, 
attd  My«4Mirmali6D^talei|t^  it «  yat  lemenbered^daity  increased  the  number  of  his 
friends*  His  emoluments  were  not  great,  but  hb  situation  had  a  consequence  in  the 
opinion  of  the  pul^c*  wfaicb  to  so  young  a  aian  was  not  a  little  flattering. 

He  had  not  been  long  an  nsher  at  Ui»  school  before  he  published  a  volume  of 
poems.  An  author's  first  appearance  is  always  an  important  era.  Mr.  Beattie'a  was 
certainly  attended  witb  ciyeuiiiiiaaoes  that  are  nof  now  eomraon.    This  ?olume  wa^ 
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announced  to  the  pobltc  in  a  more  Innnble  itianner  than  the  preseiit  aMe  of  Ktaatnra 
b  thought  to  demand  in  similar  cases.  On  the  18th  of  Manli  \760,  not  the  iFdmne 
itselfy  but  Proposals  for  prmting  original  Poems  and  Translations,  were  issued.-  The 
poems  appeared  accordingly  on  Feb.  l6,  176 1  ^  and  were  published  both  m  LondoD  and 
Edinburgh.  Tliey  (Consisted  partly  of  originals,  and  partly  of  the  pieoea  fermeiiy 
printed  in  the  Scots  Magazine,  but  altered  and  corrected,  a  practice  wfaieh  Mr.  Beattie 
carried  almost  to  excess  in  all  his  poetical  works  \ 

The  praise  bestowed  on  this  volume  was  very  flattering.  The  English  critiA,  who 
then  bestowed  the  rewards  of  Kteratnre,  considered  it  as  an  acquisitioii  to  the  refH^iKc 
of  letters,  and  pronounced  that  since  Mr.  Gray  (whom  in  their  opInEott  Mr.  Beatfc 
Lad  chosen  for  his  model)  they  had  not  met  with  a  poet  of  more'haimoiHous  miBben^ 
more  pleasing  imagination,  or  more  spirited  expression  *.  This  verdict  they  efideavonred 
to  confirm  by  extracts  from  the  Ode  to  Peace,  and  the  Triumph  of  |klelancho}y.  But 
BOtwithstandbg  praises  which  so  evidently  tended  to  ^tre  a  currency  to  the  poctoSy^aiid 
•which  were  probably  repeated  with  eagerness  by  the  friendawMr  had  mtwtriigeA  tiie 
publication,  the  amlhor,  upon  more  seiious  consideration^  was  so  disaatfafied  with  Uns 
volume  as  to  destroy  ^very  copy  he  could  procure,  and  I  have  l>ecn  assttred  by  many 
of  hu  oldest  friends  that  they  have  in  vain  endeavoured  to  obtahi  a  sight  ofk  K  Nor 
was  this  a  sudden  or  s^enetic  humour  in  our  author.  Sodie  yekrs .  after,  'mlHKf  ins 
tasle  and  judgment  became  Adly  matured,  he  refiised  td  acknowledge  above  fdur  of 
Ihem,  namely  Retirement,  Ode'  to  Hope/ Elegy  on  a  Lady,' and  l!ie  Hai^'and  Aese  %t 
almost  re-wrote  before  he  would  permit  them  to  l>e  printed  with  tiie^MfaittlMi   - 1"  ' 

But  notwithstanding  the  lowly  optnion  of  the  author,  th^  poemflrdttrih^thdr  Att 
rirculation,  which  was  cl^iefly  in  mannseript,  cortribnted  se  ntich  to  tUs'g^mihd'lvqpt- 
tation  he  had  acquiied,  Ithat  he  was  considered  as  an  honout'to  hid  c^ntkyi'ttUd  de* 
aerviug  of  a  higher  rank  among  her  favoured  sons.  Accordibgly  a  va<^acy  fa^pfMKAilg 
in  Marischal  College,  his^  friends  made  such  earnest  applications  fn  hirbeM^rfillttB 
September  1 7^0  he  was  appointed  by  fats  kte  majesty's  patent' pmfesseir  of  {Mbih||hy. 
His  department  Hi  this  honourable  office  extended  to  moral  pMlosophy  andl^VMd 
it  added,  m  bb  mind,  a  very  afiectrng  importance  to  it,  that  h«  was  the  lslA'i^6uiy^of 
instruction  previous  to  the  students  leaving  college,  and  disper^g  th^6inM>^'lD 
the  world.  ,       ,    /  .  .-  ui/ 

This  promotion  was  sudden  and  unexpected;  and  it  may  be  anjfyposed  thht^  )fiMth 
•of  twenty-five  must  be  ill  prepared  to  give  a  course  io£  lectures,  and  a  train  oft  Mtliie- 
tion  on  subjects  which  have  been  but  imperfectly  treated  by  vetevan  phileifopbl^ 
Yet  it  is  evident  from  his  printed  woiks^  that  most  of  the  snl^ts  liMcA^tieUn^<W%is 
province,  had  been  famtliarixed  to  hun  by  a  long  course  of  reading  and  thiokiti^'aiid 
that  he  had  very  early  aecnstomed  himself  to  eompositioa ;  and  it  »<  hi|jUy  pteliahte  ^uit 
he  brdught  into  the  professor's  chair  such  a  mass  of  materials  aattiight  with  v^iy-^ltle 
trouble  be  moulded  into  shape  for  his  immediate  purpose.  It  is  certain,  however,  that 
such  was  his  diligence,  and  such  his  love  of  these  studies^  that  within  a  few  yeaia  he 

9  The  transhitioDS  were  from  Virgirs  Pastorals,  the  twenty-second  Ode  of  ADacreon,  lovocatioa  to 
Venus  from  Lucretius,  and  two  Odes  of  Horace.  These  he  afterwArdiE  totally  discarded,  but  t&ey  ate 
BOW  added  to  his  other  pieces.    C. 

«  MontM^  Bcview,  vol.  xxh.  1761.    C 

<  He  MV«K  spoke  of  it  to  bis  soDi  and  seems  to  think  he  bftd  never  laea  it.  -C 
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was  not  oiil]F;en»hM  to>  ddmr  an  adnurable  course  of  lectures  on  moral  philosophy 
Bad  logic*. tmt also  to  fsfipue  for  the  press  those  works  on  which  hb  fame  rests;  all 
of  whid^  ihem  k  some  reasonito^lhiok,  were  wntten^  or  nearly  written,  before  he  gave 
the  w«dd  Iho  vmA%  of  bia  pbAosophkal  studies  in  the  celebrated  Essay  on  Truth,  it 
nay  Im  a4d<4  likewise,  tbaJt  the  rank  he  had  now  attained  in  the  'university  entitled 
hmi  tD i«Mo<^,n|<^  «pon  .ft  level  with  Reid.  and  with  Campbell,  with  iG^erard  and 
with  Gregory,  men  whose  opinions  were  in  many  points  congenial,  and  who  have  all 
been  Jiatfed.by  ttlt  t^tpr  country  among  the  revivers  of  Scotch  titerature.  Yet  their 
■anMqs^.ii  j^  ratifying  to  secoUecl;  are  but  a  small  part  of  that  catalogue  which  has, 
mkn  tbim  hiitf:a.fsentiMy>.div»eiUed  natiopal  prejudice,  and  has  left  none  of  the  eflSects 
¥>fi«lipmMW..<u(fHIPti'«igen^r.QHS  a«d  beneficial  emulation.  With  the  gentlemen 
•Inm^lf  >l9i^|io9^ian4  a  f^  otherv  be  fobned  a  society,  or  club,  for  the  discussion 
efi  liteilli9)WidpMl94WM9aiisahi«^ts.  A  part  of  their  entertainment  was  Ihe  reading 
MhAfhi«lfasr>t<)mj^|^tby.ea^  membeir  in  bis  turn.  It  is  supposed  that  the  works 
^  lU^tVlWCH^fti  Bff4ti9>  Oregoiy  and  .Gerard,  or  at  least  the  outlines  of  them,  were 
ftatt<ir?/!Wrt*ii»l>'».»0!<^  in  the  fonaof  essays,  or  of  a  question  for  familiar 

^^4^  ATH^r. i]liy&«i,Bm(tie(PuhUshed  The, Judgment  of  Paris,  a  poem,  in  4to.  lis 
.Aeijgii^^iraf^tf^.py:^)^  akine  is  capable  of  affording  a  gratification  adequate 

<4<i^Mr  9M»  qatwieyrti^iiuniaiUof  «m)>ition  or  sensuality  promising  only  partial  hap. 
jfiaaMtf  |ft1l^i^fl^fdag|edrA<>t•io,our,.wbok;conslitutio(l^.but  only  to  a  part  of  it.    So 
nmple  iHlft9itian«si^ffl^'l0rrf)qMi^e  the»  g^ces. of  poetry  to  set  it  off.    The  reception  of 
i^>Jlli^KMa^fbM^m[^|)s,|^  he  added  it  to  a  new  edition  of  his 

f^mmiKijS^liyfA  it,»W#Aiev^.^gain  reprinted  ^  evea  hh  biographer  has  declined 
mimf'^^tff^^^^^f^^^yi^l^^^^^'  To  tt^^itiqn  of  17«66i  be  added  a  poem  On 
jilbi^i^<^^l»(^iW  ^  M^  CbMrcl#  iQ.)Arestmmst!er  Hall,  which,  sir  Wm. 

fflii^wi^i^VM  ArsVp¥Wi«h«d  p^aifately  ;^d.withont  a^name.  That  it  was  printed 
ijWyiylHh(»  i^  m^<m(fm^,m  wdo«rf)^di  JW*t*J^  b»t  I  question  if  it  was  ever 
Mpbljil^t^  9^.MRM  ^  1^^  ^^^  n^^PiUiop^fl  jedil^  ^(  bis  poems.  The  asperity 
.iij(^l»i^;^h^  yn«s  lire  awk^d,  Maf?^  i!^  ^Wl^p|>^  contnuy  to  his  first  intention, 
t<^  milk^SP*  \^A  tt«y  aipe.  now  **ded.  tQ  bi*  <4|w  p^ma  ?. 

Although  Mr.  Beattie  had  now  acquired  a  station  in  which  his  talents  were  display^ 
i«i*  V^f^iim^9ph  ^d,WIWWMle4.ftnViefy.bigV.,4ci^  respect,  the  publication 
^i4p  ft»«lTf«k'Si#h.Hf?w  Jbc^^r^W?  Pi^  lift;  %  tl^is  work  carried  his  fame  far 
'l«ff*4lril|l9fi4iM9Hf»^»r^dJI^  It  is, not,  however,  necessary  to  enter 

'imiuial|«Aat^>flM^  ]|istpiy.of'  a.  wfMlssQ,jqel|  k^own,,  lu  professed  intention  was  to 
to«d*ftiilffafpil.to()*i<<,evid^  r^jsfHiipftup  V>^  their  first  principles,  wilh  a 

: ilfcM4ft'Hifl^iWW.*ei  s|»Mdrd.Qf  Uo|]i^«^ npli^p  iuiwipujability.  He  endeavours  to 
fhpw^lbatibis  san|jim»ti|,^)90li(i;vw.iAi;opsis!^  w^  (he;g^niu^  of  scepticism,  and  with 

<  "  In  t^«  autumo  of  the  Tear  1 765 ,  Mr.  Grajr  came  to  Scotlaod  od  a  ^isit  to  the  late  earl  of  Stiathmore. 
I>r.  Beattie,  who  was  an  enthusiastic  admirer  of  Gray,  as  soon  as  tie  heard  of  his  arrlral,  addressed  to  him 
%  letter,,  which  piocnrfd  him  so  iavitatioD  to  GJammis  castle,  and  this  led  to  a  friendship  and  corres- 
pottknce  hetween  these  two  emineht  jioets  ai^  amiahle  mei^  which  continued  without  iuterruption,  till 
the  death  of  Mr.  Gray."  Sir  Wm.  Forbes,  vol.  i.  p.  70.  In  the  same  year  he  hecame  acquainted 
with  his  biographer,  who  has,  by  the  Life  of  Beattie,  raised  a  mooument  to  the  escellence  of  his  owa 
shuacter  scarcely  inferior  to  that  he  intendea  for  his  friead,    C 
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the  pradiee  wd  priodplfis  of  soeptkai  writefi»  were  yet  perfeelly  cmtwlent  «M  the 
genius  of  tciie  philosopby*  aiid  with  the  pfeetice  aad  principles  of  these  wIicnd  el 
,  acknowledge  to  have  been  the  most  enccmfiil  in  the  investigatioD  ef  tralfa ;  aad  he 
eoDcludes  with  some  kileieQees  or  rates,  by  which  the  most  impaitant  faUactss  ef  the 
sceptical  philosophy  nay  be  detected  by  every  peieoa  of  eomnMNi  sense,  even  Aesi|^ 
he  sboidd  not  possess  aouteness  of  netaphyskol  knowledge  sufficieBt  to  qualtff  him 
lor  a  logical  conlhtation  of  tbeasl 

Whea  thb  woik  was  oompleled,  so  many  difficukies  oecarted  hi  procnring  it  to  he 
published,  tliat  his  friends  sir  Wiltiaas  Forbes  and  Mr.  Arbothnot  wese  obliged  to  be- 
pmt  the  purchasers,  anknown  to  bun,  at  a  {Nrice  whh  whieh  4iey  thoagbt  he  woaU  he 
satisfied*  Sir  William  acocupdiagly  wrote  to  hwi  that  the  manaseript  waa  sold  for 
fifty  guineas,  as  the  price  of  the  first  edMon.  te  liltk  of  4ba  spiiit  <rf  eoteqwisa  wis 
then  among  the  bookseUcra;  and,  il  may  be  added»  sueh  was  the  elepder  efhuen  ef 
the  author  himself,  that  in  a  vei^  gtfatefid  letter  addressed  to  his  ftfeads,  ha  s^  thst 
**  the  price  really  exceeded  his  warmest  eipectatioas." 

The  $nt  edition  ot  this  Gssay  was  ^blish#d  in  an  octaifo  v^me  hi  VTHK  ^^ 
bought  up  with  such  avidity  that  a  second  was  called  for,  and  published  in.lhefeisw 
iog  year.  The  interval  waft  short,  hat  as  the  worh  had  exi^ibid  the  puMic  atleatiea  m 
SOI  extraordinary  degiee.  the  resuk  of  puhiic  opmian  hart  reached  the4MAh(ai'a  ear,  and 
to  this  second  edition  he  added  a  peetsoript,  hi  wadiealien  of.m€artam4cgaa»  ef 
warmth  of  whieb  he  had  been  aeeused,  hot  which  m  our  opiaie»  daee  aot*  ivpeai^ 
either  in  with-boldiog  justice  from  his  adaarsarie%  or  in  tieatiag  them  wiHnei^hl^gmigs 
unbecomiiigthe  iiii|KNrtanoe  of  the  snt^eot.  He  engagadla  ao  pes>ai|rtos»lnwi6ssy» 
pMl  except  for  iiu«ie»  couM  iiQ|.be  aupposad  to  ealeitaki  sSBiy  penonid  regiM^ifor  the 
writers  whose  sophisixy  he  eadaavouftd  taexpose.  Tbk  paslaoript«JMSwiiFM(illMgkly 
"valiiable  en  many  aecounta.  It  may  be  read  detached  fifom  the  woth,  afKlfN^A-vAlh 
tdvatitfige.  It  is  aot  osdy  one  of  the  most  «l^[aat  speeifiMns  of  writtag  iataariiD- 
guage,  but  a  more  ftithfiil  aumipaiy  of  the  general  eoaduet  and  artifieea  oC  eiHKleiil 
sceptics  than  we  have  any  where  seen ;  and  it  eontahisa  piedictioaof  lbeifefi$ei|aiiiiQ» 
pf  scepticism  on  the  happiness  of  mankind,  whieh  all  who  have  lived^  ^OTyitaessiafr 
delity  let  loose  upon  an  infiituafced  natioD,  without  UmitaitioD  aiid*wlhooti|paiaishmesi 
muatacluiowledge  to  be  true  in  evei^  respect.  -  c  i*.-;    • 

The  Essay  on  Truth,  whatever  o^pectiona  were  made  to  it,  awl  Hf aMt. vithtva^f^ftw 
fMki  opponents  \  had  a  moie  extensive  eireiihition  tbhti  fiiEobdUy  «i^(hreriil«£rlhe 
hind  ever  published.  This  may  be  partfy  attributed  to  the<  dwitiis.  ofiAhil  poprisr 
style  in  which  the  author  conveyed  his  sentisients  on  euigeeta  whisht  Ms  aAseiiasilMhid 
artfully  diflfuiaed,  in  a  melaphysicri  jaifon^  the  menniagof  wUobrtlyeyioeBU  va^at 
pteasure ;  hnt  the  eagerness. .with  whieh  it  was  bgngbl  up  aaA'teadifaroee  chirfy^  fcsm« 
the  jast  praiie  hestoiafod.ui^nit  hy.tba most  dfathi^iihid.'fiiscsla  of  ^raHgidttawi 
learning  in  Great  Britain.  With  many  of  these,  of  high  raidi  halh  m  ehnish  aad 
state,  the  author  had  the  pleasing  satisfaction  of  dating  his  acquamtaice  torn,  the 

'^  The  priMipal  frablieaftioQ  was  Dr.  Priestley's  ExamiiMtioii  of  Dr.  lleid  on  the  Himmii  Hfind  ;  !>• 
leattie  oq  the  Nature  and  Immutability  of  Truth ;  and  Dr.  Oswald's  Appesl  to  eommoo  Seese,  OcL 
%Vr5.  Dr.  Priestley  prefers  the  system'of  Dr.  Hartley,  which  be  was  then  endeavoarnig  to  inftioihice; 
but  the  fiipfmat  and  sarcastic  style  heir  stuaed  on  this  occasion  was  disapproted  even  by  his  on 
friends.    C»  ^ 
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pttUicatiwi  of  thb  w«ik^.  Time  afipmwlj'  kd«ed»  ift  the  public  in  general  an 
hoBoaraUe  wMi  to  giaoe  Umi  triMqibaf  mmiiMI  «MMiitog  ^vm  penklpm  sopystiy. 
Hcncehteit  tliMi  few yeMre fiv« iMge  edilMtof  Ute  filstty  •ireftrioMSaiid  itwat 
trsnshted  iailiii  swenkiofr^ga  luguasea,.  nd  MfaHed  Ibe  notion  of  aiaoy  eoiioeiit 
poMNM  in  Fraooey  GeiimBy»  Holbmd^  itaiy^  and  other  parts  of  the  contitient.  * 

AfDOttff  other  aaafkriaf  feipeel^  the  oBmanitj  «f  CNifovd  eovfcrwd  tiie  dcgvee  of  ^ 
doctor  of  laws  oo  the  author,  and  on  his  second  amtal  hilioad«a-*he  was  most 
graciousiy  reeeisedby  Iris  aUrjeily,  who  taotoniy  hattownd  a  peiisioit  on  him,  font 
ndiiiilted-bltn  to  llie  honoar  of  a  prtvalo  conlhraMe.  Mwaj  yean  afttr,  when  Dr* 
Beattie  went  to  pay  his  Tcspettts  to  hn  anjiesly,  he  wat  slill  received  with  every  maffc 
of  royhl  condesoeasio»ind  Undiless*  telhe  tost,  or  aeaifly  tlie  tost  co»feraaUon  I 
enfoyed  withr  huD,  he  obseti»ed*biw  mdch  tie  was  always  sorpiised  with  the  krtilligent 
remarha  and*  Mimate  lnwMnkdgc.  whteb  his  nMtfesty  disptoyed,  not  only  on  geoeial 
tB|^  of  national -MeffttiM;  but  «ma  the  wakmtt  hfislofy  of  «#lial  was  going  on  at  this 
Scotch  universities. 

it  was  ia  faly  f  ff  1-  that  Dr.  Beattie  first 'visited  London,  and  cooHneneed  a  personal 
acqnafaitadto-wMi'nibnof  the  first  etninence,  withlOrd^Mainfield  and  ford  L^teltaK 
Bra;  Hn]d;'P(Mfeaa,  Johnson,  Mr.  Bntke,  add,  ind(^,'ihe  whol^  of  the  lif«frary  society 
wtmse eMvevsiMona faaveheen so pieMMly iMlailM Vf  Mr: Bosweil ;  and reCnraVd  to 
Scotland  with  a  nriiAl  elle^aied  and  cheered  fyy  «he  t>nkfoe,  ttie  Mbdnesi,  and  tho 
patronage  of  Hui  good  and  great.  '  it  was,  however,  on  hk  aecond  vlsk'to  London^ 
in  I77djihat  he  received  hk  dkgtee  from  Oxf>rd,  and'those  hononrs  fVom  fair  n^#«^r^ 
wliielpwo  imticipatedM  «f  direct,  though  not  atf 'inmiedfate  cooseqaence  df  tiie  services 
ho^f^ndcMd  to  his  country  by  ^^  pnblitiition  of  Hhe  Bn^y  on  Thitin  Wk  cMir^etan^ 
titM  wfth'his  tnajesty  is  detailed  at  som^  lengdk  by  himself  in  a  Diary,  published  by  sir 
WiMattF6#bes. 

'Saon^aAer  this  visit  to  London  he  was  soBcRed  by  a  very  flatteting  proposal  s&nt 
tlisongh  the*  haadv  of  Dr.  Tbiteos,  to  enter  into  the  cbnn^  of  England.  A  sinutar 
ofier^bad  been  made  some  tine  before  by  the  archbishop  of  York,  bnt  declined.  11 
^ras  tiow'  renewed  with  more  importonitj^  and  prodnced  from  him  the  hnportant 
reaaons  wbieh  obliged  him  stiB  to  decKne  an  oi^  wbidr  be  cc^uM  not  but  conader  as 
**  great  and  generous.*  By  these  reasons,  comnraniieated  in  a  letter  to  Dr.  Porteos,  wa 
find'that/l^  was  apprehensive  of  the  injury  that  might  be  done  to  the  cause  he  had 
espoused^  if*  bis  enemies  should  have  any  gronnd  for  asserting  that  he  had  wtiHen  his 
Bnhyion  IVutb,  Mrith  a  view  to  promotion:  and  he  was  likewise  of  opinion,  that  it 
inight  have  ihe  appearance  of  levi^  and  insincerity,  and  even  of  want  of  principle,' 
vam  iio  to  quit,  without  any  other  Ofparent  motive  than  that  of  bettering  his  circum- 
slwirn,  the  church  of  wfaieh  be  had  faiMierto  been  a  member.  Other  reasons  he 
asB^ned,  on  this  occasion,  of  some,  but  less  weight,  all  which  prevailed  on  his  friends 
to  withdiaw  any  fcrther  solidtation,  while  they  honoured  the  motives  by  wliich  he 
was  inflnenced.    tn  the  same  year  be  refused  the  olier  of  a  professor's  chair  in  the 

s  Tha  aaH  tapsMift  in  May  1770,  Ui*  Moond  AytnX  1771,  the  third  in  1772,  the  fourth,  Jaa.  1773 
and  the  fifth  Feb.  1774.     C. 

9  I  believe  he  had  received  this  honour  some  time  before  from  King's  College,  Aberdeen.  He  was 
afterwards  chosen  member  of  the  Zealand  Society  of  Arts  and  Sciences,  and  of  the  Literary  and 
Philosophical  Society  of  Manchester,  and  was  a  Fellow  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Bdinbargh.    C. 
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ttoiversity  of  Edinburgh^  consideriag  his  present  situation  as  besi  adapted  to  his  habits 
and  to  his  usefubiess,  and  apprehending  that  the  formation  of  a  new  society  of  friends 
might  not  be  so  easy  or  agreeable  in  a  place  where  the  enemies  of  his  principles  were 
numerous.  To  scmie  of  hb  fciends^  however,  these  reasoip  did  oot  appear  very  co&- 
vinciog 

Although  Mr.  Beattie  had  apparently  withdrawn  his  daims  as  a  poet,  by  cancelling 
as  many  copies  of  his  jurenile  attempts  as  he  could  procure,  he  was  not  so  inconscious 
of  hb  admhrabie  talents,  as  to  relinquish  what  w^  an  early  and  (av(Ounte  pursuit,  and 
in  which  he  had  probably  parsed  some  of  his  most  delightful  hours.  A  few  months 
after  the  appearance  of  the  Essay  on  Truth,  he  published  the  first  book  of  tiie  Min- 
strel, in  4to,  but  without  his  name.  3y  this  omission,  4ba  poem  was  examined  with  all 
that  rigour  of  criticism  which  may  be  expected  in  the  case  of  a  work,  for  vihich  the 
authoi^s  name  can  neither  afibrd  protection  or  apologyt  H^  waa  ai;oiKding)y  jiraised 
for  having  adopted  the  measure  of  Spenser,  bfecaus^  be  had.jth^,' top^  ^tbn^Usni  of 
that  writer  to  support  and  render  it  agreeable ;  but  objections  Wj^ce  ^lade  ^jto  the 
limitation  of  his  plan  to  the  profession. of  the  Minstid,  whei^so  inqchsuppijor  iiM^pjeit 
Eiight  be  excited  by  canyiog  him  on  through  the  pnictice  pf  it..  }t,,yi^9fk.n!b^^!ff»4, 
also,  that  the  sentiment  of  the  first  stansa  appeared  tqo  oloi^  a  cofff  6iomiijPi9mc¥rin 
Gra^s  cekbrated  Elegy ;  and  several  lines  were  pointed  out  as  lUk^qarirM^,  90flQV- 
sisteat  with  the  general  measure,  or  with  the  dignity  of  thesulitiecL,  •  ^    .  :ii  •    n. »  .  r 

These  objections  zppe^  to  have  coincided  with  the  author's  r^of^f^o^^piand 
he  not  only  adopted  various  alterations  recommiended  by  hi^  friwd^tlWi^ytfla^  jtff. 
Gray,  bat  introduced  othen^  which  made  the  subiequifnt:  editMWi^^pfi.tl^jH^^i)!,.]!^ 
moie  perfect  than  the  first  Of  the  original  piefiM^e  he  retained,  sq.  ]^l^  ^i  ^^^f^gjL 
copy  of  it  may  not  be  unacceptable  to  our  readers^  as  the  old  edjtioiiiiof!.  t)^l4mtKfl 
are  become  very  rare.  .      .  i  m-^  h-mibjuoj 

<<  The  first  hint  of  tiiis  performance  was  suggested  by  Dr.. Percys,  iqgfn^ll  'fyav 
on  the  English  Minstrels,  prefixed  to  his  first  volume  of  Aeliques  o£  AJf^ni^  ^gM#^ 
Poetiy.  ...-.;  .1  r,',,,,// 

**  My  design  was  to  trace  the  progress  of  a  poetical  genius,  bom  in  ^^icud^^andi  WMh 
rate  age,  from  the  first  dawnings  of  &ncy  and  reason*  till  that  period  ift  w|liph»)iitM|!r 
be  supposed  capable  of  suppoitbig  the  cban^ter  of  a  Miiulard,  tl^at ji,  of.imi^i^friqit 
poet  and  musician-^-a  character  which,  accosding  to  the  potions.  Qfim»i<fpp^M9^^h 
was  not  only  respectable  but  sacred.  A  poetical  iUmtration  o^auch  a/w^j^t^A^f^QMfl 
to  promise  variety  of  amttseiQent,.and  even  some,  topics  of  instruction- botMm^i^lAIHd 
philosophical.  Perhaps  I  mistook  il,  as  well  as  my  own  abilities.  tlowever,>^|(P^K 
a  trial  there  could  not  be  much  harm*  J^  friends.,  are  pleased  V(itb,^lv^»j  .Mwe 
done;  but,  as  they  cannot  entirely  acquit  themsehres  of  j>a¥tiaiiliy,a4jHi8e,-pi|^.M^^y  a 
specimen  before  the  public.  .     .      -     ■       ..1 

'' The  pursuits  and  amusements  of  the  Minstrel's  ohildhpod<M¥4  eailbf'3KHiU^tJi<t 
described  in  this,  first  book ;  which,  if  the  title  were  alt^ijed,  and  arCe^,pfUifi/B^a^S|riMk 
out  that  refer  to  a  sfiquel,  might  perhaps  be  considered  as  a  sort  o£  whole  by  itself. 
The  incidents  that  qualify  him  for  his  profession,  and  determine  him  to  enter  vpoajlt, 
will  furnish  materiab  for  the  books  tliat  are  to  follow.  If  this  be  honoured  with  the 
public  approbation,  I  shall  think  it  has  merit  sufficient  to  justify  my  bestowing  some 
time^  finishuig  what  remains,  which  b  already  in  great  forwardness.    Shodd  it  he 
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-unsoccenful,  I  will,  with  no  great  conceAi,  relinquish  a  scheme  which  cannot  be  com- 
pleted without  such  expense  of  time  and  thought  as  a  person  in  my  way  of  life  cannot 
easily  spare.  If,  as  the  critics  tell  us,  the  chief  end  of  po^ry  is  to  please,  surely  the 
man  who  writes  verses  with  some  inconvenience  to  himself,  and  without  any  pleasure 
to  the  public,  spends  his  time  to  very  little  purpose. 

**  I  have  endeavoured  to  imitate  Spenser,  not  in  his  allegory  or  antiquated  dialect, 
which,  though  graceful  in  him,  appear  sometimes  awkward  in  modem  writers,  but  in 
4he  measure  and  harmony  of  his  vene,  and  in  the  simplicity  and  variety  of  his  com- 
poritioo.  All  antiquated  -expressions  I  have  studiously  avoided ;  admitting,  however, 
tome  old  words,  where  they  seemed  peculiarly  suitable  to  the  subject ;  but  I  hope 
none  will  be  found  that  are  now  obsolete,  or  in  any  degree  unintelligible  to  a  reader 
of  English  poetry. 

**  To  those  who  may  be  dbpoaed  to  ask,  what  could  mduce  me  to  write  in  so  difficult 
«  measure,  I  can  only  answer,  that  it  pleases  my  ear,  and  seems  from  its  gothic  struc- 
tnre  and  original  to  l>ear  some  relation  to  the  subject  and  spirit  of  the  poem.    It 
admits  both  simplicity  and  magnificence  of  sound  and  language,  beyond  any  other 
«tanzm  that  I  am  acquainted  with.    It  allows  the  sententiousness  of  the  couplet,  and 
•omething  too  of  the  diversified  cadence  and  complicated  modulation  of  blaAk  verse* 
.What  some  of.  our  critics  have  remarked  of  its  uniformity  growing  at  last  tiresome  to 
the  ear,  will  l>e  fobnd  to  hold  true  only  when  the  poetry  is  feiulty  in  other  respects/ 
'    The  Minstrel,  however,  in  its  first  form,  contamed  so  many  passages  of  genuine 
poetry,  the  poetry  of  nature  and  of  ieeling,  and  was  so  eagerly  applauded  by  those 
whose  right  of  ophrion  was  inoontestible,  that  it  soon  ran  through  four  editions;  and 
in  1774  Hie  auHior  produced  the  second  book.    This,  although  of  a  more  philoso- 
|4iical'cast,  and  less  luxurious  in  those  descriptions  which  appeal  to  every  heart,  yet 
'Contained  such  noble  imagery,  and  so  many  proofs  of  the  "  Kvely,  plastic  imagination,'^ 
as  to  ptece  the  audior  in  the  first  rank  of  modem  poets.    As  the  success  of  the  second 
bobk  ¥fni  not  inferior  to  that  of  the  first,  it  was  the  general  wish  that  the  author 
4rottld  fulfil  hb  promise  by  completing  the  mteresting  subject,  but  the  increasing 
busmesfr  of  education,  the  cares  of  a  fimiily;  and  the  state  of  his  health,  originally 
deKcate,  and  never  robust,  deprived  him  of  the  time  and  thought  which  he  considered 
aa  feqnisfte.    In  1777>  however,  he  was  induced  to  publbh  the  two  parts  of  the 
Minatrel  together,  aiid  to  add  a  few  of  his  juvenile  poems.    In  his  advertisement  he 
ifllforms  us,  that  '<  they  are  all  of  which  he  is  willmg  to  be  considered  as  the  author.^ 
Some  poems  about  thb  time  had  been  ascribed  to  hhn  which  he  never  wrote ;  and 
tiiose  pieces  which  he  wbhed  to  consign  to  obUvion,'  had  been  published  by  persons 
rAH>  hoped  to  profit  by  the  now  established  fiime  of  the  author  '^ 

During  the  prece^g  year,  177^»  he  prepared' for  the  press  a  new  edition  of  the 
Eflsay  on  Troth,  in  a  more  splendid  form  than  it  had  hitherto  appeared  in,  and 
attended  with  dreumttances  of  public  esteem  which  were  v(*iy  flattering.  These  will 
be^best  nnAirstoodin  hu  own  modesit  advertisement. 

<*  About  three  years  ago  some  persons  of  distinction  m  England,  who  had  honoured 
me  with  their  friendship,  were  pleased  to  express  a  desire  that  the  Essay  on  Troth 

10  Id  1780  a  q)Qriou8  edition  appeared  of  hia  Javenile  Poems,  with  lome  which  he  neirer  wrote,  from 
J>odslcy's  CollectioiL  This  Tdame  he  diiowiied  in  a  f  oblic  advertttement.  Even  the  pubUsh^ia* 
■ames  were  spnrioiis.    G, 
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•hould  be  piloted  in  a  more  spkndid  fonn  tlAa  that  in  which  it  had  Ulh^rto  appeared; 
and  so  aB  to  ensure  profit,  as  weH  as  honour,  to  the  author.  And  the  propiietora  of 
the  copyright,  being  at  the  same  time  applied  to,  declare  their  willingness  to  permit  an 
edition  to  be  printed  for  his  advantage*'  on  hb  agieeiof  to  certain  terms^  which  nwre 
thought  reasonable. 

"  It  was  then  proposed  that  a  new  edition  of  the  Essay  risoiild  be  printed  in  quarto 
by  subscription.  To  this  the  author  had mme  objections;  he  was  apprehensive  that 
the  aze  of  that  work  might  be  madequatc  to  such  a  purpose.  Besides,  to  pubtiah  m  Uas 
manner  a  book  which  had  already  gone  throogh  two  or  three  editions,  seened 
hazardous,  because  unprecedented ;  and  mi^  to  those  who  were  uninforroed  of  the 
affidr,  give  ground  to  suspect  the  author  of  an  infirmity,  which  no  person  who  knows 
him  will  ever  lay  to  his  charge,  an  excessive  love  of  monej. 

''  It  was  answered,  that  the  volooie  might.be  extended  to  a  sodkieo^  of  sim^  by 
printing,  along  with  that  on  Truths  some  other  Essays,  which^  though  not  otigioni^ 
designed  for  the  press,  his  friends^  who  had  seen  them,  were  pleaiaed  to  Hrinknot 
nnworthgr  of  it;'  and  that  the  proposed  sabseriplion,  bemg  of  a  pecoliar  kind,  should 
be  coiidueled  in  a  pecniiar  manner*  '  It  shall  never/  said  the  promoteis  of  the  nndct^ 
taUng»  '  be  committed  to  booksetters,  nor  made  public  by  advertisements:  nobodj 
ihaU  be  solicited  to  jmn  in  it;  w^  by  o«irsclves  and  oar  friends^  sfadi  enrry  it  on, 
withoot  givmg  you  any  fidtfaer  troobfe,  than  joBi  to  signify  yoar  oonsent^  and  prepote 
your  materials ;  and  if  thena  be,  as  we  hamt  reason  to  thiok  there  are^  amiiy  persons 
of  worth  and  fortune  who  wish  for  such  m  oppostuoity  as  this  will  afford  thKm,  !• 
testify  their  approbation  of  yoa  and  your  writings,  it  would  seeos  caprieioos  in  you  l# 
dcpriive  thctt  of  that  saAisfacftiotit  and  yoorself  of  so  great  an  honour/ 

"  To  a  proposal  so  uncommonly  generous  the  author  conU  not  refiner  his  eons^tf^ 
wkbotttgivinghimselfairs  which  would  not  have' become  him.  He  tbeiefoie  thank* 
fully  acquiesced,  keJ* 

The  subscription  money  was  a  guinea,  but  I  am  not  ceiataia  that  sabaeribem  were 
limited  to  that  sum.  Tka  list  of  subscribers  amounted  to  fonr  hundned  aod  sc^ronty*- 
m  names  of  men  and  woman  of  the  first'  rank  in  life,  and  of  all  the  disln^aisbsd 
liiecMy  chaiacteii  of  the  time.  The  copies  subeeribed  for  aaM»uHled  to  seven  liMdrMl 
and  thii^-twG^  so  that  no  inconsiderable  mm  must  have,  accrued  in  this  'ddieaibe 
wawer  to  the  author.  Dr.  Beattie  was  by  no  means  rich;  his  peaskm  wai  Mdy  two 
hundred  pouods»  and  the  annual  amount  of  his  professovship,.  I  have  reason  'tof  1  lhhik> 
neiter  reached  thai  sumb  .        -  » 

Hie  Essays  added  to  this  volome,  and  n^hicb  he  afterwards  printed  aiparfaldy  lin 
octavo,  were  on  Poetry  and  Music :  oo  Laaighler  and  Imdierous  Composilion ;  and  oa 
thf  Utility,  of  Classical  Learning.  They  were  written  many  yeaia  before  pubUcatioD^ 
aod  brides  being  read  in  the  private-  literary  society  ahwady  mentioned^  had.  been 
SMbmitled  to  the  judgment  of  liis  learned  fikndsin  £Bgfawd,who««KomdMnded  Ihaaa 
to  the  press.  In  ordinary  cases  this  adirice  has  no  vahie^  because  il  is' a  matter  of 
course;  but  Dr.  Beattie  could  have  easily  discerned  flattery,  had  it  been  ofibred  hSm, 
A^  wa&toD  good  a.calic  to  he  deceived- by  liie  comnion^la^  lutums  to  euoh  appii- 
cations.  His  friends,  however,  in  this  instance,  only  anticipated  the  praises  of  a  more 
numerous  class,  to  whom  his  Essays  appeared  to  discover  a  taste  and  style,  formed  and 
improved  on  the  chastest  models,  and  remarkable  for  elegance,  correctness^  and  ( 
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j^mtat  The  fimt,  frtikh  whs  written  in  1762,  wbea  die  autlMnr  had  only  reached 
bis  tweDtv-setcath  year,  eviDCcs  a  great  imd  of  readirie,  and  such  acquaintance  With 
•olieiit  and  niMkra  leatnmg,  and  such  discnmifwtion  m  objects  of  criticisni,  as  are 
lately  Imrad  in  penoDs  of  that  a^e.  He  is  partktilarly  happy  in  his  illustrations;  and 
u  be  had  no  new  tiieoriea  to  advance,  and  no  piradoxes  to  eatch  applause  at  the 
expenee  of  established  tniths,  "perhaps  there  ajre  few  books  that  may  with  more  safety 
be  phced  in  the  liadds  of  a  young  man  to'  regulate  his  taste»  add  direct  him  in  the 
study  of  polite  Kteratuce.  This  ophiimi,  wUch  belongs  more  pai^ticubriy  to  the  6rit 
two  of  these  Essays,  may  yet  be  applied  to  the  diird,  where  we  have  an  important 
f aeitiea  in  edueatkm  discussed  with  logical  precision,  and  with  a  force  of  argument 
which  it  wMl  be  dlAciiit  to  answer*  it  m,  however,  still  more  pleasing  to  remark,  that 
m  these  as  well  as  in  his  neit  work,  he  never  fiub  to  introduce  into  qneetions  of  taste 
iHosiens  to.  those  sab^ieets  of  piety  and  morals,  of  which,  as  a  teacher  of  youth,  he 
never  lost  flght,  and  wt»  eager  to  inonloete. 

For  the  fnsquent  introduction  of  practical  and  serioos  observations,  he  ofiers  a 
iitiiCietory  seasMi  in  the  preface  to  Dissertaiioas  Mpral  and  Critical,  on  Memory  and 
haagiaatiniii;  on  I>iea«iwg;  the  Theory  of  Language;  on.  Fable  and  Romance ;  on 
the  AttaetaOHNits  of  Kuidred;  and  Illustrations  on  Sablimity,  4to,  1783.  These,  he 
ioforoM  0%  ware  at  first  composed  in  a  different  form,  being  part  pf  a  course  of 
praleetiottl  send  to  those  young  gentlemen  whom  it  was  his  business  to  initiate  in  the 
slenfB^  of-  moral  sdence ;  and  he  disclaims  any  nice  metaphysical  theories,  or  other 
■atten^irf!  d^Dllibtfcl  (ttspatation,  as  not  suiting  bis  ideas  v(  moral  teacbii^.  Nor  was 
thislhe.diiia<faf  a  metaphysician  **  retired  from  business.''  He  had  ever  been  of 
the  same  ofMikin.  In  a  tetter  to  his  friend  Gray,  dated  March  SO,  1767,  he  saya^ 
'^•li  js^a  ImII  cMmiMHi  l»  almost  all  our  Scotch  authors,  that  they  are  too  metaphy- 
mL-  ImUi  they  vonid  learn  to  ^ak  more  to  the  faealrt  and  less  to  the  under- 
sftanding;  but  alas  I  this  k  a  talent  which  Heaven  only  can  bestow;  whereas  a 
pby«BQ|Mial  epsrit  {asweoallit)  is  merely  artificial*  and  level  with  the  capacity  of 
eieigiiaaQiiab^^bas  mueb  patience,  a  little  learning,  and  no  taste.'  Dr.  Beattie's  aim 
Haii  ia^eeiH  in  all  bis  bsctures,  '*  to  inure  young  minds  to  habits  of  attentive  obser- 
^Miaaft  to  guard  Ibem  against  the  influence  af  bad  principles;  and  to  set  before  them 
HvhiWtjWS'df  oatHrev  and  such  plain  and  practical  truths,  as  may  at  once  improve  the 
htatt  4nd  tbw  nadefstandiog*  and  amuse  and  elevate  the  feney  ''." 

^Of  these  .Essays^  tlie.  preference  has  been  generally  given  to  those  on  Memoiy 
and  Imaghmtion,  and  on  Fable  and  Romance,  and  on  the  Theory  of  Language.  In 
latpuhMamf'^ho  hiHor  separately  for  the  ^e  o(  seminaries  of  education,  he  complied 

^'  Covpe^^s  praiae  of  this  volume  is  too  valuable  to  be  omitted — '*  Beattie,  the  most  agreeable  and 
atniabfe  writei*  I  ever  met  with ;  the  only  author  I  have  seen  whoae  critical  and  phSloMiphical  researches 
■K  ^te^Hled  and  ^ti^fTkhed  by  a  poetical  fanagiuation,  that  makes  even  the  driest  stibfedt,  aild  the 
lanstt,  a  Iknsiiraii  'epicim-in  bsoks.  He  it  so  ranch  At  his  ease  too;,  thai  his  own  abarsclsr  oppeari 
is  evaiy  ffife^  aad,  «hiob  is  very  nve»  we  soe  not  onlj  the  writer  but  the  nuji ;  and  the  mao  soyentle, 
*o  veil  tempered^  so  happy  jq  bis  religion,  smi  so  bumaue  in  his  philosc>|>hy,  that  it  is  necessary  to  love 
him,  if  one  has  any  sense  of  what  is  lovely."  Hay  ley's  Life  of  Cowper,  vol.  iii.  p.  247. — In  a  letter 
I  received  from  Dr.  BeatUe,  a  few  weeks  before  the  appearance  of  the  Dissertations,  he  says,  ''  I  am 
very  doohtfiri  of  their  saocess,  very  doobtfol,  indeed  $  however  it  is  now  too  late  to  perplek  myself  oa 
thai  bca4*«-ft  great  deal  is  added,  and  a  very  great  deal  corrected  since  I  ■  ■  ■  to  have  ypu  in  my 
littk  auditory.''    C. 
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with  the  wish  of  immy  readers  and  critics.  In  all  these  Essajs^  his  d^ant  and 
pertinent  remarks,  forcible  illustrations,  and  occasional  anecdotes  and  digressioDs, 
afford  a  variety  and  pleasure  in  the  perasal  which  are  rarely  to  be  expected  from  the 
discussion  of  such  subjects,  when  the  writer's  object  is  to  surprise  by  paradoxicil 
assertions,  and,  at  whatever  expense  of  truth  and  sense,  to  obtain  the  pni«e  doe  to 
original  theory. 

During  a  visit  to  the  metropolis  in  1784,  Dr.  Beattie  submitted  to  the  present  bisilop 
of  London,  with, whose  friendship  he  had  long  been  honoured,  a  part  of  a  w<»k 
which  at  that  excellent  prelate's  desire  he  published  in  1786,  entitled  Etrideoces  of  the 
Christian  Religion  briefly  and  plainly  statc;d,  2  vols.  12mo.  This  likewise  formed  put 
of  his  concluding  lectures  to  his  class,  and  he  generally  dictated  an  abstract  of  it  to 
thera  in  the  course  of  fhe  session.  From  a  work  of  this  kind  and  on  a  subject  wbich 
had  .employed  the  pens  of  the  greatest  and  best  English  writers,  much  novelty  was  not 
to  be  expected,  nor  in  its  original  form  was  any  novelty  intended.  It  must  bc^  allowed, 
however,  that  he  has  placed  many  of  the  arguments  for  the  evidences  of  Chrisliaotly 
in  a  very  striking  and  persuasive  light,  and  it  is  not  too  much  to  suppose  that  if  bt 
could  have  devoted  more  time  and  study  to  a  complete  review  and  arrai^ement  of 
wlu^t  had,  or  might  be  advanced  on  these  evidences,  he  would  have.produoed  a  work 
worthy  of  his  genius,  and  worthy  of  the  grandeur  and  importance  of  Ifae  sulgect  ^\ 

In  the  preface  to  Dr.  Beattie's  Dissertations,  he  intimated  a  design  of  pubUshing 
the  whole  of  his  Lectures  on.  Moral  Science,  but  from  this  he  was  diverted  by  the 
cogent  reiasons  there  assigned.  He  was  enoouriged,.  however,  to  present  to  the 
public,  m  a  correct  and  somewhat  enlarged  form,  the  abstract  wbich  he  used  to  ^lictate 
to  ,his  scholars.  Accordingly,  in  1790,  he  published  Elements  of  Moral  'Sdeno^ 
vol.  i.  8vo.  including  psychology,  or  perceptive  faculties  and  active  powen;  aad 
^  natural  theology ;  with  two  appendixes  on  the  incorporeal  nature  and  oa  the  Immor- 
tality of  the  Soul.  The  second  volume  was  published  in  1793 ;  containing  ethics, 
economics,  politics,  and  logic.  All  these  subjects  are  necessarily  treaUd  in  aioummaiy 
manner ;  but  it  will  be  found  sufficiently  comprehensive,  not  only  for  a  text-book,  <x 
book  of  elements,  which  was  the  professed  intention  of  the  author^  but  dim  as  aa 
excellent  aid  to  the  general  reader  who  may  not  have  an  opportunity  of  aMeading 
regular  lectures,  and  yet  wishes  to  reap  some  of  the  advantagea  of  regylav  fjjiicatioB. 
To  the  religious,  moral  or  literary  opinions  occasionally  interspersed,  -it  will  not  be 
easy  to  find  an  objection ;  and  in  this,  as  in  his  former  works,  his  peculiar  excellence 
lies  in  exposing  the  sophistries  of  modern  philosophy,  sometimes  by  the  ai^gumentative 
process,  and  sometimes  by  showing -how  incapable  and  unworthy  they  are  of  any 
serious  refutation. 

In  vol.  ii.  there  occurs  a  dissertation  agamst  the  Slave  Trade,  which  the  author 
informs  us  he  wrote  in  1778  with  a  view  to  a  separate  publication.  He  exposed  the 
weak  defences  set  up  for  that  abominable  traffic  with  wonderful  acuteness,  and  thus 
had  the  honour  to  contribute  to^  that  mass  of  confictioo,  yriiich  at  length  became 
irresistible,  and  delivered  the  nation  from  her  greatest  reproach. 

lA  In  a  letter  which  I  receivecl  from  Dr.  Be&ttie,  dated  March  36,  1786,  he  eays  of  his  Bvideoces 
— '<  In  cloieness  of  matter  and  style  I  should  not  sertiple  to  prefer  (this  work)  to  any  of  my  otlier 
things."    1(7.       ' 
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These  Elements  hftve  not  had  the  saccess  of  some  of  his  other  works,  yet  perhaps 
they  may  be  preferred  to  all  in  point  of  utility.  It  were  to  be  wiJshed,  however,  that 
the  work  had  been  accompanied  by  an  index,  and  by  that  pathetic  lecture  with  which  he 
was  accustomed  to  conclude  his  course.  *  He  has  also  omitted  the  list  of  books  on 
subjects  treated  m  hb  lectures,  which  he  dictated  to  his  scholars.  This  list,  indeed, 
would  now  perhaps  appear  very  imperfect,  although  his  criticisms  on  books  were 
always  valuable ;  but  he  had  so  much  more  pleasure  in  praise  than  in  censure,  that  in 
his  essays  and  dissertations  and  m  hb  lectures  he  expatiated  chiefly  on  those  authors 
of  ^hom  he  could  speak  with  delight,  and  whom  he  could  recommend  as  models  of 
elegant  lasle  and  pure  morals.  It  was  one  of  hb  parting  exhortations  to  hb  scholars 
to  '*  read  no  bad  books,  as  the  world  afforded  more  good  ones  than  they  could  ever 
have  leisure  to  read  with  the  attention  they  deserved.^ 

To  the  second  volume  of  the  Transactions  of  the  Royal  Society  of  Edinburgh, 
publbhed  m  1790  ^^  he  contributed  Remarks  on  some  Passages  of  the  Sixth  Book  of 
the  MoM*  Thb  was,  ui  fiict,  a  dbsertation  on  the  mythology  of  the  Romans,  as 
poetically  described  by  Virgfl,  in  the  episode  of  the  descent  of  iEneas  into  Hell;  and 
the  authoi^s  object  was  to  vindicate  fab  favourite  poet  from  the  charges  of  impiety 
&c.  brought  agamst  him  by  Warburton  and  others.  In  the  same  year  he  b  said  to 
have  sttpermtended  an  edition  of  Addison's  periodical  papers,  published  at  Edinburgh 
ID  4  vols.  8vo.  To  thb,  however,  he  contributed  only  a  few  notes  to  Tickell's  L^e 
of  Addison,  and  to  Dr.  Johnson's  remaiks.  It  were  to  be  wbhed  he  had  done  more. 
Addison  oe^ev  had  a  warmer  admirer,  nor  a  more  sucdiessful  hnitator.  He  always 
redDOMtendlkl  Addison^  style  to  hb  popib,  and  it  b  evident  from  the  whole  of  hb 
vrorks  that  it  was  hb  own  model.  No  inan  in  our  times  has  imitated  the  chaste  sim- 
plicity and  perspicuity  for  which  Addison  b  dbtingubhed  with  such  palpable  success. 
I  kn<yw  that  he  **  gave  hb  days  and  nights  to  Addison,*'  and  it  was  by  thb  that  he 
attained  an  Englbh  style,  **  familiar  but  not  coarse,  and  elegant  but  not  ostentatious.'* 

In  1794  appeared  the  last  work  our  author  composed,  and  its  histoty  requires  some 
notice  of- hb'family.  In  1767  he  married  Miss  Mary  Duo,  daughter  of  Dr.  James 
Dun,  rector  '6r  head  master  of  the  grammar  school  of  Aberdeen,  a  man  of  great 
penkmfd'wdrtb,  and  an  excellent  classical  scholar.  He  had  been  either  a  teacher  or 
reetdr  of  that  school  above  half  a  century,  and  will  be  long  remembered  by  hb 
immetoUs  pdpib,  as  one  who  united  the  dignity  of  the  master  to  the  suavity  of  the 
jfAfetit 

With  thb  lady  l)r.  Beattie  enjoyed  for  many  years  as  much  felicity  as  the  married 
atate  iian  add  ;  and  when  she  visited  London  with  him,  she  shared  amply  in  the  respect 
paid  to  hun,  and  m  the  esteem  of  hb  illustrious  friends.  By  her  he  had  two  sons, 
lames  Hay,  so  named  from  the  earl  of  Enrol,  one  of  his  old  and  steady  friend^ ;  and 
BfonVag^e,  from  the  celebrated  Mrs.  Montague,  in  whose  house  Dr.  Beattie  frequently 
resided  i^hen  in  London.  While  these  children  were  very  young,  Mrs.  Beattie  was 
seized  vrith  an  indispodtion,  which,  in  spite  of  all  care  and  skill,  terminated  in  the 

^  About  the  year  1778  he  printed  a  LeUer  to  Dr.  Blair  on  the  improvement  of  Psalmody  id  Scot- 
land. Tbb  WIS  only  priTateiy  circulated.  It  contained,  if  I  remember  right,  a  Sew  specimeni  o£ 
translatJons  of  the  Psalms.  He  printed  also  some  years  after  a  list  of  So(4ticism8,  for  the  use  of  hia 
students.  These  he  used  to  make  them  transcribe ;  but  in  this  list  are  some  eiprenions  which,  in  my 
MS.  copy  of  his  Lectures  when  he  borrowed  it  of  me  in  1778,  he  altered  to  English  barbarwiu.    C. 
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fMiinful  necessity  of  separaUoii  from  her  busbaod  *^  The  care  of  the  children  now  en« 
tirely  devolved  on  the  father^  whose  aenstbiljty  received  soch  a  shock  from  the  melao* 
choly  circumstance  alluded  to,  as  could  only  be  aggravated  by  an  apprehension  that 
the  consequences  of  Mrs.  Beattie's  disorder  might  not  be  tonfined  to  herself,  This 
alarm,  which  often  preyed  on  bis  ^irits,  proved  happily  withotit  foundation.  His 
children  grew  up  without  the  smallest  appearance  of  the  hereditary  evil ;  but  when  they 
had  just  begun  to  repay  his  care  by  a  display  of  early  genius,  sweetness  of  temper 
and  iilial  affection,  he  was  compelled  to  resign  them  both  to  an  untimely  grave.  Hii 
eldest  son  died  November  19,  1790,  ip  his  twenty-second  year ;  and  his  youageet.oa 
March  1 4,  1 796,  in  his  eighteenth  year.  The  death  of  the  latter  was  occasioned  by  a 
rapid  fever.  The  suddenness  of  the  shock  made  it  more  deeply  felt  by  the  fiilher,  as 
he  had  not  yet  recovered  from  the  loss  of  the  eldest,  who  was  taken  from  hiu  by  the 
slow  process  of  consumption. 

Soon  after  the  death  of  James  Hay,  Jiis  father  drew  up  an  accoant  pf  his  Life  and 
Character;  to  w|iich  were  added.  Essays  and  Fragments,  written  by  this  extm^dinaiy 
youth.  Of  this  volume  a  few  copies  only  were  printed,  and  were  given  as  ''  pieaents 
^  to  those  friends  with  whom  tlie  author  was  particularly  acquainted  or  Coilaecled.* 
Dr.  Beattie  was  afterwards  induced  to  permit  the  Life  and  some  of  the  Essays  9Uid 
Fragments  to  be  printed  for  publication.  The  life  is  perhaps  one  of  the  moal  inlerast* 
ing  and  affecting  narratives  in  our  language.  It  is  written  with  greal  simplieity  of 
style,  and  with  so  much  impartiality  in  those  passages  where  praise  or  ceatiite  can 
have  admittance,  that  there  is  probably  no  reader  of  whatever  judpnent  who  would 
not  rather  subscribe  to  his  opinion  than  exert  the  privilege  of  criticism.  It  is  imposM* 
ble,  indeed,  to  contempbte  without  emotion  the  exquisite  tenderness  of  an  affsetiotMUa 
and  mourning  parent,  soothing  himself  by  the  remembrance  of  filial  piety  and  depctted 
excellence ;  and  humbly,  yet  fondly,  endeavouring  to  engage  the  sympalluBS  of  Ae 
world  m  behalf  of  a  genius  that  might  have  proved  one  of  its  brightest  omaoieHla. 

After  the  loss  of  this  amiable  youth,  who  in  1787  had  been  appointed  sneoesaot  to 
his  father,  and  had  occasionally  lectured  in  the  professor^s  chair.  Dr.  Bealtie  rrmmfd 
that  employment  himself,  and  continued  it,  although  with  intervds  of  sieknasa  and  de- 
pression, until  the  unexpected  death  of  hu  second  and  last  child,  in  1796*  His  hopes 
of  a  successor,  of  his  name  and  family,  had  probably  been  revived  in  this  yo«th,  who 
exhibited  many  proofs  of  early  genius,  and  for  some  time  before  his  death  had  pwsecpted 
his  studies  with  great  assiduity.  But  here  too  he  was  compelled  again  to  subscribe  to 
the  uncertainty  of  all  human  prospects.  Great,  however,  as  the  affliction  was,  it  would 
be  pleasing  to  be  able  to  add  that  he  acquiesced  with  pious  resignation,  and  faiid  bold 
on  the  hopes  he  knew  so  well  how  to  recommend,  and  which  yet  might  have  cheered, 
if  not  gladdened  his  declining  life.  But  from  this  period  he  began  to  withdraw  fvoia 
society,  and  brooded  over  the  sorrows  of  his  family,  until  they  oveipowered  hisfaciingi, 
and  abstracted  him  from  all  the  comforts  of  friendship  and  all  power  of  consotathwi» 
Of  the  state  of  his  mind,  sir  William  Forbes  has  given  an  instance  so  extremely  aftct* 
ing,  that  no  apology  can  be  necessary  for  introducing  it  here. 

>«  Sir  ^m .  Forbes  indmatet  that  her  symptoms  of  insanity  were  of  an  earlier  dat*.  *^  Although  it  did 
not,  ibr  a  conslderdbte  time,  brealc  out  into  open  insanity,  yet  in  a  few  years  after  their  marriage,  shoved 
Haelf  in  eapnces  that  embittered  every  hour  of  bis  life,  till,  at  last,  it  aniuestionably  ooatrUMiied  ts 
bring  him  to  hit  grave."    C. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


LIFE  OP  BEATTIE.  529 

**  The  death  of  his  only  surviving  child  completely  unhinged  the  mind  of  Dr.  Beattie, 
the  first  symptom  of  which,  ere  many  days  bad  elapsed,  was  a  temporary  but  almost 
total  loss  of  memory  respecting  his  son.  Madiy  times  be  could  not  recollect  what  had 
become  of  bim:  and  after  searching  in  every  room  of  the  house,  be  would  say  to  bis 
niece,  Mrs.  Olennie,  *  Tou  may  think  it  strange,  but  I  must  ask  you  if  I  have  a  son» 
and  where  he  is  ?^  She  then  felt  herself  under  the  painful  necessity  of  bringing  to  his 
recollection  his  son  MoutaguV  sufft^rings,  which  always  restored  him  to  reason.  And 
he  would  often,  with  many  tears,  express  his  thankfulness  that  he  had  no  child,  saymg, 
'  How  could  I  have  borne  to  see  their  elegant  minds  mangled  with  madness  V  When 
he  looked,  ibr  the  last  time,  on  the  dead  body  of  his  son,  he  said,  *  I  have  now  done 
with  the  world :'  and  be  ever  after  seemed  to  act  as  if  be  thought  so." 

The  last  three  years  of  his  life  were  passed  in  hopeless  solitude,  and  be  even  dropl 
his  correspondence  with  many  of  those  remote  friends  with  whom  be  had  long  enjoyed 
the  soothing  interchange  of  elegant  sentiment  and  friendly  attachment.  His  health* 
in  ibis  volitttary  confinement,  gradually  decayed,  and  extreme  and  premature  debility^ 
occasioned  by  two  paralytic  strokes,  terminated  bis  good  and  useful  life,  on  the  18th 
day  of  August,  1803.  His,  reputation  was  so  well  founded  and  so  extensive,  that  he 
was  uDiversally  lamented  as  a  loss  to  the  republic  of  letters,  and  particularly  to  the 
iimsewMty  to  which  be  had  been  so  long  a  public  benefactor  and  an  honour. 

Of  his  gcaeivl  character  a  fiiir  estimate  may  be  formed  from  bis  works,  and  it  is  no 
tmall  praiae  that  his  life  and  writings  were  in  strict  conformity.  No  man  ever  felt 
more-atroRgiaqiressions  of  the  value  of  the  virtues  be  recommended  than  Dr.  Beattie. 
Although  he  disdained  the  affectation  of  feelings  and  the  ostentation  of  extraordinary 
purity,  ktytt  more  abhorred  thecharacter  of  those  writers  whose  professions  and  prac- 
tice are  at  variance.  His  seal  for  religious  and  tnoral  truth,  however  censured  by  those 
to  whom  rdigion  and  tradb  are  adverse,  originated  m  a  mind  fully  convinced  of  the 
importanoe  of  what  he  prescribed  to  others,  and  anxious  to  display,  where  such  a  dis- 
pby  WM  neitlier  obtrusive  nor  boastful,  that  his  conviction  was  sincere,  and  his  prac- 
tice resduie. 

It  inay  not  be  amiss  in  this  place  to  take  some  notice  of  a  slander  which  the  fiiends, 
at  leait  the  injndicious  ones,  of  Hume  have  been  industrious  to  propagate,  because,  if 
true,  it  would  have  proved  a  littleness  of  mind  of  which  none  who  kuew  Dr.  Beattie 
ooukt  uoeuse  him.  it  has  been  said  that  he  submitted  his  juvenile  poems  to  Mr. 
Hume,  at  that  time  considered  as  the  arbiter  of  taste,  who  either  returned  them  with 
seveve  censure,  or  spoke  of  them  with  contempt,  and  that  this  was  the  real  motive 
which  prompted  Dr.  Beattie  to  write  the  Essay  on  Truth.  Such  is  the  story ;  and  who* 
ever  compare*  the  provocation  witli  the  revenge,  will  not  think  it  very  probable  ^^  It  is 
the  part  <^  malignity  itself  to  search  painfully  for  one  bad  motive  where  so  many  good 
onea  are  at  hand.  Nothing  surely  can  be  more  false  or  absurd  than  this  piece  of  dan- 
der. If  Mr.  Hume  eriticiM  Dr.  Beattie's  poetry  with  severity,  whfch  may  be  ad- 
mittad«  ha  certainly  could  not  have  been  a  more  rigid  censor  than  the  author  bhnself. 
Dr.  Beattie,  almost  as  soon  aa  his  volume  of  eariy  poems  was  published,  and  while  the 
praises  of  every  friend  and  of  many  strangers  were  yet  sounding  in  bis  ears,  suppressed 
the  farther  pubiication,  and  endeavoured  to  recover  the  copies  that  had  been  circula 

1^  See  a  letter  od  this  lulject,  in  fttr  Wm.  Forbes*  Life,  vol.  1 .  p.  330. 
Vol.  XVIU,  M  m 
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ted ;  and  for  masy  yean  refused  all  applications  to  repriot  the  few  aitidea  in  our 
present  volume^  and  that  with  the  utmoft  pertinacity.  The  presumption  therefore 
must  be«  either  that  he  originally  thought  as  slightingly  of  those  poenas  as  Mr.  Huom^ 
or  that  Mr.  Hume  had  brought  him  over  to  his  opinion.  In  either  case  theie  oouU 
be  no  such  breach  of  friendship^  and  surely  no  such  indignant  recollection  as  to  pro- 
Toke  the  Essay  on  Truth.  The  fact  will  be  acknowledged  by  all  Who  had  peisooal 
intimacy  with  Dr.  Beattie»  and  they  only  can  be  the  proper  judges  of  his  fedfings,  that 
it  was  not  the  severity  of  criticism  that  he  at  any  time  dreaded  or  avoided.  la  Gray, 
who  was  his  intimate  friend  and  correspondent*  he  found  a  critic  whose  opiniQiis  mjght 
have  mortified  the  vanity  of  the  least  conceited  of  youthful  poets.  Oa  one  oocasioiiy 
indeed.  Gray  placed  the  dangers  of  poetry  before  his  eyes  in  such  si  striking  light  thft 
lie  appeared  willing  to  renounce  the  Muses  altogether  ^^  Such  waji,our  author's  diffi* 
dence  in  all  his  productipos,  that  he  ventured  nothing  without  oontulting  his  friends^ 
and  received  very  few  proposals  of  correction  in  which  he  did  not  a^uiesce.  If  with 
this  humble  and  respectful  disposition  Mr.  Hume  insulted  his  fe^gs,  or  wished  to 
di^ourage  the  early  attempts  of  genius,  although  his  c<mducl  noogltf  not  provoke  tbt 
Essay  on  Truth,  it  forms  a  paft  of  his  character  on  which  his  friends  ought  to  be  aiteot, 
unless  they  can  e»>lain  it  in  a  more  satipiactory  mamier« 

As  a  poet,  it  must  be  confessed  that  Dr.  Bealtie  came  slowly  into  the  world ;  be  dkl 
not  astonish  in  his  days  of  childhood  add  ignorance,  by  tboa^  wonderful  efforts  which 
speak  the  extraordinary  teachings  of  nature.  That  he  had  a  talent  for  poetry  will  not 
be  denied,  but  it  was  a  talent  to  be  cultivated,  and  in  this  respect  he  has  not  differed 
from  the  most  eminent  names  on  the  list  of  English  poets.  **  To  touch  and  re-touch,' 
says  Cowper,  '*  although  some  writers  boast  of  negligence,  and  others  would  be  ashamed 
to  show  their  foul  copies,  is  the  secret  of  almost  all  good  writing,  especially  in  verse." 
Dr.Beattie  was  a  poet  without  s^-love  and  without  conceit,  and  his  fame  mi^t  be  safely 
trusted  in  his  own  hands.  What  he  wrote,  and  at  whatever  period  of  his  life,  he  was 
able  to  crhicise  with  impartiality  and  with  taste.  He  had  an  eye  rather  to  future  than  to 
present  reputatbn,  and  so  far  was  he  from  soliciting  the  complimentary,  opinions  of 
friends,  that  I  suspect  he  did  not  rate  very  highly  the  judgment  of  those  who  had 
praised  the  early  productions  of  his  Muse*  It  is  certain  that  he  suppressed  those  poems, 
in  defiance  of  their  suffrages ;  and,  until  he  was  encouraged  to  publisli  The  Minstrel, 
never  m  his  owa  opink>n  had  hud  a  fiiir  daim  to  the  reputation  of  a  poet.  The  many 
touchiogs  and  retouchings  he  made  in  this  excellent  poem  are  no  inconsiderable  prooft 
of  hb  judgment  and  his  diffidence,  for  he  fi:equently  corrected  that  which  all  who 
then  dirtfibuted  the  rewards  of  fame  considered  as  perfect 

As  a  philosopher,  it  is  no  deduction  from  his  merit  that  his  celebrated,  Essay  is  nom 
little  read.  It  rose  to  higher  reputation  in  its  day  than  any  work  of  the  kind  ever,  pub- 
lished ;  andihe  little  opposition  made  to  it  is  a  f^roof  that  it  answered  the  fiiU  purposa 
of  the  author.  His  expectations,  indeed,  were  moderate :  he  knew  that  in  controveny 
it  is  more  easy  to  gain  the  vktory  than  to  impose  terms  on  the  vanquished.  Hume^ 
we  ai$  told,  remained  silent,  in  consequence  of  a  resolution  he  had  formed^  not  to 
lyiswev  any  opponent;  and  after  decliniog  all  notice  of  Dr.  CamplMll,  whose  superiority, 
ii^  his  Essay  on  Miracles,  has  never  been  disputed,  it  was  not  to  be  supposed  he  would 

i«  Mason's  Life  of  Gray,  p.  319,  edit  4to.  1775. 
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break  hit  eogagement  in  fiiirour  of  Dn  Beattk.  But  that  he  felt  the  attack  is  gene- 
rally acknowledged,  for  this  was  the  first  time  that  the  sophistry  of  his  general  system 
had  heed  detected  in  a  popular  manner,  and  the  absurdity  as  well  as  the  mischief  ac- 
cruing from  his  principles  friirly  \M  open.  As  to  the  French  philosophers,  whom  our 
author  hieidentally  noticed,  it  was  not  their  object  at  that  time  to  provoke  a  public  con* 
troversy.  They  were  eflecting  their  purpose  by  surer  means,  and  Dr.  Beattie  lived  to 
see  their  princifto  triumphant  in  the  destruction  of  religion,  humanity,  and  social  order. 
Infidel  writings  have  been  obtruded  on  the  world  at  difierent  periods,  and  after  hav- 
mg  been  set  to  rest  for  a  time,  have  again  been  revived  to  serve  new  purposes.  But 
«D  these  revivals^  it  does  not  always  happen  that  the  controversial  worics  of  one  period 
will  supply  the  wants  of  the  next.  New  means  of  attack  require  new  means  of  defence. 
The  infidel  publications  which  appeared  about  the  conclusion  of  the  last  century,  were, 
in  substance,  mere  transcripts  of  those  which  appeared  at  the  beginning  of  it  But 
style  was  altered,  and  canning  assumed  new  shapes :  a  new  class  of  men  were  to  be 
influenced^  and  what  once  was  confined  to  the  speculations  of  the  learned,  was  now  to 
be  adapted  to  a  certain  weak  and  feverish  state  of  mind  among  the  vulgar :  until  at 
length  the  controversy  seemed  to  be  taken  entirely  out  of  the  hands  of  men  of  literature, 
snd  placed  m  those  of  mechanics  and  paupers.  The  blasphemies  of  Fame  might  have 
Sunk  into  contempt,  had  they  not  been  circulated,  with  liberal  industry,  among  those 
who  could  read,  but  could  not  think,  and  who  wanted  a  palliative  to  their  conscience, 
or  a  acreen  to  their  profligacy.  To  debauch  the  minds  of  the  lower  classes  was  the 
hA  eflfort  of  the  last  race  of  infideis,  and  the  suppression  of  them  necessarily  devolved 
on  the  dvil  magistrate. 

But  whatever  reputation  Dr.  Beattie  enjoyed  from  his  philosophical  and  critical 
works,  his  praise  wiis  yet  higher  in  all  the  personal  relations  of  public  and  private  life* 
Hk  exeellenee  as  an  instructor  may  be  gathered  from  his  printed  works ;  but  it  re- 
mains to  be  added,  that  few  men  have  exceeded  him  in  anxious  and  kind  attentions  to 
liis  pupihr.  It  was  his  practice,  while  under  his  care,  to  invite  them  by  small  parties  to 
his  house,  and  unbend  his  mind  in  gay  conversation,  encouraging  them  to  speak  with  ' 
ftmiliarity  on  common  topics,  and  to  express  their  doubts  with  fireedom  on  any  sub- 
jeets  connected  with  their  studies.-  Those  whoni  he  observed  particularly  regular  and 
attentive  in  the  class,  and  who  by  their  answers  or  remarics  discovered  the  improvements 
of  private  asskluity,  he  honoured  with  his  kindest  patronage,  and  corresponded  on  easy 
and  friendly  terms  with  many  of  them,  long  after  they  quitted  the  university.  By  these 
means  he  was  so  endeared  to  his  scholars,  that  I  am  not  able  to  mention  him  at  all  as  a 
discq[>iinarian.  I  can  recollect  no  instance  in  which  he  found  it  necessary  to  command 
attention  by  any  influence  more  strong  than  the  reverence  which  hb  character  and  man- 
ners procured  without  ai^  eflbrt,  and  continued  without  any  abatement 

As  a  husband  and  fiither,  if  he  had  any  fiiult,  it  was  that  of  extreme  tenderness  and 
iensibaity.  He  was  mdeed  ^  tremblingly  alive''  to  every  circumstance  that  aflfected  the 
objects  of  his- love.  Yet  who  will  arraign  these  feelings,  or  set  bounds  to  parental 
caret  The  danger,  let  it  be  remembered,  was  all  his  own :  his  children  betrayed  none 
of  the  wayward  consequences  of  indulgence ;  they  amply  repaid  hb  anxious  fondness, 
and  he  derived  a  pleasure  from  theif  advancement,  which  was  very  remote  from  the 
ttnstteady  caprice  of  parental  Wi^akness.  The  talents  of  his  eldest  son,  as  they  were 
coltivated  chiefly  ih'  retbement,  were  not  generally  known ;  but  those  with  whom  he 
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associated  koew  bim  for  ft  youth  of  wonderful  iunoceace,  purity  and  riin;|^icity  of  miad 
and  manner.  Nor  was  bis  brotber,  of  whom  however  I  knew  less  from  penonal  ac« 
quaintance,  inferior  in  the  valuable  qualities  of  the  heart  On  tbem»  therefore,  the  fa- 
ther's fondnesd  produced  none  of  the  consequences  of  an  affection  which  in  aiany  ii 
rather  a  weakness  than  a  virtue.  He  was  himself  the  only  sufferer  by  his  excess  of 
sensibility ;  and  we  must  ever  lament  that  it  embittered  those  years  which  good  men 
usually  pass  in  cheerful  remembrances,  and  exemplary  resignation. 

None  were  more  affected  by  his  melancholy  retreat  from  society,  than  those  who 
could  recollect  him  in  bis  happier  days  of  health  and  hope.  As  a  companion^  few  men 
exhibited  more  captivations.  From  his  assiduous  application  to  study,  and  the  time  be 
fomid  it  necessary  to  devote  to  his  published  works  and  to  his  academical  duties,  it 
may  easily  be  supposed  he  could  not  spare  many  jjiours  to  -company.  Yet  he  bad  t 
keen  relish  for  social  intercourse,  and  was  remarkably  cheerful  and  commanicative.  It 
has  not  yet  been  mentioned,  but  it  may  be  observed  from  various  parts  of  bb  writiDgv 
that  he  had  a  turn  for  humour,  and  a  quick  sense  6f  the  ridiculous.  This,  however, 
was  so  chastened  by  the  elegance  of  his  taste,  and  the  benevolence  of  his  dispoation, 
that  whatever  fell  from  him  of  that  kind  was  devoid  of  coarseness  or  asperity.  In  con- 
versation he  never  endaavoured  to  gain  superiority,  or  to  compel  attention,  but  con- 
trived to  take  bis  just  share,  without  seeming  to  interrupt  the  loquacity  of  others.  He 
had  however  what  most  men  have  who  are  jealous  of  their  reputation,  a  degree  of  re- 
serve in  promiscuous  company,  which  he  entirely  discarded  among  tlioae  whom  he 
loved,  and  in  whom  he  confided.  ^Among  strangers,  too,  there  was  a  studied  correct^ 
ness  in  his  expression,  which  was  either  unnecessary,  or  appeared  more  easy  and  natu- 
ral, in  his  familiar  hours. 

Of  his  talent  for  humour,  he  gave  some  specimens  in  a  periodical  journal  published 
at  Aberdeen,  which  seem  not  unworthy  of.  being  added  to  his  miscellaDeous  works,  if 
they  could  be  ascertained ;  but  he  dkl  not  seek  the  reputation  of  a  wit,  and  I  am  not 
sure  that  he  permitted  his  name  to  transpire*  In  London,  it  is  yet  remembered  that 
his  conversation-talents  were  much  admired,  and  no  doubt  procured  bim  a  long  con- 
tinuance of  those  friendships  with  meq  of  rank,  which  are  rarely  to  be  preserved  without 
something  more  than  the  mere  possessioq  of  genius.  His  modest  and  engagmg  man- 
ners rendered  him  equally  acceptable  to  the  courtly  and  elegant  Mansfield,  and  to  the 
rough  and  unbending  Johnson.  To  Mrs.  Montague's  literary  parties  he  was  ever  a  most 
acceptable  addition ;  and  he  lived  with  the  present  bishop  of  London,  with  sir  Josbnt 
Reynolds,  and  with  Mr.  Burke,  on  terms  of  the  easiest  intimacy.  If  flattery  could  bare 
spoiled  him,  he  had  enough ;  as  in  England,  for  whatever. reason,  his  character  alwajs 
stood  higher  than  in  his  own  country. 

Dr.^Beattie's  person  was  ratlier  above  the  middle  size.  His  countenance  was  verj 
mild,  and  his  smile  uncommonly  placid  and  benign.  His  eyes  were  remarkably  pierdng 
and  expressive,  and  there  was  a  general  composure  m  his  features  which  sir  Josboa 
Reynolds  has  given  admirably  in  his  picture,  which  has  been  engraven  for  bis  Life. 

Hb  person  was  apparently  stout  and  even  robust,  but  this  certamly  was  not  the  case. 
Its  original  conformation  may  have  been  that  of  strength  and  vigour;  but  he  had  fit- 
qutMit  interruptions  from  sickness  at  a  very  early  period  of  life.  As  he  advanced,  he 
discovered  all  the  delicate  and  valet udinai^  temperament  of  genius.  At  the  age  of 
foity.five  lie  had  the,\>alk  and  manner  and  precautions  that  are  usually  observable  st 
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dxtjy  ani{  was  much  aiBicted  with  head-achs  and  other  symptoim  that  are  commonly 
called  nervous.  When  I  saw  him  on  his  last  visit  to  Londoo,  he  seemed  pamfully  af- 
fected by  sudden  noises  of  any  kind,  and  was  particularly  averse  to  the  bustle  of  the 
Londoa  streets.  There  was  evidently  a  great  portion  of  irritability  in  his  habit.  That 
this  was  precipitated  by  the  loss  of  his  domestic  endearments,  cannot  be  doubted;  but 
the  primaiy  cause  must  be  sought  in  hb  application  to  study,  which  at  all  times  of  his 
life,  bat  particularly  in  his  youth»  was  too  close,  and  absolutely  inconsistent  with  a 
healthy  habit  of  body.  Of  this  h^  was  so  sensible,  that  it  appears  to  have  been  his 
constant  object  to  prevent  his  son  from  falling  into  the  same  errour;  and  I  received 
some  letters  from  him  many  years  ago  on  the  subject,  in  which  he  strongly  deprecates 
an  unremitting  attention  to  books. 

The  Life  of  Dr.  Beattie,  lately  published  by  sir  WQIiam  Forbes,  exhibits  him  in  the 
diaracter  of  an  epistolary  writer.  His  letters  embrace  a  very  large  portion  of  the 
literary  history  of  his  time,  but  it  may  be  doubted  whether  they  have  always  the  ease 
and  vivacity  which  are  expected  in  this  species  of  composition*  They  are  valuable^ 
however,  as  exhibitmg  many  lesser  traits  of  his  character,  and  as  disclosing  its  lesser 
infirmities. 

It  was  the  original  mtention  of  the  present  writer  to  have  given  no  more  of  his 
poems  in  this  collection  than  were  contained  in  the  last  authorized  edition,  and  the 
atgoDienls  in  favour  of  this  intention  are  still  prevalent  In  compliance,  however,  with 
the  opinion  of  sir  William  Forbes,  and  others  who  have  pleaded  for  a  revival  of  many 
pieces  which  their  author  thought  proper  to  reject,  they  are  all  now  reprinted. 
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ORIGINAL   PREFACE 

TO  THE  EDITION   1760, 


xEW  writers  are  qualified  to  form  a  proper  judgment  of  their  own  talents.  Tbetr  opinioitf  on  tfai«- 
fob^ect,  whether  tnfiaenced  by  diffidence  or  by  vanity,  9re  for  the  most  part  equally  remote  from  triith.  If 
aay  there  be,  who  can  with  certainty  anticipate  the  sentiments  of  the  public  with  r^;ard  to  their  own 
compositiQiis,  they  must  be  such  as  are  thoroughly  acquainted  with  mankind,  as  well  as  with  the  pro- 
pensity and  the  force  of  their  own  genius.  But  it  is  impossible  that  one,  who  has  not  experimentally 
proved 

Quid  ferre  recusent. 
Quid  ▼aleant  humeri,  •  Hor.  Epist.  ad  Pisoa* 

should  be  able  .to  judge  for  himself,  either  in  the  choice  or  the  execution  of  his  subject  If  he  wishes  to 
bsve  his  judgment  regulated  in  this  matter,  he  must  appeal  to  the  public  sufirage,  which,  however  it 
nay  for  a  time  be  rendered  inefiectual  by  prcgudioe  or  partial  favour,  will  at  last  determine  his  real 
character. 

The  author  of  the  following  little  poems  hopes,  that  this  to  the  good  natured  reader  will  apologize  for 
his  rashness  (if  it  shall  be  deemed  rashness)  in  venturing  abroad  into  the  public  view.  He  would  not 
wish  to  labour  in  an  hopeless  pursuit ;  nor  is  he  one  of  those  who  have  determined  (as  JButler  says) 

1 1  soite 
Of  nature  and  their  stars  to  vrite; 

(he  sentiments  of  the  public  he  will  regard,  whether  they  suggest  hints  for  writihg  better,  or  cautions 
agahiit  writiug  at  all.' 

Each  of  the  pieces  that  compose  this  small  miscellany  has  been  read  and  approved  by  several  per- 
sons of  unquestionable  taste,  whoso  judgment  was  capable  of  no  other  bias  than  that  amiable  one,  the 
partiality  of  friendship.  This  the  author  chooses  to  mention ;  because  he  would  not  be  thought  to  have 
engaged  in  this  publication  entirely  in  compliance  with  the  suggestions  of  his  own  vanity :  and  he  is 
afraid  to  uiige  the  request  of  friends  as  an  excuse  for  his  appearing  in  his  present  character ;  this  plea 
having  been  so  often  abused,  that  it  is  become  even  ridiculous. 

The  pabKc  is  already  acquainted  with  several  translations  of  Viipl*s  pastorals.  Mr.  Dryden's  trans* 
lations  will  be  admired,  as  long  as  the  English  language  is  understood,  for  that  fluent  and  graceful 
energy  of  expression,  which  distinguishes  all  the  writings  of  that  great  poet,  in  his  compositions,  even 
in  those  which  have  been  censured  as  inaccurate,  we  are  charmed  with 

Thoughts  that  breathe,  and  words  that  bum  ;  6ray*s  Odes. 

and  if  we  find  any  thing  blameable,  we  are  inclined  to  impute  it,  not  to  any  defect  in  his  own  genius* 
or  taste,  but  to  the  depravity  of  the  age  in  which  it  was  his  misfortune  to  live. 

The  translation  of  Virgil  published  some  years  ago  by  the  learned  and  ingenious  Mr.  Joseph  Warton, 
did  not  come  into  my  hands  till  long  after  what  is  now  offered  to  the  public  was  finished.  That  it  was 
well  received,  even  after  Mr.  Dryden*s,  is  a  sufllcient  proof  of  its  merit 

The  perusal  of  these  two  masterly  versions  might  have  effectually  discouraged  the  publication  of  the 
following,  bad  1  ever  intended  it  as  a  rival  to  either  of  the  others.  But  as  I  disclaim  this  intention,  and 
would  wiah  to  bethought  only  an  humble  copier  of  Virgil,  I  hope  the  present  translatioa  will  be  par<« 
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doned,  if  in  a  few  particular  instances  it  be  found  to  have  set  any  of  the  beauties  of  the  adourad  oiigin] 
in  a  more  conspicuous  pobt  of  view  to  the  Englisfa  reader.  Nor  let  it  be  ascribed  to  amgioce  orv*. 
ntty»  that  I  presume  to  think  thb  possible,  notwithstanding  what  has  been  so  well  peribrmed  by  the  great 
masters  just  mentjoned.  In  copying  a  painting  of  Raphael,  an  engraver  of  an  inferior  class  may  give 
expression  to  a  particulair  lineament  more  successfully  than  even  Strange  himself.  A  minute  ob«ner 
will  sometimes  attend  to  a  little  circtunstance,  which  all  enlarged  imagitiaUon  capable  of  cooceitiDg 
and  exhitnting  the  full  idea  may  overlook.  The  eye  is  not  wholly  satisfied  with  contemplating  a  piece 
of  sculpture  from  the  most  advantageous  itatiop :  by  changing  the  station,  it  enjoys  the  satisfiMsbon  aot 
only  of  viewmg  the  same  attitude  in  a  variety  of  lights,  but  of  catching  the  expression  of  some  partioa. 
lar  muscle  or  feature  not  discernible  from  the  former  point  of  view.  It  is  perhaps  some  snch  conadoi- 
tioo  as  this/that  hath  induced  tl^ose,  who  are  indulgent  to  my  perfbrmanoes,  to  advise  the  pobfislng 
of  this  translation ;  which  was  written  at  a  very  early  time  of  life,  when  soUtode  left  the  mind  at  liboty 
to  pursue,  without  any  fixed  desigu,  such  amusements  as  gratified  the  present  hoar. 

The  version  from  Lucretius  was  written  at  the  particular  desire  of  a  firicnd,  whoee  wnmandi  tie 
liuslator  hath  rcaiDD  to  honour. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

Jaaaary  1777, 

JLjLaVING  latdy  seeil  in  print  some  poems  ascribe  to  me,  which  I  never  wrote,  and  some  of  ay  on 
inaccurately  copied,  I  thought  it  would  not  be  improper  to  publish,  in  this  little  volome,  aO  the  vena 
of  which  I  am  willing  to  be  considered'  as  the  author.  Many  others  I  did  indeed  write  in  the  early 
part  of  my  life;  bnt  they  were  in  general  so  incorrect,  that  I  would  not  rescue  them  from  6hlfV!0D,efeB 
ifa  wish  could  do  it 

Some  of  the  few  now  ofiered  to  the  public  would  perhaps  have  been  suppressed,  if  in  OMking  thii 
collection  I  ha4  implicitly  followed  my  own  judgment.  But  in  so  small  a  matter  who  would  refine  tt> 
■ubmit  his  opinion  to  that  of  a  friend  ? 

It  is  of  no  consequence  to  the  reader  to  know  the  date  of  any  of  these  little  poems.  Bnt  some  pmite 
wknm  determined  the  author  to  add,  that  most  of  them  were  written  many  years  ago,  and  that  tbe 
greater  paft  of  tbe  Minstrel,  which  is  his  latest  attempt  in  this  way,  was  composed  in  tlie  yesr  atf 
thousand  seven  hundred  and  sixty*eight 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


POEMS 


OF 


JAMES  BEATTIE,  D.n. 


ODE  TO  PEACE. 

L  I. 
PiAci,  heaven^etcended  maW !  whoic  powerfbl 
From  ancient  darkneaa  calVd  the  mom,         [voice 
Of  jarring  elemeota  oompot'd  the  noise ; 
When  Chaos  from  bit  M  dominion  ton» 
With  all  bis  bellowing  thtoog. 
Far,  &r  was  burl'd  tbe  void  abyss  along  -, 
And  all  the  brigbt  angelic  choir 
To  loMest  raptures  taned  the  heavenly  lyre, 
Poar'd  in  loud  symphony  th»  impetuous  stram  ; 
And  every  fiery  orb  and  planet  sung, 
And  wide  through  night's  dark  desohite  domam 
Babounding  long  and  deep  the  lays  triumphant  rung. 

I.  2, 
Ob  whitber  art  thou  Bed,  Satnmian  reign ! 
Boll  round  again,  miuestic  ycwrs ! 
To  break  fell  Tyranny's  corrodmg  charo, 
Prom  Woe's  wan  cheek  to  wipe  the  bitter  tean» 
Ye  yea«,  again  roll  round ! 
Hark  from  afar  what  loud  tumultuoos  sound. 
While  echoes  sweep  tbe  winding  vales. 
Swells  full  along  the  plains,  and  loads  the  gal^  . 
Murder  deep-ttnv'd,  with  the  wild  wbiriwnid's  haste 
And  roar  of  tempest,  from  her  cavein  ^>^f^ . 
Her  tangled  serpents  girde  around  her  waist,  [wii^. 
Smiles  ghasUy-stem,  and  shakea  her  goro^isUUmg 

I.  3. 
Fierce  up  the  yieltfng  skic^ 

The  shouto  redoubling  rise :  

Earth  shudders  at  tbe  dreadful  sonndy 
And  all  is  listening  trembUng  round, 
'nn-ranu,  that  from  yon  promootor^sMa* 


Xtaub'd  furious  down  in  desperate 

Heard  from  afar  amid  the  kwely  mght 

That  oft  have  led  tbe  wanderef  ngbt. 

Are  silent  at  the  noise. 

The  mighty  ocean's  more  majestic  voice 

I>rown>d  in  superior  din  is  heard  no  mwc  j 

The  surge  in  silence  sweeps  along  tbe  fcamy  fhore. 


II.  1. 

The  bloody  banner  streaming  hi  the  air 
Seen  on  yon  sky-mix*d  mountain's  brow. 
The  mingling  multitudes,  the  madding  cat 
Pouring  impetuous  on  the  plain  below. 
War's  dreadful  lord  proclaim. 
BursU  out  by  frequent  fiu  th'  expansive  flame. 
Wbirl'd  in  tempestuous  eddies  fliea  ' 

The  surging  smoke  o*er  all  the  darken'd  skieiL 
Tbe  cheerful  face  of  Heaven  no  more  is  seen. 
Fades  the  morn's  vivid  blush  U>  deadly  pale. 
The  1^  flits  transient  o'er  the  dusky  green. 
Night's  shrieking  birds  along  the  sullen  twilight  sail. 

IL  3. 
Involved  in  ftre-streak'd  gloom  the  car  comes  on; 
The  mangled  steeds  grim  Terrour  guides. 
His  fiMehead  writbM  to  a  relentless  frown. 
Aloft  the  angry  power  of  battles  rides : 
Grasp'd  in  his  mighty  band 
A  mace  tremendous  desolates  tbe  \^  ; 
Thunders  tbe  turret  down  the  steep. 
The  mountain  shrinks  before  its  wasteful  sweep : 
Chill  borroor  the  dissolving  limbs  invades 
Smit  by  tbe  blasting  lightning  of  bis  eyes, 
1  A  bloated  paleness  beauty's  bloom  o'erqpreads. 
Fades  every  flowery  field,  and  every  verdure  dies. 

IL  & 

How  startled  Phrenzy  stares. 
Bristling  her  ragged  hairs  ! 
Revenge  the  gory  fragment  gnaws ; 
See,  with  her  griping  vnltnre-claws 
Imprinted  deep,  she  renda  the  opening  iPouad  ! 
Hatred  her  toKb  Uue-straABing  tosses  roud^ 
Tbe  shrieks  of  agony,  and  clang  of  arms 
Re-echo  to  tbe  fierce  alarms 
Her  trump  terrifie  blows. 
Disparting  from  behind  the  oloods  disclosa 
Of  kingly  gesture  a  gigantic  form, 
That  with  bis  sooorge  sublime  dtreols  tfat  whirling 
storm* 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


^iO 


BEATTIE'S  POEMS. 


III.  I. 


AmbitioD,  outst<le  fair !  within  more  foul 
Than  fellest  fiend  from  Tartarus  sprang, 
la  caverns  hatcfa'd,  where  the  6erce  torrents  roll 
Of  Pblegetbon,  the  burning  banks  along. 
Yon  naked  wa^te  survey : 

Where  late  was  heard  the  flute^s  mellifluous  lay ; 
Where  late  the  rosy-bosom'd  Hours 
In  loose  array  danced  lightly  o'er  the  flowers; 
Where  late  the  shepherd  told  his  tender  tale ; 
And  wak'd  by  the  soft-murmnriog  breeze  of  mom 
The  voice  of  cheerful  Labour  fill'd  the  dale ;  [bom. 
And  dove-eyed  Plenty  smil'd,  and  wavM  her  liberal 

III.  3. 

Yon  ruins  sable  from  the  wastjn^  flame 
But  mark  the  once  -resplendent  dome ; 
The  frequent  corse  obstructs  the  sullen  stream. 
And  gbo«ts  glare  horrid  from  the  sylvan  gloom. 
How  sadly-silent  all ! 

Save  wl^ere  outstretched  beneath  yon  hanging  wall 
Pale  Famine  moans  with  feeble  breath, 
And  Tortiire  yells,  and  grinds  her  bloody  teeth— 
Though  vain  the  Muse,  and  every  melting  lay. 
To  touch  thy  heart,  unconscious  of  jremorse ! 
Know,  monster,  know,  thy  hour  is  on  the  way, 
I  see^  I  see  the  years  begin  their  mighty  course. 

III.  3. 
What  scenes  of  glory  rise 

Before  my  dazzled  eyes  I 

Young  Zephyrs  wave  thetr  wanton  wings. 

And  melody  celestial  rings : 

Along  the  lillied  lawn  the  nymphs  advance  [dance : 

FlushM  with  love*8  bloom,  and  i-ange  the  sprightly 

The  gladsome  shepherds  on  the  ibouotain-side 

Array*d  in  all  their  rural  pride 

£xalt  the  festive  note, 

Inviting  Echo  from  her  inmost  grot — 

But  ah  !  the  landscape  glows  with  feinter  light. 

It  darkens,  swims,  and  flies  for  erer  from  my  sight 

IV.  1. 

Illnrions  vain !  Can  sacred  Peace  reside. 
Where  sordid  gold  the  breast  alarms, 
Where  craelty  inflames  the  eye  of  Pride, 
And  Grandeur  wantons  in  soft  Pleasure's  arms  ! 
Ambition!  these  are  thine : 
These  from  the  soul  erase  the  fbnm  divine  ; 
These  quench  the  animating  fire. 
That  warms  the  bosom  with  sublime  desire. 
Thence  the  relentless  heart  forgets  to  feel, 
Hate  rides  tremendous  on  th'  overwhelming  brow. 
And  mkluight^Rancour  gjrasps  the  cniel  steel. 
Blaze  the  ftinereal  flames,  and  sound  the  shrieks  of 
Woe. 

IV.  2. 

From  Albion  fled,  thy  once-belov'd  retreat. 
What  region  brightens  in  thy  smile. 
Creative  Peace,  and  underneath' thy  feet 
Sees  sudden  flowers  adorn  the  rugged  soil  ? 
In  bleak  Siberia  blows 

Wak'd  t)y  thy  genial  breath  the  balmy  rose  ? 
Wav'd  over  by  thy  magic  wand 
Does  life  inform  fell  Lybia's  burning  snnd  > 
Or  does  some  isle  thy  parting  flight  detain. 
Where  roves  the  Indian  through  primeval  shades : 
Haunts  the  pure  pleasures  of  the  woodland  reign, 
And  led  by  reason's  ray  the  path  of  Nature  treads } 


IV.  5. 


On  Cuba's  utmost  steep  ^ 
Far  leaning  o*er  the  deep 
The  goddess'  pensive  form  was  seen. 
Her  robe  of  Nature's  varied  green 
WavM  on  the  gale ;  grief  dim'd  her  radiant  eva, 
Her  swelling  bosom  heav*d  with  boding  stgh<( :' 
She  eyed  the  main ;  where,  gaining  on  the  viev, 
Emerging  from  th'  etherial  blue. 
Midst  the  dread  pomp  of  war 
Gleam'd  the  Iberian  screamer  from  afer. 
She  saw  ;  and  on  refulgent  pinions  bom       [mon. 
Slow  wing'd  her  way  sublime,  and  mingled  with  the 


TRWMPH  OF  MELANCHOLY. 

MsMonr,  1)e  still !  why  throng  upon  the  tboagbt 
These  scenes  deep-stain'd  with  Sorrow's  sable  dye? 
Hast  thou  in  store  no  joy-ill umin'd  draught, 
To  cheer  bewilder*d  Fancy's  teariiil  eye  ? 

Yes— from  afar  a  landscape  seema  to  rise 
Deckt  gorgeons  by  the  lavish  hand  of  Spring ; 
Thin  gilded  clouds  float  light  along  the  skies. 
And  laughing  Loves  diqx>rt  on  fluttering  wing. 

How  blest  the  youth  m  yonder  valley  laid  1 
Soft  smiles  in  every  conscious  feature  play. 
While  to  the  gale  low-murmoring  through  the  glads 
He  tempers  sweet  his  sprightly-watbiing  lay. 

Hail  Innocence  !  whose  bosom  all  serene 
Feels  not  fierce  Passion's  raving  tempest  roll ! 
Oh  ne'er  may  Care  distract  that  placid  mien !  [sem] ' 
Oh  ne'er  may  Doubt's  dark  shades  o'erwhelm  tbf 

Vain  wish  1  for  lo,  in  gay  attire  conceal'd 
Yonder  she  comes !  the  heart^inflaming  fiend ! 
(Will  no  kind  power  the  helpless  stripling  shield !) 
Swift  to  her  destin'd  prey  see  Pasaion  bend ! 

Oh  smile  accurst  to  hide  the  wont  designs ! 
Now  with  blithe  dye  she  wooes  him  to  be  blest. 
While  round  her  arm  unseen  a  serpent  twines-- 
And  lo,  she  hurls  it  hissing  at  his  breast ! 

And,  instant,  lo,  his  dizzy  eyeball  swims 
Ghastly,  and  reddening  darto  a  threatfi)]  glare; 
Pain  with  strong  grasp  distorts  his  writhing  Ihnbs, 
And  Fear's  ooM  hand  erects  his  bristling  hair ! 

Is  this,  O  life,  is  tiib  thy  boasted  prime ! 
And  does  thy  spring  no  happier  fftospett  yield  I 
Why  gilds  the  vernal  sun  thy  gaudy  dime, 
When  nipping  mildews  wastethe  flowery  field  I 

How  Memory  pains  1  Let  some  gay  theme  b^uSt 
The  musing  mind,  and  sooth  to  soift  delight 
Ye  images  of  woe,  no  more  recoil ; 
Be  Itfe'i  past  scenes  wrapt  in  oblivious  night 
'    Now  when  fierce  Winter  asm'd  with  waslefiil  po*<r 
H^ves  the  wikl  deep  that  tbnuders  from  afiifs 
How  sweet  to  sit  m  this  seqaeater'd  bower. 
To  hear,  and  but  to  hear,  the  mingling  war ! 

1  This  alludes  to  the  discovery  of  America  b;-  tb« 
Spaniards  under  Columbus.  These  ravagers  arc 
said  to  havu  made  their  first  descent  on  the  iilaaiis 
m  the  gulph  of  Florida,  of  which  Caba  is  oos. 
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Ambition  here  displays  no  gilded  toy 
That  tampts  oa  desperate  wing  the  soul  to  rise, 
Nor  pleasure's  flower-embroider'd  paths  decoy. 
Nor  Ao^aish  lurks  in  Grandeur's  gay  disguise. 

Oft  has  Contentment  cheer'd  this  lone  abode 
With  the  mild  languish  of  her  smiling  eye  ; 
Here  Health  has  olt  in  blushing  beauty  glow'd^ 
While  kioae-robed  Quiet  stood  enamour'd  by. 

E*en  the  storm  lolls  to  more  profound  repose : 
The  storm  these  humble  walls  assails  in  vain  ; 
ScreenM  is  the  lily  when  the  whirlwind  blows, 
While  the  oak's  stately  ruin  strows  the  plain. 

Blow  oo,  ye  winds !  Thine,  Winter,  be  the  skies. 
Roll  the  old  ocean,  and  the  vales  lay  waste : 
Nature  thy  momentary  rage  defies ; 
To  her  relief  the  gentler  seaious  haste. 

Throned  in  her  emerald-car  see  Spring  appear  I 
(As  Fancy  wills  the  landscape  starts  to  view) 
Her  emerald-car  the  youthful  Zephyrs  bear. 
Fanning  her  bosom  with  their  pinions  blue. 

Around  the  jocund  Hourware  fluttering  seen ; 
And  lo,  her  rod  the  rose<lip'd  power  extends  ! 
And  lo,  the  lawns  are  deckt  in  living  green,  [scends ! 
And  Beauty's  bright-eyed  train  from  Heaven  de- 
Haste,  bappy  davs,  and  make  all  nature  glad-— 
But  will  all  nature  joy  at  your  return  T 
Say,  can  ye  cheer  pale  Sickness'  gloomy  bed. 
Or  dry  the  tears  that  bathe  th'  untimely  urn  ? 

Will  ye  one  transient  ray  of  gladness  dart 
Cnoas  the  dark  cell  where  hopeless  Slavery  lies  ? 
To  ease  tir'd  Disappointment's  bleeding  hear( 
Will  all  your  stores  of  softening  balm  suffice  ? 

When  fell  Oppression  in  his  harpy-fangs 
From  Want's  weak  grasp  the  last  said  morsel  bears. 
Can  ye  allay  the  heart-wrung  parent's  pangs, 
Whose  fmmish*d  child  craves  help  with  fruitless 
teara? 

For  ah  !  tby  reign,  Oppreasion,  is  not  past. 
Who  from  the  shivering  limbs  the  vestment  rends  ? 
>%'ho  lays  the  once-rqoiciug  village  waste, 
Banting  the  ties  of  lovers  and  of  friends  \ 
O  ye,  to  Pleasure  who  resign  the  day. 
As  knse  in  Luxury's  clasping  arms  you  lie, 
0  yet  let  pity  in  your  breast  bear  sway. 
And  learn  to  melt  at  Misery's  moving  cry* 

But  bopest  tbon,  Muse,  vainglorious  as  thou  art, 
With  the  weak  impulse  of  thy  humble  strain, 
Hopest  thou  to  aofUm  Pride's  obdurate  heart. 
When  Enol's  bright  example  shines  in  vain  ? 

Then  cease  the  theme.   Turn,  Fancy,  turn  thme 

Thy  weeping  eye,  nor  further  urge  thy  flight ; 

Thy  haunts  alas  no  gleams  of  joy  supply. 

Or  transient  gleams,  that  flash,  and  sink  in  night 

Yet  fain  the  mind  its  anguish  would  forego-^ 
Spread  then,  historic  Muse,  thy  pictur'd  scroll ; 
Bid  thy  great  scenes  in  all  their  splendour  glow, 
And  swell  to  thought  sublime  th'  exalted  soul. 

What  mingling  pomps  rush  boundless  on  the 


What  gallant  navies  ride  the  heaving  deep  I 
What  glittering  towns  their  cloud-wrapt  turrets 


What  bulwarks  frown  horrific  o'er  the  steep ! 


Bristling  with  spears,  and  bright  with  bamish'd 
shields, 
Th'  embattled  legions  stretch  their  long  array ; 
Discord's  red  torch,  as  fierce  she  scours  the  fields. 
With  bloody  tincture  stains  the  face  oif  day. 

And  now  the  hosts  in  silence  wait  the  sign. 
How  keen  their  looks  i^om  Liberty  inspires  I 
Quick  as  the  goddess  darts  along  the  line, 
£ach  breast  impatient  bums  with  noble  fires. 

Her  form  how  graceful !   In  her  lofty  mien 
The  smiles  of  £x>ve  stem  Wisdom's  frown  controul; 
Her  fearless  eye,  determin'd  though  serene. 
Speaks  the  great  purpose,   and  th'  unconquer'd 
sool. 

Mark,  where  Ambition  leads  the  adverse  band« 
Each  feature  fierce  and  haggard,  as  with  pain  ! 
With  menace  loud  he  cries,  while  from  his  hand 
He  vainly  strives  to  wipe  the  crimson  stain. 

Lo,  at  his  call,  impetuous  as  the  storms. 
Headlong  to  deeds  of  death  the  hosts  are  driven  ; 
Hatred  to  madness  wrought  each  face  deforms. 
Mounts  the  black    whirlwind,    and  involves  the 
heaven. 

Now,  Virtue,  now  thy  powerful  succour  lend. 
Shield  them  for  Liberty  who  dare  to  die — 
Ah  Liberty  !  will  none  thy  cause  befriend  ! 
Are  these  thy  sons,  thy  generous  sons  that  fly  \ 

Not  Virtue's  self,  when  Heaven  its  aid  denies^ 
Can  brace  the  loosen'd  nerves,  or  warm  the  hearty 
Not  Virtne's  ^If  can  still  the  burst  of  sighs. 
When  festers  in  the  soul  Misfortunes  dart. 

See,  where  by  heaven-bred  terror  all  di$nuiy*d 
The  scattering  legions  pour  along  the  plain. 
Ao^bition's  car  with  bloody  spoils  arrayed 
Hews  its  broad  way,  as  Vengeance  guides  the  rein. 

But  who  is  he,  that,  by  yon  lonely  brook 
With  woods  o'erhung  and  precipices  nide  \    • 
Abandon'd  lies,  and  with  undaunted  look 
Sees  streammg  from  his  breast  the  purple  flood  ? 

Ah  Brutus  \  ever  thine  be  Virtue's  tetr  ! 
Lo,  his  dim  eyes  to  Liberty  he  turns. 
As  scarce-supported  on  her  broken  spear 
O'er  her  expiring  son  the  goddess  mourns. 

Loose  to  the  wind  her  azure  mantle  flies. 
From  her  dishe%*el'd  locks  she  rends  the  plume  ; 
No  lustre  lightens  in  bar  weeping  eyes. 
And  on  her  tear-stain'd  cheek  no  roses  bloom. 

Meanwhile  the  world.  Ambition,  owns  thy  sway, 
Fame*s  loudest  trampet  labours  in  thy  praise,. 
Bor  thee  the  Muse  awakes  her  sweetest  lay. 
And  Flattery  bids  for  thee  her  altars  blaze. 

Nor  in  life's  lofty  bustling  sphere  alone. 
The  sphere  where  monarchs  and  where  heroes  toil. 
Sink  Virtue's  sons  beneath  Misfortune's  frawn, 
While  Quilt's  thrill'd  bosom  leaps  at  Pleasure'*, 
smile  ; 

Full  oft,  where  Solitude  and  Silence  dwell 
Far  far  remote  amid  the  lowly  plain. 
Resounds  the  voice  of  Woe»from  Virtue's  cell. 
Such  is  man's  doom,  and  Pity  weeps  in  vain. 

3  Such,  according  to  the  description  given  by  Pla« 
tarch,  was  the  sceue  of  Brotus's  death. 
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still  pieCreooib^Hbir  Tunly  have  1  strove 
Thy  power,  O  Melaocboly,  to  withstand  1 
Tir'd  I  submit ;  but  yet,  O  yet  remove. 
Or  ease  the  prenure  of  thy  heavy  hand. 

Yet  lor  a  while  let  the  bewildered  soul 
Find  in  society  relief  from  woe ; 
O  yield  a  while  to  Friendship's  soft  controal ; 
Some  respite,  Friendship,  wilt  thou  not  bestoir  ! 

Come  then,  Philander  !  for  thy  lofty  mind 
Jjopks  down  from  far  on  all  that  chaf ms  the  great ; 
For  thou  canst  bear,  unshaken  and  resign'd. 
The  brightest  smiles,  the  blackest  frowns  of  Fate : 

Come  thou,  whose  love  unlimited,  sinoersy 
Kor  faction  cools,  nor  injury  destroys; 
Who  lend*st  to  Misery's  moans  a  pitying  ear^ 
And  feel'st  with  ecstacy  another's  joys : 

Who  know'st  man's  frailty ;  with  a  fiivouring  eye, 
And  melting  heart,  behold'st  a  brother's  Ml ; 
Whp  unenslav'd  by  custom's  narrow  tye 
With  manly  freedom  follow'st  reason's  call. 

'  And  bring  thy  Delia,  softly ^smilmg  fiur. 
Whose  spotless  roul  no  sordid  thoughts  deform  ; 
Her  accents  mild  would  still  each  throbbing  care. 
And  harmonise  the  thunder  of  the  stoim : 

Though  blest  with  wisdom  and  with  wit  reAn'd, 
She  courts  not  homage,  nor  desires  to  shine  j 
In  her  each  sentiment  sublime  is  join'd 
To  female  sweetness,  and  a  form  divine. 

Come,  and  dispel  the-deep-surrouttding  shade : 
Let  chaaten'd  mirth  the  social  hours  employ ; 
O  catch  the  swift-wtng'd  hour  before  'tis  fled, 
On  swiftest  pinion  flies  the  hour  of  joy. 

Even  while  the  careless  disencumber'd  soul 
Di&solving  sinks  to  joy's  oblivious  dream, 
Even  then  to  time's  tremendous  verge  we  roll 
With  haste  impetuous  down  life's  surgy  stream. 

Can  Gaiety  the  vantsh'd  years  restore, 
Or  on  the  withering  limbs  fresh  beauty  shed. 
Or  soothe  the  sad  mevitable  hour, 
Or  cheer  the  'dark  dark  mansions  of  the  dead  ? 

Still  sounds  the  solemn  knell  in  fancy's  ear. 
That  call'd  Cleora  to  the  silent  tomb ; 
To  her  how  jocund  roli'd  the  sprightly  year  I 
How'dione  the  nymph  in  beauty's  brightest  bloom f 

Ah !  Beauty's  hloom  avails  not  in  the  grave. 
Youth's  lofty  mien,  nor  age's  awful  grace ; 
Moulder  unknown  the  moilarch  and  the  slave 
Whelm'd  in  th'  enormous  wreck  of  human  raoe; 

The  thought-fix'd  portraiture,  the  breathing  bust. 
The  arch  with  proud  memorials  array'd. 
The  kmg-liv'd  pyramid  shall  sink  in  dust 
To  dumb  oblivion's  ever-desart  shade. 

Fancy  from  comfort  wanders  still  astray. 
Ah  Melancholy !  how  I  feel  thy  power ! 
Long  have  I  labour'd  to  elude  thy  sway* 
£ut  'tis  enough,  for  1  resist  no  more. 

The  traveller  thus,  that  o^  the  midnight-waste 
Through  many  a  lonesome  path  is  doom'd  to  (oam, 
Wilder'd  and  weary  sits  him  down  at  last ; 
For  Joug  the  night,  and  disUnt  fer  his  home. 


EPITAPH 


OV    *  *  *  *  *      *«♦♦*«*  I. 

Escaped  the  gloom  of  mortal  life,  a  soul 
Here  leaves  its  mouldering  tenement  of  day. 
Safe,  where  no  cares  their  whelming  billows  roll. 
No  doubts  bewilder,  and  no  hopes  betray. 

Like  thee,  I  once  have  stemm'd  the  sea  of  life  j 
Like  thee,  have  languish'd  after  empty  joys ; 
Like  thee,  have  labour'd  in  the  stormy  strife; 
Been  ^riev'd  for  trifles,  and  amus'd  with  toys. 

Yet  for  a  while  'gainst  Passion's  threatfal  Uait 
Let  steady  Reason  ni^  the  strugglii^  oar ; 
SShot  through  the  dreary  gloom  the  mom  at  last 
Gives  to  thy  longing  eye  the  blissful  shore. 

Forget  my  frailties,  thou  art  also  frail ; 
.  Forgive  my  lapses,  for  thyself  may'st  fell ; 
'  Nor  read  vnmov/d  my  artless  tender  tale, 
I  was  a  friend,  O  man,  to  thee,  to  alL 


EPITAPH K 

Nov.  1,  1757. 

To  this  grave  is  committed 
All  that  the  grave  can  claim 
Of  two  brothers  ****#and**#*#***3 

Who  on  the  Yii  of  October  nmcc'LVif, 
Both  unfortunately  perished  in  the  ***  water  i 
The  one  in  his  zxii,  the  other  in  his  xviii  year. 
Their  disconsolate  fether  *********** 
Erects  this  monument  to  the  memory  of 
These  amiable  youths ; 
Whose  early  virtues  promised 
Uncommon  comfort  to  his  declining  yean. 
And  singular  emolument  to  society. 

Othoul   whose  steps  in  sacred  rev'rpuce  tread 
These  lone  dominions  of  the  silent  dead  ; 
On  this  sad  stone  a  pious  look  bestow. 
Nor  uninstructed  r^  this  tale  of  woe  j 
And  while  the  sigh  of  sorrow  heaves  thy  breast. 
Let  each  rebellious  murmur  be  supprest ; 
Heav'n's  hidden  ways  to  trace,  for  us,  how  vam ! 
Heav'n's-wise  decrees,  how  impioos,  to  arraign ! 
Pure  from  the  stains  of  a  polluted  age. 
In  early  bloom  of  life,  they  left  the  stage : 
Not  doom'd  in  lingering  woe  to  waste  their  breath 
One  moment  snatch'd  them  from  the  power  of  Desfli: 
They  Hv'd  united,  and  united  died  ; 
Happy  the  friends^  whom  Death  cannot  divide ! 


ELsar. 

T»*D  with  the  hosy  crowds,  that  all  the  day 
Impatient  throng  where  Folly's  altars  flame, 
My  languid  powers  dissolve  with  quick  decay. 
Till  genial  Sleep  repair  the  sinking  frame. 

^  James  Beattiei    This  Epitaph  was  intended  kt 

nself.    C. 

s  This  epitaph  is  engraven  on  a  tombstone  in  tk 
Church-yaid.of  Lethnet  in  the  shire  of  Aagns. 

3  Two  young  men  of  the  name  of  Leitch,  «to 
were  drowned  in  crossing  the  river  Sootbesk.  it  it 
not  very  obvious  why  their  naauea  shookl  be  con- 
cealed in  the  first  edition  of  thoe  poems.    C 
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Htil.  kind  leriver !  that  camt  loU  th#  caw», 
And  every  iwary  •cnie  cooo  pose  to  rest, 
Ugbteo  th*  oppreuive  lo«l  which  anguish  0W», 
And  warm  with  hope  the  cold  despooding  hreast, 

Tottcb'd  hy  thy  rod,  from  Powert  majestic  brow 
Drtps  the  gay  plume  j  be  piuM  a  towly  clown ; 
And  OB  U^e  cold  earth  stretchM  the  ion  of  Woe 
QnaA  Pleasure's  draught,  and  wears  a  fancied  crown. 

Wb«  lairfd  by  thwi,  on  boundleti  pinioas  bom 
Fancy  to  hjacj  scenes  exults  to  rove, 
Nov  scales  the  diff  gay-gleaming  on  the  morn, 
Nov  aMi  and  sUenfc  treads  the  deepcuog  grov«  9 

Or  Aims  the  main,  and  listens  to  the  storms, 
Jtfsfks  the  long  waves  roll  fiur  remote  away ; 
Or  mingling  with  ten  thousand  glittering  forms 
Flosts  on  the  gale,  and  basks  in  purest  day. 

Haply,  era  loog,  pierc'd  by  the  howling  blast 
TTirtigh  dark  and  paCbless  deserts  I  shall  roam. 
Plunge  down  tV  mrikthom'd  deep,  or  shrink  aghast 
Where  bursts  the  shrieking  spectr^from  the  tomb: 

Peihaps  looee  Laanry's  enchanting  smile 
Shail  lure  my  steps  to  some  romantic  dale,  {guile. 
Where  Mirth's  light  freaks  th'  unheeded  hoois  be- 
And  airs  of  rapture  warble  in  the  gale. 

lutrnctive  emblem  of  this  mortal  state ! 
Where  scenes  as  various  every  hour  arise 
Jo  swift  succession,  which  the  hand  of  Fate 
Presents,  then  snatches  from  our  wondering  eyes. 

Be  taught,  vma  man,  how  fleeting  all  thy  joys. 
Thy  boasted  grandeur,  and  thy  glittering  store; 
Death  cosnes,  and  all  thy  ftincied  bliw  destroys, 
Quick  88  a  dream  it  fhdes,  and  is  no  more. 

And,  sons  of  Sorrow  !  though  the  threatening  storm 
Of  angry  Fortune  overhang  a  while. 
Let  not  her  frowns  your  inward  peace  deform ; 
Soon  happier  days  m  happier  climes  shall  smile. 

Through  Earth's  throng'd  viskms  while  we  toss  fbr- 

TSs  tumnlt  all,  and  rage,  and  restless  stnfc  j 
But' these  shall  vanish  like  the  dreams  of  moroy 
When  I>eath  awakes  us  to  immortal  life. 


SONQ 

n  IMITATI01I  09  SftAUSriAt's 

Blov,  bloWf  thou  tBtnter  »tad«  $iC, 

B&ow,  blow,  ifaou  vernal  gale ! 
Thy  bahn  will  not  avail 
To  enae  my  aching  breast; 
TboQsb  thou  the  billows  smooth. 
Thy  monnurs  cannot  sootb 
My  w«ary  soul  to  rest 
Flo«r,  flow,  thou  tuneful  stream ! 
Infuse  the  easy  dream 
[bCo  the  peaceful  soul ; 
Bat  thou  canst  not  compose 
Fbe  tnnnilt  of  my  woes, 
rboQ^b  aoft  thy  waters  roll. 
nash,  blQsh,  ye  fairest  flowenl 
icaatjea  anrpassing  yours 


My  Rosalind  adorn  ; 
Nor  is  the  Winter's  blast. 
That  lays  your  glories  waste. 
So  killing  as  her  scorn. 
Breathe,  breathe,  ye  tender  lays. 
That  linger  down  the  maze 
Of  yonder  winding  grove  ;    ^ 
O  let  your  soft  controul 
Bend  her  relenting  soul 
To  pity  and  to  love. 
Fade,  &de,  ye  flowrets  feir  I 
Gales,  fan  no  more  the  air ! 
Ye  streams  forget  to  glide  1 
Be  hush'd,  each  venial  strain; 
Since  nought  can  soothe  my  pain. 
Nor  mitigate  her  pride.    • 


*  RETIREMENT. 

1158. 

Wbbii  in  the  crimson  cljnid  of  even. 

The  lingering  light  decays. 

And  Hesper  on  the  front  of  Heaven 

His  glittering  gem  displays ; 

Deep  in  the  silent  vale,  unseen. 

Beside  a  lulling  su«pm, 

A  pensive  youth,  of  placid  mien. 

Indulged  this  tender  theme. 

*'  Ye  cli&,  in  hoary  grandeur  pil'd 

High  o'er  the  glimmering  dale ; 

Ye  woods,  along  whose  windings  wild 

Murmurs  the  solemn  gale : 

Where  Melancholy  strays  forlorn, 

And  Woe  retires  to  weep. 

What  time  the  wan  Moon's  yellow  hoia 

Gleams  on  the  western  deep : 

**  To  you,  ye  wastes,  whose  artless  charms 

tfe*er  drew  Ambition's  eye, 

Scap'd  a  tumultuous  world's  alarms, 

To  your  retreats  I  fly. 

Deq>  in  your  most  sequester'd  bower 

Let  me  at  last  recline. 

Where  Solitude,  mild,  modest  power. 

Leans  on  her  ivy^d  shrine. 

*'  How  shall  1  woo  thee,  matchless  fair ! 

Thy  heavenly  smile  bow  win  ! 

Thy  smile  that  smooths  the  brow  of  Gare^ 

And  stills  the  storm  within. 

O  wift  thou  to  thy  &vouriie  grove 

Thine  ardent  votary  bring, 

And  bless  his  hours,  and  bid  them  move    . 

Serene,  pa  silent  wing ! 

"  Oft  let  Remembrance  sooth  his  mind 

With  dreams  of  former  days. 

When  in  the  lap  of  Peace  reclin'd 

He  fram'd  his  iniant  lays ; 

When  Fancy  rov^  at  large,  nor  Care 

Nor  cold  Distrust  alarm'd, 

Nor  Envy  with  malignant  glare 

His  simple  jrouth  had  harm'd. 

«  'Twas  then.  O  Solitude  !  to  thee 

His  early  vows  were  paid. 

From  heart  sincere,  and  warm,  and  fres^ 

Devoted  to  the  shade» 
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Ah  why  did  Fate  his  steps  decoy 
In  stornay  paths  to  roam. 
Remote  from  all  congenial  joy  !— 
O  take  the  wanderer  home. 

tt  »j^y  shades,  thy  silence  now  be  miney 
Thy  cbanns  my  only  theme ; 
My  haunt  the  hollow  cliff,  whose  pine 
Wares  o*er  the  gloomy  stream. 
Whence  the  scar'd  owl  on  pinions  gray 
Breaks  from  the  rustling  boughs, 
And  down  the  lone  vale  sails  away 
To  more  profound  impose. 

<<  O,  while  to  thee  the  woodland  pours 

Its  wildly  warbling  song. 

And  balmy  from  the  bank  of  Bowers 

The  Zephyr  bl-eathes  along ; 

Let  no  rude  sound  invade  firom  far. 

No  vagrant  foot  be  nigb, 

Mb  ray  from  Grandeur's  gilded  car» 

Flash  on  the  startled  eye. 

**  But  if  some  pilgrim  through  the  glade 
VThy  hallow'd  bowers  explore, 
O  guard  from  harm  bb  hoary  head. 
And  listen  to  bis  lore  $ 
For  he  oijoyt  divine  shall  tell. 
That  wean  from  earthly  wd. 
And  triumph  o'er  the  mighty  spell 
That  chains  his  heart  below. 

"  For  me,  no  more  the  path  invites 

Ambition  loves  to  tread  ; 

No  more  I  climb  those  toilsome  heights 

By  guileful  Hope  misled ; 

Leaps  my  fond  fluttering  heart  no  mora 

To  Mirth's  enlivening  strain  ; 

Fur  present  pleasure  soon  is  o'er. 

And  all  the  past  is  vain^" 


ELEGY. 

WRITTBM  IN  THE  YXAR  1758. 

Still  shall  unthinking  man  substantial  deem 
The  forms  that  fleet  thro'  life's  deceitful  dream  } 
Till  at  some  stroke  of  Fate  the  vision  flies. 
And  sad  realities  in  prospect  rise ; 
And,  from  elysian  slumbers  rudely  torn, 
The  startled  soul  awakes,  to  think,  and  mourn. 

O  ye,  whose  hours  in  jocund  train  advance. 
Whose  spirits  to  the  song  of  gladness  dance. 
Who  flowery  plains  in  endless  pomp  survey, 
Glitlerikig  in  beams  of  visionary  day  ; 
O,  yet  while  Fate  delays  th'  impending  wo. 
Be  rousM  to  thought,  anticipate  the  blow  ; 
Lest,  like  the  lightning's  glance,  the  sudden  iU 
Flash  to  confound,  and  penetrate  to  kill'; 
Lest,  thus  encompassed  with  funereal  gloom. 
Like  me,  ye  bend  o'er  some  untimely  tomb. 
Pour  your  wild  ravings  in  Night's  frighted  ear. 
And  half  pronounce  Heaven's  sacred  doom  severe. 

Wise,  beauteous,  good  !  O  every  grace  rombin'd. 
That  charms  the  eye,  or  captivates  the  mind  ! 
Fresh,  as  the  floweret  opening  on  the  mom. 
Whose  leaves  bright  drops  of  liquid  pearl  adorn ! 


BEATTIE'S  ESSAYS* 


Sweet,  as  the  downy-pinionM  gale,  that  iwei 
To  gather  fragrance  in  Arabian  groves ! 
MHd,  as  the  melodies  at  dose  of  day. 
That  heard  remote  along  the  Tale  decay ! 
Yet,  why  with  these  compar'd  ?  What  tints  so  fioe^ 
What  sweetness,  mildness,  can  be  match'd  with 
Why  roam  abroad,  since  recollection  true  [thine? 
Restores  the  lovely  form  to  fancy's  view  ? 
Still  let  me  gaze,  and  every  care  b^nile, 
Gase  on  that  cheek,  wbere  all  the  Graces  snife; 
That  soul-eiqpressing  eye,  benignly  bright, 
Where  Meekness  beams  inefbble  delight; 
That  brow,  where  Wisdom  sits  entbroo'd  socoe, 
Each  feature  forms,  and  dignifies  the  mien: 
9tiU  let  me  listen,  while  her  words  impart 
The  sweet  effusions  of  the  blameless  heart. 
Till  all  my  soul,  each  tumult  charm'd  away, 
Yields,  gently  ledj  to  Virtue's  easy  sway. 

By  thee  inspir'd,  O  Virtue,  age  is  yoai^. 
And  music  warbles  from  the  faultering  tongue: 
Thy  ray  creatiye  cheers  the  clouded  brow. 
And  decks  the  faded  cheek  with  rosy  glow. 
Brightens  the  joyless  aspect,  and  supplies 
Pure  heavenly  lustre  to  the  languid  eyes : 
But  when  youth's  Kving  bloom  reflects  thy  beaiB!, 
'  Resistless  on  the  view  Uie  glory  streams. 
Love,  wonder,  joy,  alternately  alarm. 
And  beauty  dazzles  with  angelic  charm. 

Ah  whither  fled  !  ye  dear  illusions,  stay ! 
Tjo,  pale  and  silent  lies  the  lovely  day. 
How  are  the  roses  on  that  cheek  decay'd. 
Which  late  the  purple  light  of  youth  display'd ! 
Health  on  her  form  each  sprightly  grace  bestovM: 
With  life  and  thought  each  speaking  feature  gk)«'d. 
Faif  was  the  blossom,  soft  the  remal  sky; 
£Iate  with  hope  we  deem'd  no  tempest  nigh : 
When  lo,  a  whirlwind's  instantaneous  gust 
Left  all  its  beauties  withering  in  the  dust. 

Cold  the  soft  hand,  that  sooth'dWo's  weary  beadl 
And  quench'd  the  eye,  the  pitying  tear  that  shed ! 
Aud  mute  the  voice,  whose  pleasing  accents  btole, 
Infusing  balm,  into  the  rankled  soul ! 
O  Death,  why  arm  with  cruelty  thy  power. 
And  ?pare  the  idle  weed,  yet  lop  the  flower ! 
Why  fly  thy  shafts  in  lawless  errour  driTen  ! 
Is  Virtue  then  no  more  the  care  of  Heaven ! 
But  peace,  bold  thought !  be  still,  my  bursting  heart! 
We,  not  Eliza,  felt  the  fatal  dart. 

Escap'd  the  dungeon,  docs  the  slave  camplain, 
Nor  bless  the  fr'.endly  hand  that  broke  the  cbsin? 
Say,  piues  not  Virtue  for  the  lingering  mom, 
On  this  dark  wild  condemn'd  to  roam  forlorn ! 
Where  reason's  meteor-mys,  with  sickly  glow, 
O'er  the  dun  gloom  a  dreadful  glimmering  tbrov; 
Disclosing  dubious  to  th*  affrighted  eye 
O'erwhelming  mountains  tottering  ftxm  on  high, 
Black  billowy  deeps  in  storms  perpetual  toss'd^ 
And  weary  ways  in  wildering  labyrinths  lost 
O  happy  stroke,  that  burst  the  bonds  of  clay. 
Darts  through  the  rending  gloom  the  blaze  of  <Uyi 
And  wings  the  soul  with  boundless  flight  to  soar, 
Where  dangers  threat,  and  fears  alarm  no  more. 

Transporting  thought !  here  let  me  wipe  avay 
The  tear  of-Grief  and  wake  a  bolder  lay. 
But  ah !  the  swimming  eye  o'erflows  anew  j 
Nor  check  the  sacred  drops  to  Pity  due; 
Lo,  wbere  in  speechless,  hopeless  anguish,  bend 
O'er  her  lov'd  dust,  the  parent,  brother,  friend  I 
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How  Tain  the  hope  of  man !  hut  cease  thy  itraiD, 
Kor  eorrow's  dread  foleiniitty  profaoe ; 
Mn'd  with  yoa  droopiofr  mounieny  od  her  bier 
la  fileiioe  ihed  the  sympathetic  (ear. 


ODE  TO  HOPE. 

I.  1. 

O  Taov,  who  glad'st  the  pensive  soal, 

More  than  Aurora's  smile  the  swain  forloniy 

Left  all  night  long  to  mourn 

Where  desolation  frowns,  and  tempests  howl  j 

And  shrieks  of  woe,  as  mtermits  the  stonn,^ 

Far  o'er  the  mowftrous  wilderness  resound. 

And  crom  the  ginom  darts  many  a  shapeless  form, 

And  many  a  ftre-eyed  visage  glares  around. 

O  come,  and  be  oiice  more  my  guest : 

C6me,  for  thou  oft  thy  suppliant's  vow  hast  heard| 

And  oft  with  smiles  indulgent  cheered 

And  sooth'd  him  into  rest 

I.  2- 
Smit  by  thy  raptare-beaming  eye 
Deep  flashing  thro^  the  midnight  of  their  mind. 
The  sable  bands  combined. 

Where  Fear's  black  banner  bloatt  the  troubled  sky, 
Appall'd  retire.    SospicioD  hides  her  head. 
Nor  dares  th'  obliquely  gleam'mg  eyeball  raise; 
Despair,  with  gorgon-figured  veil  o'etspread, 
Speeds  to  dark  Phlegethon's  detested  maze. 
Lo,  startled  at  the  heavenly  ray. 
With  speed  unwonted  Indolence  upsprings. 
And,  heaving,  lifts  her  leaden  wings. 
And  sullen  glides  away : 

L  3. 
Ten  thousand  forms,  by  pining  Fancy  yiew'd, 
Dissolve. — Above  the  sparkling  flood 
When  PhoriHis  rears  his  awftil  brow. 
From  lengthening  lawn  and  valley  low 
The  troops  of  fen-bora  mists  retire. 
Along  the  plain 
Thejoyoasswaitt 
Byes  the  gay  Tillages  agaiui 
And  gold  illnmiuM  sphe ; 
While  on  the  bilkiwy  ether  borne 
Floats  the  looee  lay*s  jovial  measure; 
And  Kght  along  the  feiry  Pleasure, 
Her  green  robes  glittermg  to  the  mom. 
Wantons  on  sUkea  wing.     And  goblins  all 
To  the  damp  dungeon  shrink,  or  hoary  hall» 
Or  westward,  with  impetuous  flight, 
StaMt  to  the  desert  realms  of  their  congenial  night 

II.  1. 
When  first  on  childhood's  eager  gaze 
life's  varied  landscape,  stretch'd  immense  around,' 
Starts  out  of  night  profound, 
Thy  voice  incites  to  tempt  tb'  untrodden  maze. 
Fond  he  surveys  thy  uM  maternal  face. 
His  bashful  eye  stdl  kindling  as  he  views. 
And,  while  thy  lenient  arm  supports  his  pace, 
"With  beating  heart  the  upland  path  pursues : 
The  path  that  leads,  where,  hung  sublime. 
And  seen  afar,  youth's  gallant  trophies,  bright 
In  Fancy's  rainbow  ray.  invite 
His  wingy  nerves  to  climb. 
Vot.  XVilJ. 


II.  8. 


Pursue  thy  pleasurable  way, 

Safe  in  the  guidance  of  thy  heavenly  guards 

While  melting  airs  are  heard 

And  soft-eyed  cherob*ibrm8  around  thee  play  t 

Simplicity,  in  careless  flowers  array'd, 

Prattlmg  amusive  in  his  accent  meek ; 

And  Modesty,  half  turning  as  afraid. 

The  smile  just  dimpling  on  his  glowing  cheek ! 

Content  and  Leisure,  hand  in  hand 

With  Innocence  and  Peace,  advance^  and  sing  j 

And  Mirth,  in  many  a  mazy  riug, 

Fkisks  o'er  the  flowery  land. 

IL  3. 
Frsil  man,  how  various  is  thy  lot  below  ! 
To  day  tho'  gales  propitious  blow. 
And  Peace  soft  gliding  down  the  sky 
Lead  Love' along  and  Harmony, 
To  morrow  the  gay  scene  deforms : 
Then  all  around 
The  thunder's  sound 

Rolls  rattling  on  through  Heaven's  profound^ 
And  down  rush  all  the  storms. 
Ye  days,  that  balmy  influence  shed. 
When  sweet  childhood,  ever  sprightly. 
In  paths  of  pleasure  sported  lightly. 
Whither,  ah  whither  are  ye  fl^  ! 
Ye  cherub  train,  that  brought  him  on  his  way, 
O  leave  him  not  midst  tumult  and  dismay ; 
For  now  youth's  eminence  he  gains  : 
But  what  a  weary  length  of  lingering  toil  remains ! 

III.  1. 
They  shrink,  they  vanish  into  air. 
Now  Slander  uints  with  pestilence  the  gale  ; 
And  mingling  cries  assail. 
The  wail  of  Woe,  and  groan  of  grim  Despair. 
Lo,  wizard  Envy  from  his  serpent  eye 
Darts  quick  destruction  in  each  baleful  glance  ; 
Pride  smiling  stem,  and  yellow  Jealousy, 
Frowning  Disdain,  and  haggard  Hate  advance  j 
Behold,  amidst  the  dire  array, 
Pale  wither'd  Care  his  giant-statnre  rears. 
And  lo,  his  iron  hand  prepaies 
1\>  grasp  its  feeble  prey. 

m.  2, 
Who  now  will  guard  bewilder'd  youth 
Safe  from  the  fierce  assault  of  hostile  rage^ 
Suchi  war  can  Virtue  wage. 
Virtue,  that  bears  the  sacred  shield  of  Truth  i 
Alas  I  full  oft  on  Guilt's  victorious  car. 
The  spoils  of  Virtue  are  in  triumph  borne ; 
While  the  fair  captive,  mark'd  with  many  m  scar. 
In  lone  obscurity,  oppressed,  forlorn. 
Resigns  to  tears  her  angel  form. 
Ill-fated  youth,  then  whither  wilt  thou  fly  ? 
No  friend,  no  shelter  now  is  nigb. 
And  oawsjrd  rolls  the  storm. 

III.  3. 

But  whence  the  suddeff  beam  that  shoots  along  } 
,Why  shrink  aghast  the  hostile  throng  } 
Lo,  from  amidst  affliction's  night, 
Hope  hursts  all  radiant  on  the  sight : 
Her  words  the  troubled  bosom  sooth. 
"  Why  thus  dismay'd  ? 
Though  foes  iuvade, 
Nu 
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Hope  ne'er  ti  wanting  to  ttieif  aid, 

Who  tread  tbe  path  of  trutK 

n'is  I,  who  smooth  the  rugged  way, 

I,  who  close  the  eyes  of  Sorrow, 

And  with  glad  visions  of  to  morrow 

Repair  the  weary  souI'm  decay.  [heart, 

"When   Death's  cold  touch  thrills  to  the  freezing 

Dreams  of  Heaven's  opening  glories  I  impart. 

Till  the  freed  spirit  springs  on  high 

lu  rapture  too  severe  for  weak  mortality.'* 


PYGMMO-GERANO'MACHIA  : 

TBI 

BATTLE  OF  THE  PYGMIES  AND  CRANES. 

FlldM  TBB  LATIN  OF  ADPISON. 
1762. 

Thb  pigmy-people,  and  the  feather'd  traio^ 
Jvlingling  in  mortal  combat  on  the  plain, 
I  sing.     Ye  Muses,  favour  my  designs, 
Lead  on  my  squadrons,  and  arrange  the  lines ; 
Tbe  flashmg  swords  and  fluttering  wings  display, 
And  long  bills  nibbling  in  tbe  bloody  fray  ; 
Cranes  darting  with  disdam  on  tiny  foes,        [woes. 
Conflicting  birds  and  men,  and  war's  annomber'd 

The  wars  and  woes  of  heroes  six  feet  long 
Have  oft  resounded  in  Pierian  song. 
Who  has  not  heard  of  Colchos'  golden  fleece. 
And  Argo  mannM  with  all  the  flower  of  Greece  ? 
Of  Thebes'  fell  brethi^en,  Theseus  stern  of  face. 
And  Peleus'  son  unrivall'd  in  the  race, 
Eneas  founder  of  the  Roman  line, 
And  William  glorious  on  the  hanks  of  Boyne  ? 
Who  has  not  Icam'd  to  weep  at  Pompey's  woes. 
And  over  Blackmore's  epip  page  to  doze  ? 
'Tis  I,  who  dare  attempt  unusual  strains, 
Of  hosts  unsung,  and  unfrequented  plains ; 
Tbe  small  shrill  trump,  and  chiefii  of  little  size. 
And  armies  rushing  down  the  darken'd  skies. 

Wberti  India  reddens  to  the  early  dawn, 
Winds  a  deep  vale  from  vulgar  eye  withdrawn : 
Bosom'd  in  groves  the  lowly  region  lies,     . 
And  rocky  mountains  round  the  border  rise. 
Here,  till  the  doom  of  fate  its  fall  decreed, 
The  empire  flonrish'd  of  the  pygmy-breed ; 
Here  Industry  perform'd,  and  Genius  plann'd^ 
And  busy  multitudes  o'erspread  the  land. 
But  now  to  these  lone  bounds  if  pilgrim  stray, 
Tempting  through  craggy  clif1>«  the  desperate  way. 
He  finds  the  puny  mansion  fallen  to  earth, 
Its  godlings  mouldering  on  th'  abandon'd  hearth ; 
And  starts,  where  small  white  bones  are  spread 

around,  % 

"  Or  little  footsteps  lightly  print  the  ground;'* 
While  the  proud  crane  her  nest  securely  builds,    ' 
Chattering  amid  the  desolated  fields. 

But  different  fates  befel  her  hostile  rage. 
While  reign'd,  inx'incible  thro'  many  an  age, 
The  dreaded  pygmy  :  rous'd  by  war's  alarms 
Forth  rush'd  the  madding  manuikin  to  arms. 
Fierce  to  the  field  of  death  the  hero  flies; 
The  faint  crane  fluttering  flaps  the  g^und,  and  dies; 
And  by  the  victor  borne  (overwhelming  load  I) 
With  bloody  bill  loose-dangliog  marks  the  road« 


And  oft  the  wily  dwarf  in  ambush  lay, 

And  often  made  the  callow  young  hit  prey ;  [smllM 

With  slaughter'd  victims  heap'd  his  board,  aod 

T'  avenge  the  parent's  trespass  on  tbe  child. 

Oft,  where  his  feather'd  foe  bad  rcar'd  her  nest, 

And  laid  her  eggs  and  houshold  gods  to  rest. 

Burning  for  blood,  in  terrible  array. 

The  eighteen-inch  militia  burst  their  way : 

All  went  to  wreck  ;  tbe  infant  foeman  fell, 

Whence  scarce  his  chirping  bill  had  broke  the  shell 

Loud  uproar  hence,  and  rage  of  arms  arose, 
And  the  fell  rancour  of  encountering  foes ; 
Hence  dwarfs  and  cranes  one  general  havoc  wbelmt, 
And  Death's  grim  visage  scares  the  pigmy-realms. 
Not  half  so  furious  blaz'd  tbe  warlike  fire 
Of  mice,  high  theme  of  the  Meonian  lyre ; 
When  bold  to  battle  march'd  th'  accouier'd  frogs 
And  the  deep  tumult  thundered  through  tbe  \io^ 
Piero'd  by  the  javelin  bulrush  on  the  shore 
Hete  agoniziug  roll'd  the  moose  in  gore ; 
And  there  the  frog  (a  scene  full  sad  to  see !) 
Shorn  of  one  leg,  slow  sprawl'd  along  on  three : 
He  vaults  no  more  with  vigorous  hope  on  high. 
But  mourns  in  hoarsest  croaks  his  destiny. 

And  now  the  day  of  woe  drew  on  apaoe, 
A  day  of  woe  to  all  the  pigmy-race, 
When  dwarfe  were  doom'd  (bat  penitence  wasvatD) 
To  me  each  broken  egg,  and  chicken  slain. 
For,  rous'd  to  vengeance  by  repeated  wrong, 
Frvn  distant  climes  the  loog-bill'd  legiona  throog: 
From  Strymon's  lake,  C&yster's  plasby  meads. 
And  fens  of  Scythia,  green  with  mstling  reeds, 
From  where  thte  Danube  winds  tfaro'  many  a  land. 
And  Mareotis  laves  th'  Egyotian  strand. 
To  rendezvous  they  waft  on  eager  wing. 
And  wait  assembled  tbe  reCumingspring. 
Meanwhile  they  trim  th^r  pjumes  fwr  length  of  fli^bt, 
Whet  their  keen  beaks,  and  twisting  claws,  for  fight ; 
Each. crane  the  pygmy  power  inthoogbt  o*ertunif, 
Aud  every  bosom  for  the  battle  bums. 

When  genial  gales  the  frozen  air  unbind, 
The  screaming  legions  wheel,  and  mount  tbe  wind ; 
Far  in  the  stky  tbey  form  their  long  array. 
And  land  and  ocean  stretch'd  immense  survey 
Deep  deep  beneath;  and,  triumphing  in  pride, 
With  clouds  and  winds  oommix'd,  innumerous  ride : 
Tis  wild  obstreperous  clangour  all,  and  heaven 
Whirls,  in  tempestuous  undulation  driven. 

Nor  less  th'  alarm  that  shook  tbe  world  below. 
Where  march'd  in  pomp  of  war  th'  embattled  foe: 
Where  mannikins  with  haughty  step  advauce. 
And  grasf^  the  shield,  and  couch  the  quivering  lance 
To  right  and  left  the  lengthening  lines  tbey  form. 
And  rank'd  in  deep  array  await  the  storm. 

High  in  the  midst  the  chieftain -dwarf  was  seen, 
Of  giant  stature,  and  imperial  mien : 
Full  twenty  inches  tall,  he*  strode  along. 
And  view'd  with  lofty  eye  the  wondering  throng; 
And  while  witli  many  a  scar  his  visage  firown'd. 
Bared  his  broad  bosom,  rough  with  many  a  wound 
Of  beaks  and  claws,  diseloeing  to  their  sight 
The  gloriouf)  meed  of  high  heroic  m^ht. 
For  with  insatiate  vengeance,  bepursu'd. 
And  never-ending  hate,  the  feathery  brood. 
Unhappy  they,  confiding  in  tbe  length 
Of  horny  beak,  or  talon's  crooked  strength, 
Who  durst  abide  his  rage ;  the  blade  descends^ 
And  from  the  panting  trunk  the  pinxm  rends; 
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laid  tow  in  dust  tiie  pinkm  waves  no  nore. 

The  trunk  disfigur'd  stifieos  in  its  gore. 

What  hosts  of  heroes  fell  beneath  his  force  I 

What  heaps  of  chicken  carnage  mark'd  his  ooane  1 

How  oft,  O  Strymon,  thy  lone  banks  along, 

Did  wailing  Echo  waft  the  funeral  song ! 

And  now  from  fifir  the  mingling  clamours  rise. 
Loud  and  more  loud  rebounding  through  the  skies. 
Fcom  skirt  to  skirt  of  Heaven,  with  stormy  sway, 
A  cloud  rolls  on,  and  darkens  all  the  day. 
Near  and  more  near  descends  the  dreadful  shade. 
And  now  in  battailous  array  displayed, 
On  sounding  wings,  and  screaming  in  their  ire^ 
The  cranes  rush  onward,  and  the  fight  require. 

The  pygmy  warrion  eye  with  fearless  glare 
The  host  thick  swarming  o'er  the  burthen'd  air  ; 
Thick  swarming  now,  but  to  their  native  land 
DoomM  to  return  a  scanty  straggling  hand.^- 
When  sudden,  darting  down  the  depth  of  Heaven, 
Fierce  on  th'  expecting  foe  the  cranes  are  driven^ 
The  kindling  phrensy  every  bosom  warms, 
The  region  echoes  to  the  crash  of  arms : 
Loose  feathers  from  th'  encountering  armies  fly, 
And  in  careering  whirlwinds  mount  the  sky. 
To  breathe  from  toll  upsprings  the  panting  crane. 
Then  with  fresh  vigour  downward  darts  again. 
Success  in  equal  balance  hovering  hangs. 
Here,  on  the  sharp  spear,  mad  with  mortal  pangs. 
The  bird  transfixed  in  bloody  vortex  whirls. 
Yet  fierce  in  death  the  threatening  talon  curls  ; 
There,  while  the  life-blood  bubbles  from  his  wound. 
With  little  feet  the.pygmy  beats  the  ground  ; 
Beep  from  his  breast  the  short  short  sob  be  draws, 
And  dying  curses  the  keen-pointed  claws. 
Trembles  the  thundering  field,  thick  covered  o*er 
With  falchions,  mangled  wings,  and  streaming  gore. 
And  pygmy  arms,  and  beaks  of  ample  size. 
And  here  a  claw,  and  there  a  finger  lies. 

Encompassed  round  with  heaps  of  slanghter'd  foes. 
All  grim  in  blood  the  pygmy  champion  glows. 
And  on  th'  assailing  host  impetuous  springs. 
Careless  of  nibbling  bills,  and  flapping  wings  ; 
And  midst  the  tumult  wheresoever  he  turns. 
The  battle  with  redoubled  fury  bums  ; 
From  evVy  side  th'  avenging  cranes  amain  ^ 
Throng,  to  o'erwhclm  this  terroor  of  the  plain* 
When  suddenly  (for  such  the  will  of  Jove) 
A  fowl  enormous,  sousing  from  above, 
The  gallant  chieftain  dutch'd,  and,  soaring  high, 
(Sad  chance  of  battle !  ).bore  him  up  the  sky. 
The  cranes  pursue,  and  clustering  in  a  ring. 
Chatter  trinmphant  round  the  captive  king. 
But  ah  I  what  pangs  each  pygmy  bosom  wrung, 
"When,  now  to  cranes  a  prey,  on  talons  hung. 
High  in  the  clouds  they  saw  their  helpless  lord. 
His  wriggling  form  still  lessening  as  he  soar'd. 

Lo !  vet  again,  with  unabated  rage, 
In  mortal  strife  the  mingling  hosts  engage. 
The  crane  with  darted  bill  assaults  the  foe. 
Hovering  ;  then  wheels  aloft  to  scape  the  blow : 
The  dwarf  in  anguish  aims  the  vengeful  woond  ; 
"But  whirls  in  empty  air  the  felchion  round. 

Such  was  the  scene,  when  midst  the  loud  alarms 
Sublime  th'  eternal  Thunderer  rose  in  amia. 
'When  Briarens,  by  mad  ambition  driven, 
^eav'd  Pelion  huge,  and  hurPd  it  high  at  Heaven. 
Jove  rolPd  redonbliogthundersfromon  high, 
Mouotaim  and  bolt«  enoounter'd  in  the.  sky ; 


Till  one  sinpendoos  mm  whelmM  the  crew. 
Their  vast  limbs  weltefing  wide  in  brimstune  bine. 

But  now  at  length  the  pygmy  legions  yield. 
And  winged  with  terrour  fly  the  fata^field. 
They  raise  a  weak  and  melancholy  wail. 
All  in  distraction  seattermg  o'er  the  vale. 
Prone  on  their  routed  rear  the  cranes  descend ; 
Their  bills  bite  furious,  and  their  talons  rend: 
With  unrelenting  ire  they  urge  the  chace. 
Sworn  to  exterminate  the  hated  race. 
Twas  thus  the  pygmy  name,  once  great  to  war. 
For  spoils  of  conquer'd  cranes  renown 'n  afar. 
Perished.     For,  by  the  dread  decree  o'f  Heaven,' 
Short  is  the  date  to  earthly  grandeur  given, 
And  vain  are  all  attempts  to  roam  beyonS 
Where  fkte  has  fix'd  the  everlasting  bound. 
Fallen  are  the  trophies  of  Assyrian  power. 
And  Persia's  proud  dommion  is  no  more ; 
Yea,  though  to  both  superior  for  m  fame. 
Thine  empire,  Latium,  is  an  empty  name. 

And  now  with  lofty  chiefs  of  ancient  time. 
The  pygmy  heroes  roam  th'  elysian  clime. 
Or,  if  belief  to  matron -tales  be  due. 
Full  oft,  in  the,  belated  shepherd's  view. 
Their  frisking  forms,  in  gentle  green  array'd. 
Gambol  secure  amid  the  moonlight  glade. 
Secure,  for  no  alarming  cranes  molest. 
And  all  their  woes  in  long  oblivion  rest : 
Down  the  deep  vale,  and  narrow  winding  way. 
They  foot  it  fbatly,  ranged  in  ringlets  gay : 
'Tisjoy  and  frolic  all,  where'er  they  rove. 
And  Fairy-people  is  the  name  they  love. 


THE  HARES. 


Yes,  yes,  I  grant  the  sons  of  Earth 
Are  doom'd  to  trouble'from  their  birth. 
We  all  of  sorrow  have  our  share ; 
But  say,  is  yours  without  compare  } 
Look  round  the  world ;  perhaps  youMI  find 
£ach  individual  of  our  kind 
Pressed  with  an  equal  load  of  ill. 
Equal  at  least     Look  further  still. 
And  own  your  lamentable  case 
Is  little  short  of  happiness. 
In  yonder  hut  that  stands  alone 
Attend  to  Famine's  feeble  moan ; 
Or  view  the  couch  where  Sickness  lies, 
Mark  his  pale  cheek,  and  languid  eyes. 
His  frame  by  strong  oonvt;lsion  torn,    - 
His  struggling  sighs,  and  looks  forlorn* 
Or  see,  transfixed  with  keener  pangs. 
Where  o'er  his  hoard  the  miser  hangs  ; 
Whistles  the  wind ;  he  starts,  he  stares. 
Nor  Slumber's  balmy  blessing  shares; 
Despair,  Remorse,  and  Terror  roll 
l*beir  tempests  on  his  harrass'd  soul. 

But  here  perhaps  it  may  avail 
T*  enforce  our  reasoning  with  a  tale. 

Mild  was  the  morn,  the  sky  serene. 
The  jolly  hunting  band  convene. 
The  beagle's  breast  with  ardour  bums, 
The  bounding  steed  the  cbampaigo  spurns. 
And  Fancy  oft  the  game  descries 
Thro^  the  bound*!  nose,  and  huntsman's  eye 
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Just  then,  a  coanci)  of  the  bare» 
Had  met.  on  natioual  afiUirs. 
The  chiefs  were  set ;  while  o*er  their  head 
The  furzo  Us  frizzled  covering  spread. 
Ijong  HsU  of  i^n'evances  were  heard, 
And  ger*eral  discontent  appear^. 
"  Our  harmless  race  shal  every  savago 
Both  quadruped  and  biped  ravage  ? 
Shall  horses,  hounds,  and  buntera  still 
Unite  their  wits  to  work  us  ill } 
'Vhe  youth,  hi<:  parent's  sole  delight, 
Wiiose  tooth  the  dewy  lawns  invite. 
Whose  pulse  in  every  vein  beats  strong,   ' 
Whose  limbs  leap  light  the  vales  along. 
May  yet  are  no  ^otide  meet  bis  death. 
And  lie  dismember'd  on  the  beatb. 
For  youth,  alas,  nor  cautious  age, 
Nor  strenffth,  nor  speed,  eludes  their  rage. 
In  every  field  «c  meet  the  foe,    . 
Each  gale  comes  fraught  with  sounds  of  woe  ^ 
The  morning  but  awakes  our  fears. 
The  evening  sees  us  batb'd  in  tears. 
But  must  we  ever  idly  grieve, 
Nor  strive  our  fortunes  to  relieve  ? 
Small  is  each  individual's  foroe : 
To  stratagem  be  our  recourse ; 
And  then,  from  all  our  tribes  combin'd^ 
The  murdewr  to  bis  cast  may  find 
No  foes  are  weak,  whom  Justice  arms. 
Whom  Concord  leads,  and  Hatred  warms. 
Be  ronsM;  or  liberty  acquire, 
Or  in  the  great  attempt  expire." 
He  said  no  more,  for  in  his  breast 
Couflicting  thoughts- the  vokse  suppressed : 
'  'I*he  fire  of  vengeance  seemM  to  stream 
From  his  swoln  eyebalFs  yellow  gleam. 

And  now  the  tumults  of  the  war, 
Mingling  confusedly  from  afitr, 
Swell  in  the  wind.     Now  louder  ciiet 
Distinct  of  hounds  and  men  arise. 
Forth  from  the  brake,  with  beating  heart, 
Th'  assembled  bares  tumultuotis  start. 
And,  every  straining  nerve  on  wing. 
Away  precipitately  spring. 
The  hunting  band,  a  signal  given, 
Thick  thundering  o'er  the  plain  are  driven; 
O'er  clifi'  abrupt,  and  shrubby  mound. 
And  river  broaid,  impetuous  bound ; 
Now  plunge  amid  the  forest  shades, 
Ulance  through  the  openings  of  the  glades; 
Now  o'er  the  level  valley  sweep. 
Now  with  short  steps  strain  up  the  steep; 
While  backward  from  the  honter^s  eyes 
T^e  Inudscape  like  a  torrent  flies. 
At  last  an  ancient  wood  they  gained. 
By  pruner's  ax  yet  unproibned. 
High  o'er  the  rest,  by  Nature  rear*d. 
The  oak's  nftajestic  boughs  appeared  ; 
Beneath,  a  copse  of  various  hue 
In  barbarous  luxnriance  grew. 
No  knife  had  curbed  the  rambling  sprays. 
No  hand  had  wove  th'  implicit  maze. 
The  flowering  thorn,  self-taught  to  wind, 
The  hazle's  stubborn  stem  intwin'd, 
And  bramble  twigs  were  wreathed  around. 
And  rough  futice  crept  alonp:  the  ground. 
Here  shelterinir,  from  the  sons  of  murther. 
The  bares  dra;;  their  tired  limbs  no  further. 


But  lo,  tbe  western  wind  ere  lo^f 
Was  loud,  and  roar'd  the  woods  aaoag; 
From  rustling  leaves,  and  crashing  booghi^ 
The  sound  of  woe  and  war  arose. 
The  bares  distracted  scour  the  grove^ 
As  terrour  and  amazement  drove ; 
But  danger,  wberesoe'er  they  fled. 
Still  seem*d  impending  o'er  their  head. 
Now  crowded  in  a  grotto's  gloom, 
All  hope  extinct,  they  wait  their  doom- 
Dire  was  the  silence,  till,  at  length. 
Even  from  despair  deriving  strength. 
With  bloody  eye,  and  furious  look, 
A  daring  youth  arose  and  spoke. 

<<  O  wretched  raoe,  the  scorn  of  Fate, 
Whom  ills  of  every  sort  await ! 
O,  curs'd  with  keenest  sense  to  feel 
The  sharpest  sting  of  every  ill ! 
Say  ye,  who,  fraught  with  mighty  scheme, 
Of  liberty  and  vengeance  dream. 
What  now  remains  ^  To  what  recess 
Shall  we  our  weary  steps  address, 
Since  Fate  is  evermore  pursuing 
All  ways,  and  means  to  work  our  min  ? 
Are  we  alone,,  of  all  beneath, 
Condemn'd  to  misery  worse  than  death ! 
Must  we,  with  fruitless  labour,  strive 
In  misery  worse  than  death  to  live  1 
No.     Be  the  smaller  ill  our  choioe : 
So  dictates  Nature's  powerful  voice. 
Death's  pang  will  in  a  moment  cease; 
And  then.  All  hail,  eternal  peace  !** 
Thus  while  he  spoke,  his  words  impart 
'  Tbe  dire  resolve  to  every  heart. 

A  distant  lake  in  prospect  lay. 
That,  glittering  in  tbe  solar  my, 
Oleam'd  thro'  tbe  dusky  trees,  and  shot 
A  trembling  light  along  tbe  grot. 
Thither  with  one  consent  they  bend. 
Their  sorrows  with  their  lives  to  end. 
While  each,  in  thought,  already  heait 
The  water  hissing  in  his  ears. 
Fast  by  the  margin  of  the  lake, 
Cooceal'd  within  a  thorny  brake, 
A  linnet  sate,  whose  caureless  lay 
Amus'd  the  solitary  day. 
Careless  be  song,  for  on  his  breast 
Sorrow  no  lasting  trace  impress'd  ; 
When  suddenly  he  heard  a  sound 
Of  swift  feet  traversing  the  ground. 
Quick  to  the  neighbouring  tree  he  flies. 
Thence  trembling  casts  around  his  eyes; 
No  foe  appear'd,  his  fears  were  vain ; 
Pleas'd  be  renews  the  sprightly  strain. 

The  haras,  whose  noise  bad  caused  his  firigbt, 
Saw  with  surprize  the  linnet's  flight. 
**  Is  there  on  Earth  a  wretch,"  they  said, 
'*  Whom.our  approach  can  strike  with  dcead  ?" 
An  instantaneous  change  of  thought 
To  tumult  every  bosom  wrought 
So  Hires  tbe  system-building  sage. 
Who,  plodding  on  fro(n  youth  to  age. 
At  last  on  some  foundation-dream 
Has  rear'd  aloft  bis  goodly  scheme^ 
And  prov'd  bis  predecessors  fools, 
And  bound  all  nature  by  his  rules; 
So  fares  he  in  that  dreadful  hour. 
When  ipjur'd  Truth  exerts  her  power. 
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Some  Mw  pbenometioii  to  raise, 
Which,  bursting  on  his  frighted  ^ze, 
From  its  proud  summit  to  the  ground 
Prores  the  whole  edifice  unsound. 

"  Children, "  thus  spoke  a  hare  sedate, 
WiM>  oft  had  known  th'  extremes  of  fate^ 
**  In  slight  events  the  docile  mind 
May  hints  of  good  instruction  find. 
That  our  condition  is  tlie  worst, 
And  we  with  such  mi^fortnoes  cursed 
As  a'l  comparison  defy, 
Was  late  the  aniTersal  cry, 
When  lo,  an  accident  so  slight 
As  yooder  little  linnet*s  flight, 
Has  made  3r6ur  stuhbom  heart,  confesi 
(So  jour  amazement  bids  me  guess) 
That  all  our  load  of  woes  and  fears 
Is  but  a  part  of  what  he  bears. 
Wliere  can  be  rest  secure  from  barms,  . 
Whom  even  a  helpless  bare  alarms  ? 
Yet  he  repines  not  at  bis  lot, 
Wbeo  past  the  danger  is  forgot : 
On  yonder  bough  he  trims  bis  wings. 
And  with  unusual  rapture  sings : 
While  we,  less  wretched,  sink  beneath 
Our  lighter  ills,  and  rush  to  death. 
Ko  more  of  this  unmeaning  rage. 
But  bear,  my  friends,  the  words  of  age. 

"  When  by  the  winds  of  autumn  driven 
The  scattered  clouds  fly  cross  the  Heaven, 
Oft  have  we,  from  some  mountain's  head. 
Beheld  th'  alternate  light  and  shade 
Sweep  the  long  vale.    Here  hovering  lowers 
The  shadowy  cloud  ;  tbere  downwards  pours. 
Streaming  direct,  a  flood  of  day, 
W'hich  from  the  view  flies  swift  away ; 
It  dies,  while  other  shades  advance. 
And  other  streaks  of  sunshine  glance. 
Thus  chequered  is  the  life  below 
W'ith  gleams  of  joy  and  clouds  of  woe* 
Then  hope  nvt,  while  we  journey  on. 
Still  to  be  basking  in  the  sun  : 
Nor  fear,  tho'  now  in  shades  ye  mourn. 
That  sunshine  will  no  more  return. 
If,  by  your  tcrrours  overcome,    ' 
Ye  fly  before  th*  approaching  gloom. 
The  rapid  clouds  your  flight  pursue. 
And  darkne^  still  overcasts  your  view. 
Who  longs  to  reach  the  radiant  plain 
Must  onward  urge  his  course  amain; 
F(ir  doubly  swift  the  shadow  flies. 
When  'gainst  the  gale  the  pilgrim  plies. 
At  least  be  Arm,  and  uodismay'd 
Maintain  your  ground  !  the  fleeting  shade 
Kre  long  spontaneous  glides  away, 
And  gives  you  bac-.  th*  enlivening  ray. 
I»,  nhile  I  speak,  our  danger  past ! 
No  more  the  ^h^ill  horn's  angry  blast 
Howls  in  otir  ear ;  the  savage  roar 
Of  war  and  murder  is  no  more. 
Tlien  ^ni^tch  the  moment  fiste  allows^ 
Nor  ihtiik  of  past  or  futnre  woes." 
He  s{>ok<* ;  and  hope  revives ;  the  lake 
That  infitant  one  and  all  forsake. 
In  sweet  amusement  to  emp!oy 
The  present  sprightly  hour  of  joy. 

>fow  from  the  western  mountain's  brow, 
0)i&pass*d  with  clouds  i/f  various  gk>w. 


.  .  ,  ODE. 

Trie  Sun  a  broader  orb  displays, 
A  id  shoots  aslope  his  ruddy  rays. 
Tne  lawn  assumes  a  fresher  green. 
And  dew  drops  spangle  all  the  scene. 
The  balmy  zephyr  breathes  along, 
The  shepherd  sings  his  tender  song. 
With  all  their  lays  the  groves  resound. 
And  falling  waters  murmur  round,  * 

Discord  and  car^  were  put  to  flight. 
And  ail  was  peace,  and  calm  delight 


Si9 


EPITAPH: 

BEING   PAST  OP  AN    INSCRIPTION    FOR     A    MONUMENT 

TO    BE    SRBCTED    BY   A    CBNTLEMAN    TO    TUB 

MEMORY   OP   HIS    LAUY. 

Farewbll,  my  best-belov*d ;  whose  heavenly  mind 

Genius  with  virtue,  strength  with  softness  jaiu*d ; 

Devotion,  undebas'd  by  pride  or  art. 

With  meek  simplicity,  and  joy  of  heart; 

Though  sprightly,  gentle ;  though  polite,  sincere; 

And  only  of  thyself  a  judge  severe ; 

Unblam'd,  unequaird  in  each  sphere  pf  life, 

The  tenderest  daughter,  sister,  parent,  wife. 

In  thee  their  patroness  th'  aftlicted  lost; 

Thy  friends,  their  pattern,  ornament,  and  boast ; 

And  I — but  ah,  can  words  my  io^s  declare. 

Or  paint  th*  extremes  of  transport  and  despair  I 

O  thou,  beyond  what  verse  or  speech  can  tell. 

My  gu^e,  my  friend,  my  best-be!ov*d,  farewell  1 


ODE 

ON  LORD  H  ♦  ♦  *s  BIRTH-DAY. 

A  MUSE,  unskilVd  in  venal  praise, 

Uiiatain*d  with  flattery's  art : 

Who  loves  simplicity  of  lays 

Breath 'd  ardent  from  the  heart ; 

While  gratitude  and  joy  inspire. 

Resumes  the  long-unpractis'd  lyre. 

To  hail,  O  H  *  *,  thy  natal  morn  r 

No  gaudy  wreath  of  flowers  she  weaves. 

But  twines  with  oak  the  laurel  leaves. 

Thy  cradle  to  adorn. 

For  not  on  beds  of  gaudy  flowers 

Thine  ancestors  reclined. 

Where  sloth  dissolves,  and  spleen  devours 

All  energy  of  mind. 

To  hurl  the  dart,  to  ride  the  car. 

To  stem  the  deluges  of  war. 

And  snatch  from  fate  a  sinking  land ; 

Trample  th'  invader's  lofty  crest, 

And  from  his  grasp  the  dagger  wrest. 

And  desolating  brand : 

*Twas  this,  that  rais*d  th*  illustrious  line 

To  match  the  first  in  fame  ! 

A  thousand  years  have  seen  it  shine 

With  unabated  flame. 

Have  seen  thy  mighty  sires  appear 

Foremost  in  glory's  high  career. 

The  pride  and  pattern  of  the  brave. 

Vet,  pure  from  lust  of  blood  their  lire. 

And  from  ambition's  wild  desire. 

They  triumpb'd  but  to  save. 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


550 


BEATDE'S  POEMS. 


The  l(f  use  with  joy  attends  their  way 
The  vale  of  peace  along; 
There  to  it&  lord  the  village  gay 
Kcnews  the  grateful  song. 
Yon  castle'H  glittering  towers  centaia 
Nol  pit  of  woe,  nor  clanking  chain, 
Nor  to  the  suppliant's  wail  resound  ; 
The  open^oors  the  needy  bless, 
Th'  unfriended  bail  their  calm  recess^ 
And  gladness  smiles  around. 
There  to  the  sympathetic  heart 
Lifers  best  delights  belong. 
To  mitigate  the  mourner's  smart. 
To  guard  the  weak  firom  wrong. 
Ye  sons  of  luxury,  be  wise : 
Know,  happiness  for  ever  flies 
The  cold  and  solitary  breast ; 
Then  let  the  social  instinct  glow. 
And  learn  to  feel  another's  woe, 
And  in  bis  joy  be  blest 
O  yet,  ere  Pleasure  plant  her  snare 
For  unsuspecting  youth  ; 
Ere  Flattery  her  song  prepare 
To  check  the  voice  of  Truth ; 
O  may  his  country's  guardian  power 
'  Attend  the  slumbering  infant's  bower. 
And  bright,  inspiring  dreams  impart; 
To  Touse  th'  hereditary  iire, 
To  kindle  each  sublime  desire, 
Exalt,  and  warm  the  heart. 

Swift  to  reward  a  parent's  fears, 

A  parent's  hopes  to  crown, 

Roll  on  in  peace,  ye  blooming  years. 

That  rear  him  to  renown  ; 

When  m  his  finish 'd  form  and  face 

Admiring  multitudes  shall  trace 

F^ich  patrimonial  charm  combin'd. 

The  courteous  yet  majestic  mien, 

The  liberal  smile,  the  look  serene. 

The  great  and  gentle  mind. 

Yet,  though  thou  draw  a  nation's  eyes. 
And  win  a  nation's  love, 
Let  not  thy  towering  mind  despise 
The  village  and  the  grove. 
No  slander  there  shall  wound  thy  fame. 
No  ruffian  take  his  deadly  aim, 
l/o  rival  weai'e  the  secret  snare : 
For  Innocence  with  angel  smile, 
Simplicity  that  knows  no  guile, 
And  Love  and  Peace  are  there. 
When  winds  the  mountain  oak  assail. 
And  lay  its  glories  waste, 
Content  may  slumber  in  the  vale, 
Unconscious  of  the  blast. 
Thro'  scenes  of  tumult  while  we  roam. 
The  heart,  alas !   is  ne'er  at  home, 
It  hopes  in  time  to  roam  no  more ; 
The  mariner,  not  vainly  braye. 
Combats  the  storm,  and  rides  the  wave. 
To  rest  at  last  on  shore. 
Ye  prouu,  ye  selflsh,  ye  severe. 
How  vain  your  mask  of  state  I 
The  good  alone  have  joy  sincere. 
The  good  alone  are  great : 
Great,  when,  amid  the  vale  of  peace. 
They  bid  the  plaint  of  sorrow  cease» 


And  hear  the  voice  of  artless  praise; 
As  when  along  the  tropby'd  plain 
Sublime  tbey  lead  the  victor  train. 
While  shouting  nations  gaze. 


TO  THE  EIGHT  HOK. 

LADT  CHARLOTTE  GORDON. 

DEESSBD  IN  A  TAETAN  SCOTCH  BOKHBT,  WITH  nVUSt, 

Why,  lady,  wilt  thou  bind  Ihy  lovely  brow 
With  the  dread  semblance  of  that  warlike  helm. 
That  nodding  plume,  and  wreath  of  various  .dow. 
That  grac'd  the  chiefs  of  Scotia's  ancient  realm  ? 
Thou  knowest  that  Virtue  is  of  power  the  source, 
And  all  her  magic  to  thy  eyes  is  given ; 
We  own  their  empire,  while  we  feel  their  force, 
Beaming  with  the  benignity  of  heaven. 
The  plumy  helmet,  and  the  martial  mien. 
Might  dignify  Minerva's  awful  charms; 
But  more  resistless  far  th'  Idalian  queen- 
Smiles,  graces,  gentleness,  her  only  arms. 


THE  HERMIT, 

At  the  Xi\oae  of  the  day,  when  the  hamlet  is  still. 
And  mortals  the  sweets  of  forgetfulness  prote. 
When  nought  but  the  torrent  is  heard  on  the  bill. 
And  nought  bat  the  nightingale's  song  in  the  gro^'e: 
Twas  thus,  by  the  cave  of  the  naountain  afar, 
While  his  harp  rung  symphonious,  a  hermit  began; 
No  more  with  himself  or  with  nature  at  war. 
He  thought  as  a  sage,  though  he  felt  as  a  man. 

"  Ah !  why,  all  abandon'd  to  darkness  and  woe, 
Why,  lone  Philomela,  that  languishing  hW  t 
For  spring  shall  return,  and  a  lover  bestow, 
And  sorrow  no  longer  thy  bosura  inthral. 
But,  if  pity  inspire  thee,  renew  the  SAd  lay, 
Mourn,  sweetest  complainer,  man  calls  thee  to 
mourn ;  . 

0  soothe  him,'  whose  pleasures  like  thine^Mss  away: 
Full  quickly  they  pass — but  they  never  return. 

**  Now  gliding. remote,  on  the  Terge  of  the  skjr, 
The  Moon  half  extinguish'd  her  crescent  displays: 
But  lately,!  mark'd,'when  majestic  on  high 
She  shone,  and  the  planets  were  lost  in  lier  blaze. 
Roll  on,  thou  fair  orb,  and  with  gladness  parvue 
The  path  that  <?ondncts  thee  to  Splendour  again. 
But  man's  faded  glory  what  change  shall  renev ! 
Ah  fool !  to  extllt  ui  a  glory  so  vain  ! 

"  Tts  night,  and  the  landscape  is  lovely  no  mor? ; 

1  mourn,  but,  ye  woodlands,  I  mourn  not  fbr  yoa; 
For  mom  is  approaching,  your  charms  to  restore, 
Perfiim'd  with  fresh  fragrance,  and  glittering  »itl> 

dew. 
Nor  yet  for  the  ravage  of  winter  I  mourn ; 
Kind  Nature  the  embryo  blossom  will  save. 
But  when^hall  spring  visit  the  mouldering  urn ! 
O  when  shall  It  dawn  on  the  night  of  the  gcare  I" 
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'  Tvas  thus,  by  the  glare  of  false  science  betray'd. 
That  leads,  to  bewilder ;  and  dazzles,  tu  blind  : 
My  thoughts  wont  to  roam,  from  shade  onward  to 

shade^ 
Destryctioo  before  me,  and  sorrow  behind. 
*  ^  pity>  81^^  Father  of  light,'  then  I  cry'd, 
'  Thy  creature  who  fain  would  not  wander  from  thee; 
Lo,  bumbled  in  dust,  I  relinquish  my  pride  : 
From  donbt  and  from  darkness  thou  only  canst 

free.' 

"  And  darkness  and  doubt  are  now  flying  away. 

No  longer  I  roam  in  conjecture  forlorn. 

So  breaks  on  the  traveller,  faint,  and  astray, 

The  bright  and  the  balmy  effulgence  of  mom. 

Sec  Truth,  Love,  and  Mercy,  in  triumph  descending, 

And  natnre  all  glowing  in  Eden's  first  bloom  ! 

On  the  c<ild  cheek  of  Death  smiles  and  roses  are 

blending, 
And  Beauty  immortal  awakes  from  the  tomb.' 


•H    tHB    RKPOKT  OF  A  MONUMENT   TO  BB  ERRCTBD    IM 

WESTMINSTER   ABBEY,    TO  TUB    MRMORY   OP   A 

LATB  AVTROE.    (CHURCHILL.) 

(Written  in  1765.; 
[Part  «f  a  Letter  to  a  person  of  quality.] 
— ^Lest  your  lordship,  who  are  so  well  acquaint. 
•  ed  with  every  thing  that  relates  to  true  honour, 
should  think  hardly  of  me  for  attacking  the  memory 
of  the  dead,  I  beg  leave  to  offer  a  few  words  in  my 
own  vindication.  ^ 

If  I  bad  composed  the  following  verses,  with  a 
view  to  gratify  private  resentment,  to  promote  the 
hiteivst  of  any  faction,  or  to  recommend  myself  to 
the  patronage  of  any  person  whatjx>ever,  I  should 
have  been  altogether  inexcusable.  To  attack  the 
memory  of  the  dead  from  selfish  considerations,  or 
from  mere  wantonness  of  malice,  is  an  enormity 
which  none  can  hold  in  greater  detestation,  than  I. 
But  1  composed  them  from  very  different  motives  ( 
as  every  intellis^ent  reader,  who  peruses  them  with  at- 
tentioo,  and  who  is  willing  to  believe  me  upon  my  own 
testimony,  will  undoubtedly  perceive.  My  motives 
proceeded  from  a  sincrre  desire  to  do  some  small 
service  to  my  country,  and  to  the  cause  of  truth 
and  virtue.  The  promoters  of  faction  1  ever  did, 
and  ever  will  consider  as  the  enemies  of  mankind  : 
to  the  memory  of  such  I  owe  no  veneration  :  to  the 
writings  of  such  I  owe  no  indulgence. 

Your  lordship  knows  that  (Churchill)  owed  the 
greatest  share  of  his  renown  to  the  most  incompe. 
tent  of  all  judges,  the  mob:  actuated  by  the  most 
unworthy4>f  all  principles,  a  spirit  of  insolence,  and 
inflamed  by  the  vilest  of  all  human  passions,  hatred 
to  their  fellow  citizen:.  Those  who  joined  the  cry 
in  his  favour  seemed  to  me  to  be  swayed  rather  by 
fashion  than  by  real  sentiment :  he  therefore  might 
have  lived  and  died  unmolested  by  me,  confident 
as  I  am,  that  posterity,  when  the  present  unhappy 
dissefitions  are  forgotten,  will  do  ample  justice  to 
his  real  character.  But  when  I  saw  the  extrava- 
gant honours  that  were  paid  to  his  memory,  and 
heard  that  a  monument  in  Westminster  Abbey  was 
intended  for  one  whom  even  his  admirers  acknow- 
ledge to  have  been  an  incendiary,  and  a  debauchee ; 
1  could  not  help  wishing  that  my  countrymen  would 


reflect  a  little  on  what  they  were  doing,  before  they 
consecrated,  by  what  posterity  would  think  the  pub^ 
lie  voice,  a  character,  which  no  friend  to  virtue  or 
true  taste  can  approve.  It  was  this  sentiment,  en- 
forced by  the  earnest  request  of  a  friend,  which 
produced  the  following  litrle  poem ;  in  which  I  have 
said  nothing  of  (Churchill's)  manners  that  is  not 
warranted  by  the  best  authority :  nor  of  his  wriU 
ings,  that  is  not  perfectly  agreeable  to  the  opinion 
of  many  of  the  most  competent  judges  in  Britain. 
(Aberdeen)  January,  1765. 


BuFO,  begone  !  with  thee  may  Faction*s  fSre, 
That  hotch'd  thy  salamander-fame,  expins. 
Fame,  dirty  idol  of  the  birainless  crowd. 
What  half-made  moon-calf  can  mi«>take  for  good  ! 
Since  shared  by  knaves  of  high  and  low  degree  ; 
Cromwell  and  Cataline :  Guido  Fanx,  and  thee. 

By  nature  uninspired,  uhtaught  by  art ; 
With  not  one  thought  that  breathes  the  feeling  heart. 
With  not  one  offering  vow>d  to  Virtue's  shrine. 
With  not  one  pure  unprostitoted  hne ; 
Alike  debauch'd  in  body,  soul,  and  lays ; — 
For  pensioned  censure,  and  for  pension'^  praise. 
For  ribaldry,  for  libels,  lewdness,  lies, 
For  blasphemy  of  all  the  good  and  wise : 
Coarse  violence  in  coarser  doggrel  #rit,  [wit : 

Wliich  bawling  blackguards  spellM,  and  tor)k  for 
For  conscience,  h<inour,  slighted,  spum'd,  o'er« 
Lo,  Bufo  shines  the  minion  of  renown,    [thrown  :— 

Is  this  the  land  tha^  boasts  a  Milton's  fire. 
And  magic  Spenser's  wildly  warbling  lyre  I 
The  land  that  owns  th'  omnipotence  of  song. 
When  Shakespear  whirls  the  throbbing  heart  along  ? 
The  land,  where  Pope,  with  energy  divine, 
In  one  strong  blaze  bade  wit  and  fancy  shine : 
Whose  verse,  by  truth  m  virtue's  triumph  bom. 
Gave  knaves  to  infamy,  and  fools  to  scorn ; 
Yet  pure  in  manners,  and  in  thought  refin'd, 
Whose  life  and  lays  adorn'd  and  blessed  mankind  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where  Gray's  unlabour'd  art 
Souths,  melts,  alarms,  and  ravishes  the  heart : 
While  the  lone  wanderer's  sweet  complainings  flow 
In  simple  majesty  of  manly  woe ; 
Or  while,  sublime,  on  eagle-pinion  driven. 
He  soars  Pindaric  heights,  and  balls  the  waste  of 

Heaven  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  o'er  Shenstone's  recent  urn 
Where  all  the  Loves  and  gentler  Graces  mourn? 
And  where,  to  crown  the  hoary  bard  of  night ' 
The  Muses  and  the  Virtues  all  un  te  ? 
Is  this  the  land,  where  Akenside  displays 
The  bold  yet  temperate  flame  of  ant'ient  days  ? 
Like  tlie  rapt  sage  >,  in  genius  as  in  theme. 
Whose  hallow'd  strain  renown'd  Ilyssus'  stream : 
Or  him,  the  indignant  bard  3,  whose  patriot  ire. 
Sublime  in  vengance,  smote  the  dreadful  lyre : 
For  truth,  for  liberty,  for  virtue  warm, 
Whose  mighty  song  unnerv'd  a  tyrant's  arm, 
Hush'd  the  rude  roar  of  discord,  rage,  and  lust. 
And  spurn'd  licentious  demagogues  to  dust. 

Is  this  the  queen  of  realms  !  the  glorious  isle,   < 
Britannia,  blest  in  Heaven's  indulgent  smile  ! 


>  Dr.  Young.  «  Plato. 

3  Alceus.     See  Akenside's  Ode  on  Lyric  Poetry 
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Guardian  of  troth,  and  pstronesB  of  art, 
Kurte  of  th'  andaanted  soul,  and  generous  heart  1 
Where,  from  a  tese  uotbanlcrul  work!  exiPd, 
Freedom  exults  to  roam  the  careleas  wild  : 
Where  taste  to  science  every  charm  supplies. 
And  genius  sours  unbounded  to  the  skies  ! 

And  shall  a  Bufiys  most  polluted  name 
Stain  her  bright  tablet  df  untainted  fame ! 
Shall  his  disgraceful  name  with  theirs  be  join*d. 
Who  wish'd  and  wrought  the  welfare  of  their  kind  ! 
His  name  accurst,  who  leagued  with  ******  and 

Hell, 
Laboar'd  to  rouse,  with  rude  and  murderous  yell^ 
Discord  the  fiend,  to  toss  rebellion's  brand. 
To  whelm  in  rage  and  woe  a  guiltless  land : 
To  fhistrate  wisdom's,  virtoe's  noblest  plan, 
And  triumph  in,  the  miseries  of  man. 

Driveling  and  dull,  when  crawls  the  reptile  Muse, 
Swoln  from  the  sty,  and  rankling  from  the  stews, 
/      With  envy,  spleen,  and  pestilence  replete. 

And  gorg'd  with  dust  sheVickM  from  Treason's  feet : 
Who  ODce,  like  Satan,  rais'd  to  Heaven  her  sight, 
Butturn'd  abhorrent  from  the  hated  light : — 
O'er  such  a  Muse  shall  wreathe  of  glory  bloom ! 
No— shame  and  execration  be  her  doom. 

Hard-fisted  Bufo,  could  not  dulness  save 
Thy  soul  from  sin,  from  infamy  thy  grave  1 
Blackmore  and  Qoarles,  those  blockheads  of  renown, 
Lavish'd  their  ink,  but  never  harm'd  the  town. 
Though  this,  thy  brother  in  discordant  song, 
Harasft'd  the  ear,  and  cramp'd  the  labouring  tongue : 
'  And  that,  like  thee,  taught  staggering  prose  to  stand. 
And  limp  on  stilts  of  rhyme  around  the  land. 
Harmless  they  doz'd  a  scribbling  life  away. 
And  yawDiQg  nations  own'd  th'  innoxious  lay, 
But  from  thy  graceless,  rude,  and  beastly  brain 
What  fury  breath'd  th'  incendiary  strain  ? 

Did  hate  to  vice  exasperate  thy  style  ? 
No— Bufo  match'd  the  vilest  of  the  vile. 
Yet  blazon'd  was  his  verse  with  Virtue's  name — 
Thus  prudes  look  down  to  hide  their  want  of  shame : 
Thus  hypocrites  to  truth,  and  fools  to  sense. 
And  fups  to  taste,  have  sometimes  made  pretence : 
Thus  thieves  and  gamesters  swear  by  honour's  laws : 
Thus  pension-hunters  bawl  *'  their  country's  cause  :'* 
Thus  furious  Teague  for  moderation  rav'd 
And  own*d  his  soul  to  liberty  enslaved. 

Nor  yet,  though  thousand  cits  admire  thy  rage, 
Though  less  of  f(X>l  than  felon  murks  thy  page  : 
Nor  yet,  though  here  and  there  one  lonely  spark 
Of  wit  half  brightens  through  th'  involving  dark. 
To  show  the  gloom  more  hideous  for  the  foil. 
But  not  repay  the  drudging  readers  toil ; 
(For  who  for  ene  poor  pearl  of  clouded  ray  [way  ?) 
Through  Alpine  dunghills  delves    his    desperate 
Did  genius  to  thy  verse  such  bane  impart  ? 
No.     Twas  the  demon  of  thy  venomM  heart, 
(Thy  heart  with  rancour's  quintessence  endued) 
And  the  blind  zeal  of  a  misjudging  crowd. 

Thus  from  rank  soil  a  poison'd  mushroom  sprung. 
Nurseling  obscene  of  mildew  and  of  dung  : 
By  Heaven  designed  on  its  own  native  spot 
Harmless  t*  enlarge  its  bloated  bulk,  and  rot 
But  gluttony  th'  abortive  nuisance  saw ; 
It  rcms'd  his  ravenous  undisceming  maw  : 
Gulp'd  down  the  tasteless  throat,  the  mess  abhorr'd 
Shut  fiery  influence  round  the  maddening  board. 

O  had  thy  verse  been  impotent  as  dull. 
Nor  spoke  the  rancorous  heart,  but  lumpish  bcuII  ; 


Had  mobs  distiDgaish'd,  they  who  hxmVA  thy  han6, 
The  icicle  firom  the  pure  diamond's  f 
From  fency's  soul  thy  gross  imbmted  i 
From  dauntless  truth  thy  ahamele 
From  elegance  confusian's  monstrous  mass, 
And  firom  the  lion's  spoils  the  scotkiog  ass, 
From  rapture's  strain  the  drawling  doggrel  line, 
From  warbling  seraphim  the  grantling  swine  }— 
With  gluttons,  dunces,  rakes,  thy  name  had  dept, 
Nor  o'er  her  sullied  fame  Britannia  wept : 
Nor  had  the  Muse  with  hooesi  zeal  poisess'd, 
T'  avenge  her  country,  by  tby  name  disgrsc'd, 
Rais'd  this  bold  strain  for  virtue,  truth,  maakiDd, 
And  tby  fell  shade  to  infamy  rengn'd. 

When  firaihy  leads  astray  the  soul  siocere. 
Let  mercy  shed  the  soft  and  manly  tear. 
When  to  the  grave  descends  the  sensual  sot. 
Unnamed,  uimoticed,  let  his  carrion  roC 
When  paltry  rogues,  by  stealth,  deceit,  or  force, 
Hazard  their  necks,  ambitious  of  your  purse  : 
For  such  the  hangman  wreaths  his  trusty  gio. 
And  let  the  gallows  expiate  their  sin. 
But  when  a  ruffian,  whose  portentous  crimes 
Like  plagues  and  earthquakes  terrify  the  times, 
Triumphs  through  life,  from  legal  judgment  frfc, 
For  Hell  may  hatch  what  law  could  ne'er  forsee : 
Sacred  from  vengeance  shall  his  memory  rest  ?— 
Judas  though  dead,  though  damn'd,  we  still  detest. 


JUDGMENT  OF  PARIS. 

IPubluked  in  1765.] 

Far  in  the  depth  of  Ida's  inmost  grove, 

A  scene  for  love  and  solitude  design'd ; 
Where  flowery  woodbines  wild  by  Nature  wore 

Formed  the  lone  bower,  the  royal  swain  roclinU 
All  up  the  craggy  cliffs,  that  towered  to  Heaven, 

Green  wav'd  the  murmuring  pines  on  every  tide  j 
Save  where,  fair  opening  to  the  beam  of  even, 

A  dale  slop'd  gradual  to  the  valley  wide. 

Echoed  the  vale  with  many  a  cheerful  note ; 

The  lowing  of  the  herds  resounding  long. 
The  shrilling  pipe,  and  mellow  horn  remote. 

And  social  clamours  of  the  festive  throng. 
For  now,  low  hovering  o'er  the  western  main, 

Where  amber  clouds  begirt  his  dazzling  throne, 
The  Sun  with  ruddier  verdure  deckt  the  plain : 

And  lakes,  and  streams,  and  spires  triuiopbai 
shone. 
And  many  a  band  of  ardent  3ronths  were  seen ; 

Some  into  rapture  fir'd  by  glory's  charms. 
Or  huri'd  the  thundering  car  along  the  green. 

Or  maroh'd  embattled  on  in  glittering  amis. 

Others  more  mild,  in  happy  leisure  gay. 

The  darkening  forest's  lonely  gloom  explore, 
Or  by  Scatnander's  flowery  margin  stray, 

Or  the  blue  Hellespont's  resounding  shore. 
But  chief  the  eye  to  Hion's  glories  tura'd, 

That  glcam'd  along  th'  extended  champaign  &r, 
And  bulwarks,  in  terrific  pomp  adorn'd. 

When  Peace  sat  smiling  at  the  firowns  of  War. 
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tkh  m  (ke  ipoib  of  many  a  sntject-ciimey 

In  pride  luxurioas  blaz'd  th*  imperiaJ  dome ; 
Tover'd  mid  tb'  encircbiig  grove  the  fieme  sublime  j 

And  diead  memoriiib  mark*d  the  hero's  tomb. 
WIm  from  the  Mack  and  bloody  cavern  led  [breast; 

The  savage  stem,  and  800tb*d  his  boisterous 
Who  spoke,  and  Scieoce  rear'd  her  radiant  head. 

And  brightened  o'er  the  long  benighted  waste; 

Or,  grently  daring  in  bis  oonntry's  cause,  [designed. 
Whose   heaven-tangbt    soul    the   awefal  plan 

Whence  Power  stood  trembling  at  the  voice  of  laws ; 
Whence  soared  on  Freedom's  wing  th'  ethereal 


Bot  not  the  pomp  that  royalty  displays. 

Nor  all  th*  imperial  pride  o(F  lofty  Troy, 
Nor  Virtue's  triumph  of  immortal  praise 

Cottld  roose  the  languor  of  the  lingering  boy. 
Ahandoa'd  all  to  soft  Bnone's  charms. 

He  to  obKvion  doom'd  the  listless  day ; 
loglorions  LttlPd  in  love's  dissolvlog  arms,       [lay. 

While  flntes  lascivious  breathed  th'  enfeebling 
To  trim  the  ringlets  of  his  scented  hair : 

To  aim,  insidions,  L6ve's  bewitching  glance  ; 
Or  cull  fresh  garlands  for  the  gaudy  fair. 

Or  wanton  loose  in  the  voluptuous  dance : 
These  were  his  arts ;  these  won  Enonees  love. 

Nor  sought  his  fettered  soul  a  nobler  aim. 
Ah  wby  shoald  beauty's  smile  those  arts  approve^ 

Which  taint  with  infamy  the  lover's  flame  I 
Now  laid  at  largeJieside  a  murmunng  springy 

Melting  he  listened  to  the  vernal  song, 
And  Echo  listening  wav'd  her  airy  wing, 

While  the  deep  winding  dales  the  lays  prolong. 
When  slowly  floating  down  the  azure  skies 

A  crimson  cloud  flashed  on  his  startled  sight ; 
Whose  skirts  gay-sparkling  with  unnumbered  dies 

Laoched  the  long  billowy  trails  of  flickery  light. 
That  instant,  hush'd  was  all  the  vocal  grove, 

Hush'd  waa  the  gale,  and  every  ruder  sound. 
And  strains  aerial,  warbling  far  above, 

Rung  in  the  ear  a  magic  peal  profound. 
Near,  and  more  ^ear,  the  swimming  radiance  roll'd; 

Along  the  mountains  stream  the  lingering  fires. 
Sublime  the  groves  of  Ida  blaze  with  gold, 

And  all  the  Heaven  resounds  with  louder  lyres. 
The  trumpet  breathed  a  note :  and  all  in  air. 

The  glories  vanished  from  the  dazzled  eye  ; 
And  three  ethereal  forms,  divinely  fair, 

Down  the  steep  glade  were  seen  advancing  nigh. 
Tbe  flowering  glade  fell  level  where  they  mov'd; 

0*er-arching  high  the  clustering  roses  hung, 
And  gales  from  Heaven  on  balmy  pinion  rov'd^ 

And  hill  and  dale  with  gratulation  rung. 
The  riiisT  with  slow  and  stately  «tep  drew  near, 

Fix*d  was  her  lofty  eye,  erect  her  mien : 
Sublime  in  grace,  in  majesty  severe. 

She  look'd  and  mov'd  a  goddess  and  a  queen. 
Her  robe  along  the  gale  profusely  stream'd, 

Li;;lit  leaned  the  sceptre  on  her  bending  arm ; 
And  round  her  brow  a  starry  circlet  gleamM, 

Ueiglirening  the   pride  of  each    commanding 
charm. 
Milder  the  nbit  came  on  with  artless  grace, 

And  oo  a  javelin's  <|iiiverhig  length  reclin'd : 


T  exalt  her  mien  she  bade  no  tplendoar  blaze. 

Nor  pomp  of  vesture  fluctuate  on  the  wind. 
Serene,  though  awful,  on  her  brow  the  ligbt 

Of  heavenly  wisdom  shone :  nor  rov'd  her  eyes^ 
Save  to  the  shadowy  cliff's  majestic  height. 

Or  the  blue  concave  of  th'  involving  skies. 
Keen  were  her  eyes  to  search  the  inmost  soul : 

Yet  Virtue  triumph'd  in  their  beams' benign. 
And  impious  Pride  oft  felt  their  dread  cootroul. 

When  in  fierce  lightning  flash'd  the  wrath  divine  <• 
With  awe  and  wonder  gaz*d  th*  adoring  swain ; 

His  kindling  cheeks  great  Virtue's  power  confess'd; 
But  soon  'twas  o*er,  for  Virtue  prompts  in  vain, 

When  Pleasure's  influence  numbs  the  nervelesf* 
breast. 

And  now  advanced  the  qubbn  or  Msr.TiNo  jot. 

Smiling  supreme  in  unresisted  charms. 
Ah  then,  what  transports  fir'd  the  trembling  boy ! 

How   throb'd  his  sickening  frame  with  fierct 
alarms ! 
Her  eyes  in  liquid  light  luxurious  swim, 

Ai^d  languish  with  unutterable  lo%'e.  [limb. 

Heaven's  a  arm  bloom  glows  along  each  bright'ning 

Where  fluttering  blaud  the  veil's  thiu  mantUngs 
rove. 
Quick,  bhisbing  as  abash 'd,  she  half  withdrew ; 

One  hand  a  bough  of  flowering  myrtle  wav'd. 
One  graceful  spread,  where,  scarce  conceai'd  from 
view, 

Soft  through  the  parting  robe  her  bosom  heav'd. 
*'  Offspring  of  Jove  supreme !  belov'd  of  Heav'n  1 

Attend."   Thus  spoke  the  empress  of  the  skies.* 
**  For  know,  to  thee,  high-fated  prince,  'tis  given 

Through  the  bright  realms  of  Fame  sublime  to 
rise, 

*'  Beyond  m.in*s  boldest  hope ;  if  nor  the  wiles 

Of  Pallaa  triumph  o'er  th*  ennobling  thought; 
Nor  Pleasure  \iiro  with  artificial  smiles 

To  quaff  the  poison  of  her  luscious  draught. 
"  When  Juno's  charms  the  prize  of  beauty  claim ' 

Shall  ought  on  Earth,  shall   ought  in  Heav'n 
contend  ? 
Whom  Juno  calls  to  high  triumphant  fame, 

Shall  he  to  meaner  sway  inglorious  bend  ? 
**  Yet  lingering  comfortless  in  lonesome  wild. 

Where  Echo  sleeps  mid  cavern'd  vales  profouady 
The  pride  of  Troy,  Dominion's  darlmg  child, 

Pines  while  the  slow  hour  stalks  its  sullen  ronnd. 

"  Hear  thou,  of  Heav'n  inconscious  1    From  the 
blasee 

Of  glory,  stream'd  ftom  Jove's  eternal  throne. 
Thy  soul,  O  mortal,  caught  th'  inspiring  rays 

That  to  a  god  exalt  Earth's  rapturM  sun. 
**  Hence  the  bold  wish,  on  boundless  pinion  bom. 

That  fires,  alarms,  impels  the  maddening  soul ; 
Tbe  hero's  eye,  hence,  kindling  into  scorn. 

Blasts  the  proud  menace,  and  defies  controul. 
**  Bot,  unimprov'd,  HeavVs  noblest  boons  are  vain, 

No  sun  with  plenty  crowns  th'  uncuUur'd  vale : 
Where  green  lakes  languish  on  the  silent  plain. 

Death  rides  the  billows  of  the  western  gale. 

*  This  is  agreeable  to  the  theology  of  Homer, 
who  often  represents  Pallas  as  the  executioner  of 
divine  vengeance. 
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"  Deep  in  yon  moantaio^s  wmh,  where  the  dark 
Howls  to  the  torrent's  everlasting  n>ar,        [cave 

Does  the  rich  gem  its  flashy  radiance  wave  ? 
Or  flames  with  steady  ray  th'  imperial  ore  ? 

*'  Toil  deckM  with  glittering  domes  yon  champaign 
wide, 

And  wakes  yon  grove-embosom*d  lawns  to  joy. 
And  rends  the  rough -ore  from  the  moantain's  side, 

Spangling  with  starry  pomp  the  thrones  of  Troy. 

**  Fly  these  soft  scenes.  Even  now,  with  playful  art, 

Love  wreathes  the  flowery  ways  with  fatal  snare. 
And  nurse  th'  ethereal  fire  that  warms  thy  heart, 

That  fire  ethereal  lives  but  by  thy  care. 
"  Ix>,  hovering  near  on  dark  and  dampy  wing. 

Sloth  with  stem  patience  waits  the  hour  assigned, 
From  her  chill  plume  the  deadly  dews  to  fling. 

That  quench  Heav*n*s  beam,   and  freeze  the 
cheerless  mind. 

**  Vain,  then,  th'  enlivening  sound  of  Fame's  alarms, 
For  Hope's  exulting  impulse  prompts  no  more :    , 

Vain  even  the  joys  that  lure  to  Pleasure's  arms. 
The  throb  of  transport  is  for  ever  o'er. 

"  Oh  who  shall  then  to  Fancy's  darkening  eyes 

Recall  th'  Elystan  dreams  of  joy  and  light  ? 
Dim  through  the  gloom  the  formless  visions  rise, 

Snatch'd  instantaneous  down  the  gulph  of  night 
•*  Thou,  who  securely  luli'd  in  youth's  warm  ray 

Mark'st  not  the  desolations  wrought  by  Time, 
Be  rous'd  or  perish.     Ardent  for  its  prey 

Speeds  the  fell  hour  that  ravages  thy  prime. 
*'  And,  midst  the  horrours  shrln'd  of  midnight  storm. 

The  fiend  Oblivion  eyes  thee  from  afar. 
Black  with  intolerable  frowns  her  form, 

Beckoning  th'  embattled  whirlwinds  into  war. 
"  Fanes,  bulwarks,  mountains,  worlds,  their  tempest 
whelms : 

Yet  Glory  braves  unmov'd  th'  impetuous  sweep. 
Fly  then,  ere,  huri'd  from  life's  delightful  realms. 

Thou  sink  t'  Oblivion's  dark  and  boundless  deep. 
**  Fly  then,  where  Glory  points  the  path  sublime. 

See  her  crown  dazzling  with  eternal  light ! 
'Tis  Juno  prompts  thy  daring  steps  to  climb. 

And  girds  thy  bounding  heart  with  matchless 
might 
"  Warm  in  the  raptures  of  divine  desire. 

Burst  the  soft  chain  that  curbs  th'  aspiring  mind  : 
And  fly,  where  Victory,  bom  on  wings  of  fire. 

Waves  her  red  banner  to  the  rattling  wind. 
*'  Ascend  the  car.     Indulge  the  pride  of  arms. 

Where  clarions  roll  tbeir  kindling  strains  on  high, 
Where  the  eye  maddens  to  the  dr^id  alarms,   ' 

And  the  long  shout  tumultuous  rends  the  sky. 
'*  Plung'd  in  the  uproar  of  the  thundering  field 
•  I  see  thy  lofty  arm  the  tempest  guide : 
fate  scatters  lightening  from  thy  meteor-shield. 

And  Ruin  spreads  around  the  sanguine  tide. 
•*  Go,  urge  the  terrours  of  thy  headlong  car 

On  prostrate  Pride,  and  Grandeur's  spoils  o*er- 
While  all  amaz'd  even  heroes  shrink  afar,  [thrown. 

And  hosts  embattled  vanish  at  thy  frown. 
*'  When  glory  crowns  thy  godlike  toils,  and  all 

The  triumph's  lengthening  pomp  exalts  thy  soul. 
When  lowly  at  thy  feet  the  mighty  fall. 

And  tyrants  tremble  at  thy  stern  cuntroul : 


"  When  oooqoaring  milliooi  hail  thy  aovereigs 
might. 

And  tribes  unknown  dread  acclamatioo  join : 
How  wilt  thou  spam  the  forms  of  low  delight  I 

For  all  the  ecstasies  of  Heav'o  are  thine : 
"  For  thine  the  joys,  that  fear  no  length  of  days. 

Whose  wide  effulgence  scorns  all  mortal  boond : 
Fame's  trump  in  thunder  shall  annomice  thy  praise, 

Nor  bursting  worlds  her  clarion's  blaat  oooiroaod.*' 
The  goddess  ceas'd,  not  dubious  of  the  prize : 

Elate  she  mark'd  his  wild  and  rolling  eye, 
Mark'd  his  lip  quiver,  and  his  bosom  rise. 

And  his  warm  cheek  suffus'd  with  crimson  die. 


But  Pallas  now  drew  near.    Sublime,  serene 

In  conscious  dignity,  she  viewed  the  swain : 
Then,  love  and  pity  softening  all  her  mien,   [strain. 

Thus  breathed  with  accents  mild  the  solemn 
"  Let  those,  whose  arts  to  fatal  paths  betray. 

The  soul  with  passion's  gloom  tempestuous  blind, 
And  snatch  from  Reason's  ken  th'  aospidoas  ray 

Troth  darts  from  Heaven  to  guide  th'  exploring 
mind. 
"  But  Wisdom  loves  the  calm  and  serious  hour. 

When  Heaven's  pure  emanation  beams  confiesb'd ; 
Rage,  ecstasy,  alike  disclaim  her  power, 

She  wooes  each  gentler  impuUe  of  the  breast 
"  Sincere  th'  unalter'd  bliss  her  charms  impart. 

Sedate  th'  enlivening  ardours  they  inspire : 
She  bids  no  transient- rapture  thrill  the  heait. 

She  Wakes  no  feverish  gust  of  Qerce  desire. 
'*  Unwise,  who,  tossing  on  the  watery  way. 

All  to  the  storm  th'  unfetter'd  sail  devolve: 
Man  more  unwise  resigns  the  mental  sway, 

Born  headlong  on  by  passitrn's  keen  resolve. 

5<  While  storms  remote  but  murmur  on  thine  ear. 
Nor  waves  in  miaous  uproar  round  thee  roll. 

Yet,  yet  a  moment  check  thy  prone  career, 
And  curb  the  keen  resolve  that  prompts  thy  aonl. 

"  Explore  thy  heart,  that,  rous'd  by  Glory's  name. 
Pants  ail  euraptur'd  with  the  mighty  charm — 

And,  does  Ambition  quench  each  milder  flame  i 
And  is  it  conquest  that  alone  can  warm  ? 

<'  T'  indulge  fell  Rapine's  desolating  lust. 
To  drench  the  balmy  lawn  in  streaming  gore. 

To  spurn  the  hero's  cold  and  silent  dust —  [more  ? 
Are  these  thy  joys  ?  Nor  throbs  thy  heart  for 

*'  Pleas'd  canst  thou  listen  to  the  patriot's  groan. 
And  the  wild  wail  of  Innocence  forlorn  } 

And  hear  th'  abandon'd  maid's  last  frantic  moan. 
Her  love  for  ever  from  her  bosom  torn  ? 

*'Nor  wilt  thou  shrink,  when  Virtue's  fainting 
breath 

Pours  the  dread  curse  of  vengeance  on  thy  b^ad } 
Nor  When  the  pale  ghost  bursts  the  cave  of  death, 

To  glare  distraction  on  thy  midnight  bed  ? 

**  Was  it  for  \his,  though  bora  to  regal  power, 
Kind  Heav'n  to  thee  did  nobler  gifts  consign. 

Bade  Fancy's  influence  gild  thy  natal  hour. 
And  bade  Philanthropy's  applause  be  thine  ? 

**  Theirs  be  the  dreadful  glory  to  destroy, 

And  theirs  the  pride  of  pomp,  and  praise  snbore'd. 

Whose  eye  ne'er  lighten'd  at  the  smile  of  Joy, 
Whose  cheek  the  tear  of  Pity  ne'er  adom'd: 
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*'Wbotewtt1,  each  finer senoe  instiocttvequeird. 

The  lyre's  melliftaous  ravishineDt  defies : 
Nor  marks  where  Beauty  roves  the  flowery  field. 

Or  Grandear^s  pinion  sweeps  th'  unboanded  sides. 
*'  Hail  to  sweet  Fancy's  nnexpressive  charm ! 

Hail  to  the  pure  delights  of  social  love ! 
Hail,  pleasures  mild,  that  fire  not  while  ye  warm, 

Nor  rack  th'  exulting  frame,  but  gently  move. 
**  But  Fancy  soothes  no  more,  if  stem  Remone 

With  iron  grasp  the  tortur'd  bosom  wrings 
Ah  then,  even  Fancy  speeds  the  venom's  course, 

Even  Fancy  points  with  rage  the  maddening  sting. 
*'  Her  wrath  a  thousand  gnashing  fiends  attend, 

And  roll  the  snakes,  and  toss  the  brands  of  Hell : 
The  beam  of  Beauty  blasts  :  dark  Heavens  impend 

Tottering :  and  Music  thrills  with  startling  yell. 
"  What  then  avails,  that  with  exhaustless  store 

Obseqnioos  Luxury  loads  thy  glittering  shrine : 
What  then  avails,  that  prostrate  slaves  adore. 

And  Fame  proclaims  thee  matchl^ess  and  divine  ? 

"  What  tbo^  bland  Flattery  all  her  arts  apply  ?— 

Will  these  avail  to  calm  th'  infuriate  brain  } 
Or  will  the  roaring  surge,  when  heav*d  on  high. 

Headlong  hang,  hushed  to  hear  the  pip.ng  swain  ? 
'*  In  health  how  tsAr,  how  ghastly  in  decay 

Man's  lofty  form  I  how  heavenly  fair  the  mind 
Sublimed  by  Virtue's  sweet  enlivening  sway  ! 

But  ah  !  tu  guilt's  outrageous  rule  resigned, 
"  How  hideous  and  forlorn !  when  ruthless  Care 

With  cankering'tooth  corrodes  the  seeds  of  life. 
And  deaf  with  passion's  storms  when  pines  Despair, 

And  howling  furies  rouse  th'  eternal  strife. 
"  O,  by  thy  hopes  of  joy  that  restless  glow, 

Pledges  of  Heaven !  be  taught  by  Wisdom's  lore : 
With  anxions  haste  each  doubtful  path  forego. 

And  life's  wild  ways  with  cautious  fear  explore. 

**  Straight  be  thy  course :  nor  tempt  the  maze  that 
lesds  fceals, 

Where  fell  Remop^e  his  shapeless  strength^ con- 
And  oft  Ambition's  dizzy  cliff  he  treads, 

And  slumbers  oft  in  Pleasure's  flow'ry  vales. 
"  Nor    linger    unresolv'd :'    Heav'n   prompts  the 
choice; 

Save  when  Presumption  shuts  the  ear  of  Pride : 
With  grateful  awe  attend  to  Nature's  voice, 

The  voice  of  Nature  Heav'n  ordained  thy  guide. 
*'  Wam'd  by  her  voice,  the  arduous  path  pursue. 

That  leads  to  Virtue's  fane  a  hardy  band. 
What,  though  no  gaudy  scenes  decoy  their  view. 

Nor  clouds  of  fragrance  roll  along  the  land  ? 
**  What,  though  rude  mountains  heave  the  flinty 
way? 

Yet  there  the  soul  drinks  light  and  life  divine. 
And  pure  aereal  gales  of  gladness  piay. 

Brace  every  nerve,  and  every  sense  refine. 
"  Go,  prince,  be  virtuous,  and  be  blest.  The  throne 

Itears  not  its  state  to  swell  the  couch  of  Lust : 
Kor  dijrnify  Corruption's  daring  son, 

T'  o'erwhelm  his  humhier  brethren  of  the  dost 
"  But  yield  an  ampler  scene  to  Bounty's  eye. 

An  ampler  range  to  Mercy's  car  expand  : 
Ad'I,  midst  admiring  nations,  set  on  biuh 

Virtue's  fair  model,  framed  by  Wisdom's  band. 
*«  Co  then  :  the  moan  of  Woo  demands  thrne  aid  : 

Pride's  licens'd outrage  claims  thy  slumbering  ire : 


Pale  Genius  roams  the  bleak  neglected  shade. 

And  battening  Avarice  mocks  his  tuneless  lyre. 
'*  Even  Nature  pines  by  vilest  chcuns  oppress'd : 

Th'  astonish'd  kingdoms  crouch  to  Fashion's  nod* 
O  ye  pure  inmates  of  the  gentle  breast. 

Truth,  Freedom,  Love,  O  where  is  your  abode  ? 
**  O  yet  once  more  shall  Peace  from  Heaven  return^ 

And  young  Simplicity  with  mortals  dwell ! 
Nor  Innocence  th'  august  pavilion  scorn. 

Nor  meek  Contentment  fly  the  bumble  cell  I 
"  Wilt  thou,  my  prince,  the  beauteous  train  implore 

Midst  Earth's  forsaken  scenes  once  more  to  bide  ? 
Then  shall  the  shepherd  sing  in  every  bower, 

And  Love  with  garlands  wreath  the  domes  of 
Pride. 
"  The  bright  tear  starting  in  th'  impassion'd  eyes 

Of  silent  gmtitude ;  the  smiling  gaze 
Of  gratulation,  faltering  while  he  cries 

With  voice  of  transport  to  proclaim  thy  praise; 
<*  Th'  ethereal  glow  that  stimulates  thy  frame, 

When  all  th'  according  powers  harmonious  move. 
And  wake  to  energy  each  social  aim. 

Attuned  spontaneous  to  the  will  of  Jove; 
"  Be  these,  O  man,  the  triumphs  of  thy  soul ; 

And  all  the  conqueror's  dazzling  glories  slight. 
That  meteor-like,  o'er  trembling  nations  roll. 

To  sink  at  once  in  deep  aud  dreadful  night. 
"  Like  thine,  yon  orb's  stupendous  glories  bum 

With  genial  beam ;  nor,  at  th'  approach  of  even, 
In  shades  of  horrour  leave  the  world  to  mourn, 

But  gild   with    lingering   light   th'    impurpled 
Heav*n." 
Thus  while  she  spoke,  her  eye,  sedately  meek, 

Look'd  the  pure  fervour  of  maternal  love. 
No  rival  zeal  mtemperate  flush'd  her  cheek-r- 

Can  Beauty's  boast  the  soul  of  Wisdom  move  ? 

Worth's  noble  pride,   can  Envy's  leer  appal. 

Or  staring  Folly's  vain  applauses  soothe  ? 
Can  jealous  Fear  Truth's  dauntless  heart  enthral  ? 

Suspicion  lurks  not  in  the  heart  of  Truth. 
And  now  the  shepherd  raised  his  pensive  head  : 

Yet  unresolved  and  fearful  raved  his  eyes 
Scared  at  the  glances  of  the  aweful  maid  ; 

For  young  unpractis'd  Quilt  distrusts  the  guise 
Of  shameless  Arrogance — Hiswav'ring  breast,  [6re$ 

Though  warm'd  by  Wisdom,  own'd  no  constant 
While  lawless  Fancy  roam'd  afer,  unblest 

Save  in  the  oblivious  lap  of  soft  Desire. 

When  thus  the  queen  of  soul -dissolving  smiles : 
"  Let  gentler  fate  my  darling  prince  attend. 

Joyless  and  cruel  are  the  warrior's  spoils. 
Dreary  the  path  stem  Virtue's  sons  ascend. 

"  Of  human  joy  full  short  is  the  career. 

And  the  dread  verge  still  gains  upon  your  sight; 

While  idly  gazing,  far  beyond  your  sphere. 
Ye  scan  the  dream  of  unapproach'd  delight : 

**  Till  every  sprightly  hour,  and  blooming  scene. 
Of  life's  gay  mom  unheeded  glides  away. 

And  clouds  of  tempests  mount  the  blue  serene. 
And  storms  and  ruin  close  the  troublous  day. 

"  Tl»en  still  exult  to  hail  the  present  joy, 
Tliine  be  the  boon  that  comes  uneara'd  by  toil; 

No  froward  vain  desire  thy  bliss  anooy. 
No  flattering  hope  thy  longing  hours  beguile,    x 
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*'  Ah !  why  should  man  pursue  the  charms  of  Fame, 

For  ever  laring,  yet  for  ever  coy  ? 
Light  as  the  gaudy  rainbow's  pillar'd  gleam. 

That  melts  illusive  from  the  wooderio^  boy  ! 
*'  What  though  her  throne  irradiate  many  a  clime, 
If  hung  loose-tottering  o*er  th'  unfatbomM  tomb  ? 
What  though  her  mighty  clarion,  rear'd  sublime, 
'  Display  the  imperial  wreathe,    and  glitter'mg 

plume } 
"  Can.  glitterins:  plume,  or  can  th*  imperial  wreathe 

Redeem  from  unrelenting  fate  the  brave } 
What  note  of  triumph  can  her  clarion  breathe, 
T'  alarm  th*  eternal  midnight  of  the  grave } 
*'  That  night  draws  on :  nor  will  the  vacant  hour 

Of  expectation  linger  as  it  flies : 
Nor  Fate  one  moment  une^joy'd  restore : 

Each  moment's  flight  how  precious  to  the  wise ! 
"  O  shun  th*  annoyance  of  the  bustling  throng, 

That  haunt  with  zealous  turbulence  the  great, 
There  coward  Office  boasts  th*  i^npunished  wrong, 

And  sneaks  secure  in  insolence  of  state. 
'<  0*er  fancy*d  injury  Suspicion  pines, 

And  in  grim  silence  gnaws  the  festering -wound; 
Deceit  the  rage-embitter'd  smile  refines, 

And  Censure  spreads  the  viperous  hiss  around. 
**  Hope  not,  food  prince,  though  Wisdom  guard 
thy  throne,  [aim, 

Tho*  Truth  aiul  Bounty  prompt  each  generous 
Tho*  thine  the  palm  of  peace,  the  victor's  crown. 

The  Muse's  rapture,  and  the  patriot's  flame  : 
^  Hope  not,  tho*  all  that  captivates  the  wise, 
Alt  that  endears  the  good  exalt  thy  praise : 
Hope  not  to  taste  repose :  for  Envy's  eyes 

At  fairest  worth  still  point  their  deadly  rays. 
*«  Envy,  stem  tyrant  of  the  flinty  heart. 

Can  aught  of  Virtue,  Truth,  or  Beauty  charm  } 
Can  soft  Compassion  thrill  with  pleasing  smart. 

Repentance  melt,  or  Gratitude  disarm* 
**  Ah  no.    Where  Winter  Scythia's  waste  enchains. 
And  monstrous  shapes  roar  to  the  ruthless  storm, 
Kot  Phoebus'  smile  can  cheer  the  dreadful  plains. 

Or  soil  accurs'd  with  balmy  life  inform. 
•*  Tlien,  Envy,  then  is  thy  triumphant  hour. 

When  mourns  Benevolence  his  baffled  scheme : 
When  Insult  mocks  the  clemency  of  Pow'r,. 

And  bnd  Dissention's  livid  firebrands  gleam  : 
'<  When  sqoint-ey'd  Slander  plies  th'  unhallow'd 
tongue,  [line, 

From    poison'd  maw  when  TreasOn  weaves  his 
And  Muse  apostate  (infamy  to  song !) 

Grovels,  low-muttering,  at  Sedition's  shrine. 
**  Let  not  my  prince  forego  the  peaceful  shade. 

The  whispering  grove,  the  fountain  and  the  plain, 
Power,  with  th'  oppressive  weight  of  pomp  array'd. 

Pants  for  simplicity  and  ease  in  vain. 
"  The  yell  of  frantic  Mirth  may  stun  bis  ear. 

But  frantic  Mirth  soon  leaves  the  heart  forlorn : 
And  Pleasure  flies  that  high  tempestuous  sphere, 

Far  different  scenes  her  lucid  paths  adorn. 
'*  She  loves  to  wander  on  th'  untrodden  lawn, 

Or  the  green  twpom  of  reclining  hill, 

Sooth'd  by  the  careless  warbler  of  the  dawn, 

Or  the  lone  plaint  of  ever  murmuring  rill. 

«*  Or  from  the  mountain-glade's  aereal  brow. 

While  to  ber  song  a  tbousaod  echoes  call. 


Marks  the  wild  woodland  wave  remote  below. 

Where  shepherds  pipe  unseen,  and  waters  fall. 
**  Her  influence  oft  the  festive  hamlet  pnnes. 

Where  the  high  carol  cheers  th'  exulting  ring ; 
And  oft  she  roams  the  maze  of  wildering  groves, 

Listening  th'  unnumbeHd  melodies  of  Spring.* 
"  Or  to  the  long  and  lonely  shore  retires; 

What  time,  loose-glimmering  to  the  lunar  bcsm, 
Faint  heaves  the  slumberous  wave,  and  starry  fines 

Gild  the  blue  deep  with  many  a  lengtbeouig 
gleam.  ' 

*'  Then  to  the  balmy  bower  of  Rapture  bom. 

While  strings  self- warbling  breathe  elysian  mt, 
Melts  in  delicious  vision,  till  the  mom 

Spangle  with  twinkling  dew  the  flowery  waste. 
**  The  frolic  Moments,  purple- pinion'd,  danoe 

Around,  and  scatter  roses  as  they  play : 
And  the  blithe  Graces,  hand  in  hand,  8idvanoe,[stray. 

Where,  with  her  lov'd  compeers,  she  deigns  to 

"  Mild  Solitude,  in  veil  of  rustic  die. 

Her  sylvan  spear  with  moss-grown  Ivy  bound : 
And  Indolence,  with  sweetly-languid  eye. 

And  zonelete  robe  that  trails  jalong  the  ground. 
"  But  chiefly  Love — O  thou,  whose  gentle  mind 

Each  soft  indulgence  Nature  firain'd  to  share, 
Pomp,  wealth,  renown,  dominion,  all  reago'd, 

O  hast^  to  Pleasure's  bower,  for  Love  is  there. 
*<  Love,  the  desire  of  gods  !  the  feast  of  Heaven ! 

Yet  to  Earth's  favour'd  oflspring  not*  denied ! 
Ah,  let  not  thankless  man  the  blessing  given 

Enslave  to  Fame,  or  sacrifice  to  Pride. 

"  Nor  I  from  Virtue's  call  decoy  thine  car ; 

Friendly  to  Pleasure  are  her  sacred  laws. 
Let  Tc  mperance'  smile  the  cup  of  gladness  cheer, 

That  cup  is  death,  if  he  with-bold  applause. 

'*  Far  from  thy  haunt  be  Envy's  baneful  sway. 

And  Hate,  tha^  works  the  harraas'd  soul  to  storm, 
But  woo  Content  to  breathe  her  soothing  lay. 

And  charm  from  Fancy's  view  each  angry  form. 
"  No  savage  joy  th'  harmonious  hours  profane ! 

Whom    Love  refines,    can    bari)arous  tumults 
please? 
Shall  rage  of  blood  pollute  the  sylvan  reigo  } 

Shall  Leisure  wanton  in  the  spoils  of  Peace  ? 
**  Free  let  the  feathery  race  hidulge  the  song, 

Inhale  the  liberal  beam,  and  melt  in  love : 
Free  let  the  fleet  hind  bound  her  bills  along. 

And  in  pure  streams  the  watery  nations  rove. 
"  To  joy  in  Nature's  universal  smile 

Well  suits,  O  man,  thy  pleasurable  sphere; 
But  why  should  Virtue  doom  thy  years  to  toil } 

Ah,  why  should  Virtue's  law  be  dcem'd  severe  ? 
"  What  meed.  Beneficence,  thy  care  re|»ays  ? 

What,  Sympathy,  thy  still  returning  pang  ? 
And  why  his  generous  arm  should  Justice  raise, 

To  dare  the  vengeance  of  a  tyrant's  fang  ? 

**  From  thankless  spite  no  bounty  can  secure; 

Or  froward  wish  of  discontent  fulfill. 
That  knows  not  to  regret  thy  bounded  power, 

But  blames  with  keen  reproach  thy  partial  vilL 

<'  To  check  th'  impetuous  all -involving  tide 

Of  human  woes,  how  imputeot  thy  strife ! 

High  o'er  thy  momids  devouring  surges  ride, 

I      Nor  reck  thy  baffled  toils,  or  iavish'd  life. 
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**  The  hover  of  Ui«,  the  mile  of  love  he  thine, 
Uelabour'd  eeae,  ami  Meure's  careless  dream. 

Such  be  their  joys,  wbehend  at  Vinos*  shrine. 
And  own  her  ohams  beyond  conpeie  supreme.'* 

Warm*d  as  she  spoke,  all  panting  with  delight. 
Her  kindling  beauties  breathed  triumphant  bloom  $ 

And  Cupids  fluttered  round  in  circlets  bright. 
And  Flora  pour'd  from  all  her  stores  perfume. 

'*  Thine  be  the  prize,"  exclaim'd  th'  enraptui'd 
youths  [joy."— 

"  Queen  of  unrivalPd  charms,   and  matchless 
O  blind  to  iate,  felicity  and  truth  1— 

But  such  are  they,  whom  Pleasure's  snares  decoy. 
The  Sun  was  sunk;  the  vision  was  no  more; 

Night  downward  rush'd  tempestuous,  at  the  frown 
Of  Jove's  awakened  wrath :  deep  thunders  roarj 

And  foresto  bowl  afiur  and  mountains  groan. 
And  sanguine  meteors  glare  athwart  the  plain ; 

With  honour's  scream  the  Ilian  towers  resoond. 
Raves  the  hoarse  storm  along  the  bellowing  main. 

And  the  strong  earthquake  rends  the  shodderiDg 
ground. 


THE  WOLF  AND  SHEPHERDS, 

A   PABLB. 

IWriiUn  m  1757,  andjirsipuhiuhed  in  1766.] 

Laws,  as  we  read  in  ancient  sages. 
Have  been  like  cobwebs  in  all  ages. 
Cobwebs  for  little  (lies  are  spread. 
And  laws  for  little  folks  are  made  ; 
But  if  an  insect  of  renown. 
Hornet  or  beetle,  wasp  or  drone. 
Be  caught  in  quest  of  sport  or  plunder. 
The  flimsy  letter  flies  in  sunder. 

Your  simile  perhape  may  please  one. 
With  whom  wit  holds  the  place  of  reason : 
But  can  you  prove  that  this  in  (act  is 
Agreeable  to  life  and  piactice  ? 

Then  hear,  what  in  his  simple  way 
Old  Esop  told  me  t'other  day. 
In  days  of  yore,  but  (which  is  very  odd) 
Our  author  mentions  not  the  period. 
We  mortal  men  less  given  to  speeches, 
Allow'd  the  beasts  sometimes  to  teach  uil 
But  now  we  all  are  prattlers  grown. 
And  suffer  no  voice  but  our  own  ; 
With  us  no  beast  has  leave  to  speak. 
Although  his  honest  heart  should  break. 
Tis  true,  your  asses  and  your  apes. 
And  other  brutes  in  human  shapes. 
And  that  thing  made  of  sound  and  show 
Which  mortals  have  misnamed  a  bcau^ 
(But  in  the  language  of  the  sky 
Is  call'd  a  two-legg'd  butteHly) 
Will  make  your  very  heartstrings  ake 
With  loud  and  everlasting  clack. 
And  beat  your  auditory  drum. 
Till  you  grow  deaf,  or  they  grow  dumb. 

But  to  our  htory  we  return : 
'Twat  early  on  a  Summer  mom, 
A  Wolf  forsook  the  mountain-den, 
And  issued  hungry  on  the  plain. 


Full  many  a  stream  and  lawn  he  paai'dt 
And  reach'd  a  winding  vale  at  lai»t ; 
Where  from  a  hollow  rock  he  spy'd 
The  shepherds  drest  in  flowery  pride. 
Garlanils  were  strow'd,  aud  all  was  gay» 
To  celebrate  an  holidfly. 
The  merry  tabor's  gamesome  sooiid 
Provoked  the  sprightly  dance  around. 
Hard  by  a  rural  board  was  rear'dj 
On  which  in  fair  array  appear'd 
The  peach,  the  apple,  and  the  raisin. 
And  all  the  fruitage  of  the  season. 
But,  more  distinguish'd  than  the  rest. 
Was  seen  a  weather  ready  drest. 
That  smoking,  recent  from  the  flame. 
Diffused  a  stomach-rousing  steam. 
Our  wolf  could  not  enduro  the  sight, 
Oiurageoiu  grew  his  appetite : 
His  entrails  groau'd  with  tenfold  pain. 
He  lick'd  his  lips  and  lick'd  again ; 
At  last,  with  lightning  in  his  eyes. 
He  bounces  forth,  and  fiercely  cries, 
"  Shepherds,  I  am  not  given  to  scolding. 
But  now  my  spleen  I  cannot  hold  in. 
By  Jove,  such  scandalons  oppression 
Would  put  an  eiepbant  in  passion. 
You,  who  your  flodcs  (as  you  pretend} 
By  wholesome  laws  from  harm  defend. 
Which  make  it  death  fbr  any  beast. 
How  much  soever  by  hunger  pressed. 
To  seize  a  sheep  by  force  or  stealth. 
For  sheep  have  right  to  lifo  and  health  ; 
Can  you  commit,  oncheck'd  by  shame. 
What  in  a  beast  so  much  you  blame  } 
What  is  a  law,  if  those  who  make  it 
Become  the  forwardest  to  break  it  ? 
The  caae  is  plain :  you  would  reserve 
All  to  yourselves,  while  othen  starve. 
Such  laws  from  base  self-interest  spring. 
Not  from  the  reason  of  the  thiag^-'' 

He  was  proceeding,  when  a  swain 
Burst  out. — "  And.  dares  a  wolf  arraign 
His  betters,  and  condemn  their  measures. 
And  contradict  their  iriJils  and  pleasures  ? 
We  have  establish'd  laws,  'tis  true. 
But  laws  are  made  for  such  as  yon* 
Know,  arrah,  in  its  very  nature 
A  law  can't  reach  the  legislature. 
For  laws,  without  a  sanction  join'd,. 
As  all  men  know,  can.  never  bind : 
But  sanctions  reach  not  us  the  makers. 
For  who  dares  punish  us  though  breakers  ? 
'Tis  therefore  plain,  beyond  denial. 
That  laws  were  ne*er  design'd  to  tie  all. 
But  those,  whom  sanctions  reach  alone; 
We  stand  accountable  to  none. 
Besides,  tis  evident,  that,  seeing 
Laws  from  the  great  derive  their  being. 
They  as  in  duty  bound  should  love 
The  great,  in  whom  they  live  and  more^ 
And  humbly  yield  to  their  desires : 
'TIS  just  what  gratitude  requires. 
What  suckling  dandled  on  the  lap 
Would  tear  away  its  mother's  pap  } 
But  hold — ^Why  deign  I  to  dispute 
With  such  a  scoundrel  of  a  brute  i 
Logick  is  lost  upon  a  knave. 
Let  action  prove  the  law  our  slave." 

An  angry  nod  his  will  dec!ar'd 
To  his  gruff  yeomen  of  the  guard. 
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The  full-fed  fiMmgrelSy  train'd  to  ratage.    , 
Fly  to  devour  the  shaggy  sayage. 

The  beast  had  now  no  time  to  lose 
In  chopping  logick  with  his  foes, 
'*  This  argument,''  quoth  he,  "  has  force. 
And  swiftness  is  my  sole  resource.'* 

He  said,  and  left  the  swains  their  prey. 
And  to  the  mountains  soower'd  away. 


tRANSLATIONS. 


ANACREOK     ODE  XXIL 

Bathtl^us,  in  yonder  lone  grove 

All  carelessly  let  us  recline : 

To  shade  us  the  branches  above 

Their  leaf-waving  tendrils  combine  } 

While  a  streamlet  inviting  repose 

Soft-murmuring  wanders  away, 

And  gales  warble  wild  through  the  boughs : 

Who  there  would  not  pass  the  sweet  day  ? 


THS  BEGIHMIMO  OP  THE 


FIRST  BOOK  OF  LUCRETIUS. 


iEneadum  Genetrix  • 


.  V.  1—45. 


Mother  of  mighty  Home's  imperial  line. 
Delight  of  man,  and  of  the  powers  divine, 
Venus,  all-bounteous  queen  !  whose  genial  pow'r 
Diffuses  beauty  in  unbounded  store 
Through  seas,  and  fertile  plains,  and  all  that  lies 
Beneath  the  starr'd  expansion  of  the  skies. 
Prepar'd  by  thee,  the  embryo  springs  to  day. 
And  opes  its  eyelids  on  the  golden  ray. 
At  thy  approach,  the  clouds  tumultuous  fly. 
And  the  bush'd  .storms  in  gentle  breezes  die ; 
Flowers  instantaneous  spring;  the  billows  sleep; 
A  wavy  radjance  smiles  along  the  deep ; 
At  thy  approach,  th'  untroubled  sky  refines. 
And  all  serene  Heav'n's  lofty  concave  shines. 
Soon  as  her  blooming  form  the  Spring  reveals. 
And  Zephyr  breathes  bis  warm  prolific  gales. 
The  feather'd  tribes  first  cateh  the  genial  flame. 
And  to  the  groves  thy  glad  return  proclaim. 
Thence  to  the  beasts  the  soft  infection  spreads ; 
The  raging  cattle  spurn  the  grassy  meads. 
Burst  o'er  the  plains,  and  frantic  in  their  course 
Cleave  the  wild  torrents  with  resistless  force. 
Won  by  thy  charms  thy  dictates  all  obey. 
And  eager  follow  where  thou  lead'st  the  way. 
Whatever  haunts  the  mountains,  or  the  main. 
The  rapid  river,  or  the  verdant  plain, 
Or  forms  its  leafy  mansion  in  the  shades. 
All,  all  thy  universal  power  pervades. 
Each  panting  bosom  melts  to  soft  desires. 
And  with  tb«  Iqt?  of  propagation  fires. 


And  since  thy  wvereign  inflnenoe  guides  the  nan 
Of  nature,  and  the  universe  sustains; 
Since  nought  without  thee  bursts  the  bonds  of  ugbt, 
To  hail  the  happy  realms  of  heavenly  light ; 
Since  love,  and  joy,  and  harmony  are  thine. 
Guide  me,  O  goddess,  by  thy  power  divine. 
And  to  my  rising  lays  thy  succour  bring. 
While  1  the  universe  attempt  to  sing. 
O,  may  my  verse  deserved  applause  obUun 
Of  him,  for  whom  I  try  the  daring  strain. 
My  Memmins,  him,  whom  thou  profusely  kind 
Adom'st  with  every  excellence  refin'd. 
And  that  immortal  charms  my  song  may  grace, 
Let  war,  with  al)  its  cruel  labours,  cease ; 
O  hush  the  dismal  din  of  arms  onoe  more. 
And  calm  the  jarring  worid  from  shore  to  shore. 
By  ihee  alone  the  race  of  man  foregoes 
The  rage  of  blood,  and  sinks  in  soft  repose : 
For  mighty  Mais,  the  dreadful  god  of  arms, 
Who  wakes  or  stills  the  battle's  dire  alarms, 
Jn  Iqve's  strong  fetters  by  thy  charms  is  boaod, 
And  languishes  with  an  eternal  wound. 
Oft  from  his  bloody  toil  the  god  retires     - 
To  quench  in  thy  embrace  his  fierce  desires. 
Soft  on  thy  heaving  bosom  he  reclines. 
And  round  thy  jriekKng  neck  transported  twines; 
There  fix'd  in  ecstacy  intense  surveys 
Thy  kindling  beauties  with  insatiate  gaze, 
Grows  to  thy  balmy  mouth,  and  ardent  sips 
Celestial  sweets  from  tby  ambrosial  lips. 
O,  while  the  god  with 'fiercest  raptures  blest 
Lies,  all  dissolving  on  thy  sacred  breast, 
O  breathe  thy  melting  whispers  to  hb  ear. 
And  bid  him  still  the  loud  alarms  of  war. 
In  these  tumultuous  days,  the  Muse,  in  vain, 
Her  steady  tenour  lost,  pursues  the  strain. 
And  Memmius',  generous  coal  diadains  to  tasta 
The  calm  delighta  of  philosophic  rest ; 
Paternal  fires  his  beating  breast  inflame. 
To  rescue  Romp,  and  viqjdicate  her  name. 


HORACE, 
BOOK   IL      ODE  X. 


Rectins  Tives,  liemi 


WoutnsT  thou  through  life  securely  glidej 
Nor  boundless  o^er  the  ocean  ride ; 
Nor  ply  too  near  th'  insidious  shore, 
Scar'd  at  the  tempest's  threat'ning  roar. 

The  roan,  who  follows  Wisdom^s  voice, 
And  makes  the  golden  mean  his  choice. 
Nor  plung'd  in  antique  gloomy  cells 
Midi,  hoary  desolation  dwells ; 
Nor  to  allure  the  envious  eye 
Rears  his  proud  palace  to  the  sky. 

The  pine,  that  all  the  grove  transcends, 
With  every  blast  the  tempest  rends ; 
Totters  the  tower  with  thundrons  sound. 
And  spreads  a  mighty  ruin  round ; 
Jove's  bolt  with  desolating  blow 
Strikes  the  etherial  monntain?s  brow. 

The  man,  whose  stedfast  soul  can  bear 
Fortune  indulgent  or  severe. 
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Hopei  when  she  frowns,  and  when  she  imiles 
^itb  cautious  fear  eludes  her  wiles. 
JoT«  with  rode  winter  wastes  the  plain^ 
Me  decks  the  rcMy  spring  again, 
life's  former  ills  are  orerpast. 
Nor  will  the  present  always  last. 
Nov  Phoeljos  wings  his  shafts,  and  now 
He  lays  aside  th'  unbended  bow. 
Strikes  into  life  the  trembling  string. 
And  wakes  the  silent  Mnse  to  sing. 
With  nnabating  courage,  brave 
Adrersity's  tumnhnoos  wave; 
When  too  propitious  breezes  rise. 
And  the  light  vessel  swiftly  flies. 
With  timid  caution  catch  the  gale. 
Aid  shorten  the  distended  sail. 


HORACE, 
SOCK  IIL     ODE  Xlir. 


O  Fons  BlandosiflB  • 


BuiowsiA !  more  than  chrystal  clear  I 
Whose  soothing  murmurs  charm  the  ear  I 
Whose  margin  soft  with  flowrets  CffOwn*d 
Invites  the  festive  band  around. 
Their  careless  limbs  diffused  supine. 
To  quaff  the  soul-enlivening  wine. 

To  thee  a  tender  kid  I  vow. 
That  aims  for  fight  his  budding  brow  ; 
In  thought,  the  wrathful  combat  proves, 
Or  wantons  with  his  little  loves : 
But  vain  are  all  His  purposed  schemes. 
Delusive  all  his  flattering  dreams. 
To  morrow  shall  bis  fervent  blood 
Stain  the  pure  silver  of  tb'y  flood. 

When  fiery  Sirius  blasts  the  plain, 
Uiitouch'd  thy  gelid  streams  remain. 
To  thee,  the  feinting  flocks  repair. 
To  taste  tby  cool  reviving  air ; 
To  thee,  the  oz  with  toil  opprest. 
And  lays  his  languid  limbs  to  rest. 

As  springs  of  old  renown*d,  thy  name 
Blest  fountain !  I  devote  to  feme  ; 
Thus  whUe  I  sing  in  deathless  Ihys 
The  verdant  holm,  whose  waving  sprays, 
Thjr  sweet  retirement  to  defend. 
High  o'er  the  moss-grown  rock  impend, 
W' hence  prattling  in  loquacious  play 
Thy  qprightly  waters  leap  away. 


PASTORALS  OF  VIRGIL ». 

Non  ita  certandi  cupidos,  qnam'  propter  amorem 
Quod  te  imitari  aveo  — 


Lucrct.  lib.  III. 


1  The  re-publication  of  these  translations  is 
amply  justifled  by  the  letter  of  lord  Woodhouselee 
to  s.r  William  Forbes,  iuserted  in  the  Appendix  to 
sir  Wiiliun*!  Life  of  Dr.  BeatUe.     C. 


PASTORAL    /.« 

IflLIBOBUS,  TITVaUS. 
mLIBOBUS. 

Where  the  broad  beech  an  ample  shade  displays. 

Your  slender  reed  resounds  the  sylvan  lays, 

O  happy  Tityrus  !  while  we,  forlorn, 

Driven  from  our  lauds,  to  distant  climes  are  bom. 

Stretched  careless  in  the  peaceful  shade  you  sing. 

And  all  the  groves  with  Amaryllis  ring. 

TITYSUS. 

This  peace  to  a  propitious  god  I  owe ;  ^ 
None  else,  my  friend,  such  blessings  could  bestow. 
Him  will  1  cdebn^e  with  rites  divine. 
And  frequent  lambs  shall  stain  his  sacred  shrine. 
By  him,  these  feeding  herds  in  safety  stray  ; 
By  him,  in  peace  I  pipe  the  rural  lay. 

MEL1B0EUS. 

I  envy  not,  but  wonder  at  your  fate. 
That  no  alarms  invade  this  blest  retreat ; 
While  neighbouring  fields  the  voice  of  woe  resound^ 
And  desolation  rages  all  around. 
Worn  with  fetigue  I  slowly  onwanl  bend. 
And  scaroe  my  feeble  feinting  goats  attend. 
My  hand  this  sickly  dam  can  hardly  bear, 
Wliose  young  new-yean'd  (ah  once  an  h<^peful  pair !} 
Amid  the  tangling  bazles  as  they  lay. 
On  the  sharp  flint  were  left  to  pine  away. 
These  ills  I  had  foreseen,  but  that  my  mind 
To  all  portents  and  prodigies  was  blind. 
Oft  have  the  blasted  oaks  foretold  my  woe; 
And  often  has  the  inauspicious  crow, 

^  It  has  been  observed  by  some  critics,  wbo  have 
treated  of  pastoral  poetry,  that,  in  every  poem  of 
this  kind,  it  is  proper,  that  the  scene  or  landscape, 
connected  with  the  little  plot  or  feble  on  which  the 
poem  is  founded,  be  delineated  with  at  least  as 
much  accuracy,  as  is  suflicient  to  render  the  des- 
cription particular  and  picturesque.  How  fer  Vir« 
gil  has  thought  fit  to  attend  to  such  a  rule  may  ap- 
pear fipom  the  remarks  which  the  translator  has 
subjoined  to  every  Pastoral. 

The  scene  of  the  first  Pastoral  is  pictured  out 
with  great  accuracy.  Tlie  shepherds  Meliboeus 
and  Tityrus  are  represented  as  conversing  together 
beneath  a  spreading  beech-tree.  Flocks  and  berda 
are  feeding  hard  by.  At  a  little  distance  we  be- 
hold, on  the  one  hand  a  great  rock,  and  on  the 
other  a  fence  of  flowering  willows.  The  prospect  as 
it  widens  is  diversified  with  groves,  and  streams, 
and  some  tall  trees,  particularly  elms.  Beyond'all 
these  appear  marshy  grounds,  and  rocky  hills. 
The  ragged  and  drooping  flock  of  the  unfortunate 
shephe/d,  particularly  the  she-goat  which  he  leads 
along,  are  no  inconsiderable  figures  in  this  picture. 
— The  time  is  the  evening  of  a  summer-day,  a 
little  before  sunset  See  of  the  Original,  v.  1,  5, 
9,  52,  54,  57,  59,  81,  &c. 

This  Pastoral  is  said  to  have  been  written  on  th^ 
following  occasion.  Augustus,  in  order  to  reward 
the  services  of  bis  veterans,  by  means  of  whom  he 
had  established  himself  in  the  Roman  empire,  dis« 
tributed  among  them  the  lands  that  lay  contiguous 
to  Mantua  and  Cremona.  To  make  way  for  these 
intruders,  the  rightful  owners,  of  whom  Virgil  waf 
one,  were  turned  out.    But  our  poet,  by  the  inter- 
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Perched  on  the  wkher'd  holm,  with  fateful  cries 
Screamed  in  my  earlier  dismal  prophecies. 
But  say,  O  Tityrus,  what  god  bestows 
This  blissful  life  of  ondiiitarbM  Mpose  > 
Tmrnus. 
Imperial  Rome,  while  yet  to  me  UDkDOwn> 
I  vainly  liken'd  to  our  country-town. 
Our  little  Mantua,  at  wbicb  is  sold 
The  yearly  offsprin^r  of  our  fruitful  fold  : 
As  in  the  whelp  the  father's  shape  appears. 
And  as  the  kid  its  mother's  semblance  bears. 
Thus  greater  things  my  inexperienced  mind 
Rated  by  others  of  inferior  kind. 
But  she,  midst  other  cities,  rears  her  head 
High,  as  the  cypress  overtops  the  reed. 

MILIBOEUS. 

And  why  to  visit  Rome  was  you  incUo'd  ? 
Tinraus. 
'Twas  there  I  hoped  my  liberty  to  find. 
And  there  my  liberty  1  found  at  last, 
Though  long  with  listless  indolence  opprest ; 
Tet  not  till  Time  had  silvered  o'er  my  hairs. 
And  I  had  told  a  tedious  length  of  years  ; 
Nor  till  the  gentle  Amaryllis  charmed  ^, 
And  Galatea's  love  no  longer  warm'd. 
For  (to  my  friend  I  will  confess  the  whole) 
While  Galatfl^  captive  held  my  soul, 
Languid  and  lifeless  all  I  drag'd  the  chain, 
Neglected  liberty,  neglected  gain. 
Though  from  my  fold  the  frequent  victim  bled, 
Though  my  fat  cheese  th'  ungrateful  city  fed, 
For  this' I  ne'er  perceiv'd  my  wealth  increase; 
1  Uvish'd  all  her  haughty  heart  to  please. 

MBLIBOBUS. 

Why  Amaryllis  pin'd,  and  pass'd  away. 
In  lonely  shades  the  melancholy  day ; 
Why  to  the  gods  she  breath'd  incessant  vows  ; 
For  whom  her  mellow  apples  press'd  the  boughs 
So  late,  I  wooder'd — ^Tityrus  wais  gone, 
And  she  (ah  hicfcless  maid  I)  was  le(t  alone. 
Your  absence  every  waibling  fsuntain  mooro'd. 
And  woods  and  wilds  the  wailing  strains  returo'd. 

TITYRUS. 

What  could  I  do  ?  to  break  th'  enslaving  chain 
AH  other  efforts  had  (alas  !)  been  vain ; 
Nor  durst  my  hopes  presume,  but  there,  to  find 
The  gods  so  condescending  and  so  kind. 
TVas  there  these  eyes  the  Heaven-born  youth  * 

beheld. 
To  whom  our  altars  monthly  incense  yield  : 
My  suit  he  even  prevented,  while  he  spoke, 
"  Mant^re  youc  ancient  farm,  and  feed  your  former 

flock." 

MELIBOEUS. 

Happy  old  man  f  then  shall  your  lands  remain, 
Extent  sufficient  for  th'  indastrious  swain  ! 

cession,  of  Mecaenas  was  reinstated  in  his  posses- 
•ions.  Meliboeus  here  personates  one  of  the  un- 
happy exiles,  and  Virgil  is  represented  under  the 
character  of  Tityros. 

*  The  refinements  of  Taubmannus,  De  La  Cerda, 
and  others,  who  will  have  AmarylKs  to  signify 
Rome,  and  Galatea  to  signify  Mantua,  have  per- 
plexed tiiis  passage  not  a  little :  if  the  literal  mean- 
ing be  admitted,  the  whole  becomes  obvious  and 
natural. 

*  Augustus  Csnar. 


Though  bleak  and  bare  yon  ridgy  rocks  arhe^ 
And  lost  in  lakes  the  neigfabooring  pasture  fiei. 
Your  herds  on  wonted  grounds  shall  safely  lao^, 
And  never  feel  the  dire  efiects  of  change. 
No  foreign  flock  shall  spread  infectmg  bane 
To  hurt  your  pregnant  dams,  Cbriee  happy  swun! 
You  by  known  streams  and  sacted  Ibnntahis  laid 
Shall  taste  the  coolness  of  the  fragrant  riade. 
Beneath  yon  fence,  where  willow-boagfis  unite, 
And  to  their  flowers  the  swarming  hen  nnite, 
Oft  shall  the  lulling  bum  persuade  to  rest, 
And  balmy  slumbera  steal  into  yoar  breast ; 
While  warbled  from  this  rode  the  praner's  lay 
In  deep  repose  dissolves  your  soul  away ; 
High  on  yon  elm  the  turtle  wails  alooe. 
And  your  lov'd  ringdoves  hreatiie  a  houser  i 


Tlie  nimble  harts  shall  grase  m  empty  air, 
And  seas  retreating  leave  their  fishes  bare, 
The  German  dwell  where  rapd  Tigris  flows, 
The  Parthian  banish'd  by  invadmg  foes 
Shall  drink  the  Gallic  Arar,  from  my  breast 
Ere  his  majestic  image  be  e^c*d. 

KEtlBOBOS. 

But  we  must  travel  o'er  a  length  of  lands. 
O'er  Scythian  snows»  or  Afric's  boning  sasris  ; 
Some  wander  where  semote  OSxes  laves 
The  Cretan  meadows  with  his  rapid  waveas 
In  Britain  some,  fixim  every  comlbst  torn* 
From  all  the  worid  remov'd,  aro  dooi^dto  moan. 
When  long  long  years  have  tadioiis  roH'd  anngr. 
Ah  !  shall  I  yet  at  lasl,  at  last,  suncy 
My  dear  paternal  lands,  and  dear  abode, 
Where  once  I  reign'd  in  walls  aS  bumble  aod  1 
These  lands,  these  harvests  must  theaoUisr  ihaitl 
For  rode  barbarians  lavish  we  our  4iaie  I 
How  are  our  fields  become  the  spoil  of  wan ! 
How  are  we  ruin'd  by  intestine  jais  I 
Now,  Meliboeus,  now  ingraffthe  pear. 
Now  teach  the  vine  its  tender  spray*  to  rasr  !— 
Go  then,  my  goats  '—go,  once  an  happy  itOTBl 
Once  happy  I — happy  now  (alas  ! )  no  more ! 
No  more  shall  I,  beneath  the  bowery  shade 
In  rural  quiet  indolently  laid. 
Behold  you  from  afkr  the  clt^  ascend. 
And  from  the  shrubby  precipice  depend ; 
No  more  to  music  wake  my  melting  flute. 
While  on  the  thyme  you  feed,  and  wjUovr'i  iMe» 
some  shoot. 

TrrvRUs. 
This  night  at  least  with  me  yon  Uy  tepm 
On  the  green  ftsKage,  and  forget  yenr  wnes. 
Apples  and  nuts  matarn  onr  hou^  aflbn^    • 
And  curdled  milk  iii  plenty  orawnasny  boai^ 
Now  from  yon  hamlets  clouds  of  smoke  arisc^ 
And  slowly  roll  along  the  evem*ng-skia ; 
And  see  projected  from  the  nu>untaia*t  braw 
A  lengthan'd  sbnda  obscores  the  pinim  beloir. 


PASTORAL    tlK 


Young  Corydon  for  fkir  Alexis  pinM, 

But  hope  ne'er  gladden'd  his  despoadmg  mmd; 

I  The  chief  excellency  of  this  poem  consists  ra 
its  delicacy  and  simplicity.    CoiTdon  addreSMS  his 
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Kor  fowi  nor  lean  thfe  sooimful  boy  coal  J  move, 
JMstfogoMbM  by  his  vethhier  master's  love. 
Oft  to  the  beech's  deep-embowering  shade 
P^re  and  sad  this  hapless  shepherd  strayed  ; 
There  told  ha  artless  verse  his  tender  pain 
To  echoing  hiik  and  groves,  but  all  in  vain. 

In  vain  the  flute's  complaining  hiys  I  try  ; 
And  an  1  doom'd,  nnpitying  boy,  to  die  ? 
5oir  to  &mt  flocks  the  grove  a  shade  supplies, 
Aud  in  the  thorny  brake  the  lisard  lies ; 
Nov  Tbestylia  with  herbs  of  savoury  taste 
Prepares  the  weary  harvest-man's  repast ; 
And  all  is  still»  aava  where  the  buzzing  sound 
Of  chirping  grasshoppers  is  heard  around ; 
While  I  exposM  to*all  the  rage  of  beat 
Wander  the  wiUs  in  seaich  of  thy  retreat. 

Was  it  not  easier  to  support  the  pain 
I  felt  from  Amaryllis'  fierce  disdain  ? 
Easier  Menalcaa'  cold  neglect  to  bear» 
Black  though  he  was,  though  thou  art  blooming  fair  ? 
Yet  be  relenting,  nor  too  much  presume, 

0  beaoteows  bc^,  on  thy  celestial  bUmm ; 
The  able  violet  *  yields  a  precious  die,  * 

While  useless  on  the  fiekl  the  withering  lillies  lie. 
Ah  crael  hoy  !  my  love  is  all  in  vain. 
No  tbodgMa  of  thine  regard  thy  wretched  swain. 
How  /ich  my  flock  thou  carest  not  to  know. 
Nor  bow  my  pails  with  geaenms  milk  overflow. 
With  Ueat  of  thowand  lamba  my  hills  lesouiid, 
Aod  all  the  year  my  milky  stoves  abound. 
Not  AmphioB's  lays  were  sweeter  than  my  song, 
Tboae  li^  that  led  the  listening  herds  along. 
Aod  if  the  fiaoe  be  trae  I  lately  viewed, 
WheiwVnlm  and  clear  th'  uncurling  ocean  stood, 

1  lack  molt  beanty,  nor  ooold'st  thou  deny. 
That  even  with  Daphnis  I  may  dare  to  vie. 

Odaigw  aA  iart  amid  these  kmely  fiekis. 
To  taste  tbs  pjcnsowi  wbksh  the*  country  yields  ; 


fsfuwila  19  aoch  a  parity  of  sentiment  as  one  would 
dunk  might  eflactually  disoonntenanoe  the  prepo- 
searioaa  which  genenlly  prevail  against  the  subject 
ofthisadogoe.  The  nature  of  his  aflection  may 
easily  be  aaoertained  from  his  ideas  of  the  happiness 
which  he  bopea  to  enjoy  in  the  company  of  his  be- 
kwed  Alexia. 


O  deign  at  last  amid  these  lonely  fields,  &c. 

It  appears  to  have  been  no  other  than  that  friend- 
ship, which  waa  encouraged  by  the  wisest  legislators 
of  aaciemt  Greece,  as  a  noble  incentive  to  vir- 
tue, and  recommended  by  the  example  even  of 
Agesilans,  Pericles  and  Socrates  :  an  aflection 
wholly  dik»ct  from  the  infamous  attachments  that 
prevailed  among  the  licentkMis.  The  reader  will 
find  A  fnJI  aod  satisfying  account  of  this  generous 
passion  in  Dr.  Potter's  Antiquities  of  Greece,  B.  iv. 
Chap.  9.  Mons.  fiayle  in  his  Dictkxiary  at  the 
article  Viiigile  has  at  great  length  vindicated  our 
poet  fram  the  charge4)f  immorality  which  the  critics 
have  groniMled  upon  this  pastoral. 

The  acene  of  this  pastoral  is  a  grove  interspersed 
with  beech-trees  j  the  season,  harvest. 

*  Vacciitinm  (here  translated  violet)  yielded  a 
porple  coloar  used  in  dying  the  garments  of  slaves, 
according  to  Plin.  1.  xvi.  c.  ?B. 

Vol.  XVIIL 


With  me  to  dwell  in  cottages  resignM, 

To  roam  the  woods,  to  shoot  the  (Kiuoding  hind  ; 

With  .me  the  weaoUng  kids  from  home  to  guide 

To  the  green  mallows  on  the  mountain-side; 

With  me  in  echoing  groves  the  song  to  raise^ 

And  emulate  even  Pan's  celestial  lays. 

Pan  taught  the  jointed  reed  its  tuneful  strain. 

Pan  guards  the  tender  flock,  and  shepherd  swain* 

Nor  grudge,  Alexis,  that  the  rural  pipe 

So  oft  hath  staio*d  the  roses  of  thy  lip : 

How  did  Amyntas  strive  thy  skill  to  gain  ! 

How  grieve  at  last  to  find  his  labour  vain  ! 

Of  seven  unequal  reeds  a  pipe  I  have. 

The  precious  gift  which  good  Damoetas  gave ; 

"  TaWh  this,"  the  dying  shepherd  said,  "  for  none 

Inherits  all  my  skill  but  thou  alone." 

He  said ;  Amyntas  munnura  at  my  praise. 

And  wit^  an  envious  eye  the  gift  surveys. 

Besides,  as  presents  for  my  soid's  delight 

Two  beauteous  kids  I  keep  bestreak'd  with  white, 

Noorish'd  with  care,  nor  purchas'd  without  pain  j 

An  ewe's  full  udder  twice  a  day  they  drain. 

These  to  obuin  oft  Thestylis  hath  tried 

Each  winning  art,  while  I  her  suit  denied  ; 

But  I  at  last  shall  yield  what  she  requests. 

Since  thy  relentless  pride  my  gifts  detests. 

Come,  beauteous  boy,  and  bless  my  rural  bowers^ 
For  thee  the  nymphs  collect  the  choksest  fiowers : 
Fair  Nais  culls  amid  the  bloomy  dale 
The  drooping  poppy,  and  the  vralet  pale. 
To  marygolds  the  hyacinth  applies. 
Shading  the  glossy  with  the  tawny  dies : 
Narcissus'  flower  with  daffodil  entwin'd. 
And  c^ia's  breathing  sweets  to  these  are  join'd. 
With  every  bloom  that  pamts  the  vernal  grove. 
And  all  to  form  a  garland  for  my  love. 
MjTself  with  sweetest  fruits  will  crown  thy  feast  ^ 
The  luscKHis  peach  shall  gratify  thy  taste, 
Aod  chesnut^brown  (pnce  high  in  my  regard. 
For  AmaryMis  this  to  all  prefer*d ; 
But  if  the  bln^hiog  plom  thy  choice  thou  make» 
The  plum  shall  more  be  valued  for  thy  sake.) 
The  myrtle  wreath'd  with  laurel  shall  exhale 
A  blended  fragrance  to  delight  thy  smell. 

Ah  Corydon  !  thou  rustic,  simple  swain  !       n 
Thyself,  thy  prayers,  thy  offers  all  are  vain. 
How  few,  compared  with  rich  lolaa'  store, 
Thy  boasted  gifts,  and  all  thy  wealth  how  poor  f 
Wretch  that  I  am  I  while  thus  I  pine  forlorn, 
And  all  the  live-long  day  inactive  mourn. 
The  boars  have  laid  my  silver  fonntalns  waste. 
My  flowers  are  fading  in  the  southern  blast— 
Fly'st  thou,  ah  foolish  boy,  the  lonesome  gityve  ? 
Yet  gods  for  this  have  left  the  realms  above. 
Paris  with  scorn  the  pomp  of  Troy  survey'd. 
And  sought  th'  Idasan  bowers  and  peaceful  i^hadep 
In  her  proud  palaces  let  Pallas  shine  ; 
The  lowly  woods,  and  rural  Ufe  be  mine* 
The  lioness  all  dreadful  in  her  courae 
Pursues  the  wolf,  and  he  with  headlong  forea 
Flics  at  the  wanton  goat,  that  loves  to  climb 
The  cliff's  steep  side,  and  crop  the  flowering  thyme; 
Thee  Corydon  pursues,  O  beauteous  boy : 
Thus  each  is  drawn  along  by  some  peculiar  joy. 

Now  evening  soft  comes  ou ;  aod  homeward  now 
From  field  the  weary  oxen  bear  the  pbogh. 
The  setting  Sun  now  beams  more  mildly  bright. 
The  shadows  lengthening  with  the  level  light. 
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White  wHb  love's  flame  my  restless  bosom  glows. 

For  lore  no  interval  of  ea«<e  allows. 

Ah  Cbrydon  f  to  weak  complaints  a  prey  ! 

"UTiat  madness  thus  to  waste  the  fleeting  day  ! 

Be  rous'd  at  length  ;  thy  ha1f-prun*d  vines  demand 

The  needful  culture  of  thy  curbing  hand. 

Haste,  lingering  swain,  the  flexile  willows  weave. 

And  witli  thy  wonted  care  thy  wants  relieve. 

Fofget  Alexis*  unrelenting  iscom, 

Another  love  thy  passion  wilt  return^ 


PASTORAL    IIL 


MINALeAS,   DAM0STA8,    PALJMOir  •• 


T\>  whom  belongs  this  flock^  Damoetas,  pny  ; 
ToMeliboens? 

SAM«ITAS. 

No;  theotbarday 
The  shepherd  iEgon  gave  it  me  to  keep. 

'   MtltALCAS. 

Ah  still  neglected,  sUU  unhiippy  dkeep  <  ! 
He  plies  Nesera  with  assidoous  love, 
And  fears  lest  she  my  happier  flame  approve ; 
Meanwhile  this  hifeling  wretch  (disgrace  to  swunsf) 
Defrauds  his  master,  and  purloins  his  gains, 
Milks  twice  aa  hour,  and  drains  the  fismish'd  dams. 
Whose  empty  dugti  in  vain  attract  the  lambs. 

DAMOBTAS. 

Forbear  on  men  such  language  to  bestow. 
Thee,,  stain  of  manhood  !  thee,  full  well  I  know. 
I  know,  with  wbom-*-Mid  where— ^  (their  grove 

defiPd 
The  nymphs  reveng'd  net,  but  indalgent  smii'd) 
And  how  the  goats  beheld,  then  browsing 
The  shameful  sight  with  a  lasciviouB  leer. 

MSVALCAS. 

Ko  doubt,  when  Mycon's  tender  trees  I  broifce. 
And  gashM  his  young  vmes  with  a  blunted  hook.       | 

BAMOBTAS. 

Or  when  conceaVd  behind  this  ancient  row 
Of  beech,  yon  broke  yonog  Daphnis'  shaipts  and 

bow, 
With  sharpest  pangs  of  rancorous  anguish  stung 
To  see  the  gift  confer*d  on  one  so  young ; 
And  had  you  not  thus  wreak'd  your  sonifd  spit^ 
Of  very  envy  you  had  died  ootrigbt. 

\  The  contending  shefiherds  MenaTcas  and  Da- 
moctas,  together  with  their  umpire  Palsemon,  arc 
seated  on  the  grass,  not  far  from  a  rdv  of  beech- 
trees.  Flocks  are  seen  feeding  hard  by.  The  time 
•f  the  day  aemm  to  be  soon,  the  season  between 
Spriqg  and  Sammer. 

s  Throughout  the  srbole  of  this  altercation,  not^ 
withstanding  the  untoward  subject,  the  leader  will 
find  in  the  original  such  a  happy  union  of  simplicity 
and  force  of  expression  and  harmony  of  verse,  as  it 
is  vain  to  look  for  in  an  English  translation. 

3  The  abruptness  and  ofaicurity  of  the  original  is 
kere  imitated. 


MBNALCAS. 

Gods !  what  may  masters  dare^  when  sack  a  pstcb 
Of  impudence  their  thievish  hirelings  reach ! 
Did  £  not,  wretch  (deny  it  if  you  dare) 
Did  I  not  see  you  Daroon*s  goat  ensnare  ? 
Lycisca  bark'd ;  then  I  the  felon  spyM, 
And  *' Whither  slinks  yon  sneaking  thief?"  I  cried. 
The  thief  disdoverM  straight  bis  prey  fonodk. 
And  skulk'd  amid  the  sedges  of  the  braok^ 

SAIfOBTAS. 

That  goat  my  pipe  from  Damon  fitirfy  gun^d  ^ 
A  match  was  set,  and  I  the  prize  obtaiD^d. 
He  owa'd  it  due  to  my  superior  skill. 
And  iret  relus'd  his  bsugain  to  fulfil. 

MEVALCAS. 

By  3rour  superior  skill — the  goat  was  woo ! 
Have  yoti  a  jointed  pipe.*  indecent  clown ! 
Whose  whizzintr  straws  with  barj^faest  discord  jarred. 
As  in  tbe  streets  your  wretched  rhymes  yon  marr'd. 

DAMOETAS. 

Boasts  are  but  vain.     Pm  ready,  when  you  wiiy 
To  make  a  solemn  trial  ef  our  sktfL 
I  stake  this  heifer,  no  ignoble  prize ;  . 
Two  calves  finom  her  full  udder  she  supplies. 
And  twice  a  day  ber  milk  the  pail  o'eilEsws  ^ 
What  pledge  of  equal  worth  will  you  expose  )^ 


MXVALCAS. 

Ought  firom  the  flock  I  dare  not  risque ;  I  ficar 
A  cruel  step^ame,  and  a  sire  severe. 
Who  of  their  store  so  strict  a  reckomi^  Jceep, 
That  twice  a -day  (hey  count  tlie  kids  and  i^i^ep. 
But,  since  yoli  purpose  to  be  mad  u>  day,  ^ 
Two  beechen  cups  I  scruple  not  to  lay, 
(Whose  fisr  superior  worth  yourself  will  own) 
The  labour'd  work  of  fsm'd  Alcimedon. 
Rais'd  round  the  brims  by  the:engihfti*k'gara 
The  flaunting  vine  tanfolds  its  fiJiagefBirf  **      * 
Entwin'd  the  ivy*s  tendrils  seem  to  grow. 
Half-hid  in  leaves  its  mimic  berries  glow ; 
Two  figures  rise  below,  of  curioas  ftiime, 
Ck>non,  and — what's  that  other  sage's  name. 
Who  with  his  rod  described  the  world's  vast  nmad. 
Taught  when  to  reap,  and  when  to  till  the  groood^ 
At  home  I  have  reserved  them  unprofan'd, 
j  No  lip  has  e'er  their  glossy  poli&h  stain'd. 

DAMOBTAS. 

Two  cups  ftyr  me  that  skilful  artist  made^ 
Their  handles  with  acanthus  are  arrayM ; 
Orphans  is  in  the  midst,  whose  magic  song  . 
Xeads  in  tumnltuoas  dance  the  lofty  groves  along. 
At  home  I  have  reser^'d  them  unprofonM, 
No  lip  has  e'er  their  glossy  polish  stain'd. 
But  my  pledg'd  heifer  if  aright  you  priac. 
The  cups  so  much  extoU'd  you  will  despise. 

MRKAtCAS. 

These  arts,  proud  boaster,  all  are  lost  on  me; 
To  any  terms  I  readily  agree. 
You  shall  not  boast  your  victory  to>day. 
Let  him  be  judge  who  passes  fimt  this  tray:        ' 
And  see  the  good  Palsemon  I  tsost  me,  swain^ 
You'H  be  more  cautious  Imw  yoa  bsag  again. 

BAMOBTAS. 

Delays  I  br«>k  not ;  if  you  dara,  proosed  ; 

At  singing  no  antagonist  I  dread. 
Palasmon,  listen  to  th'  important  songs. 
To  such  debates  attantioD  stiiet  belongk 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


transLatio'ns. 


553 


PAtifMOH. 

9ng  tiwn.    A  coach  the  flowery  h^bage  yields : 
Kow  blocsom  all  the  trees,  and  all  the  fields ; 
And  all  the  woods  their  pomp  of  fbliaee  wear. 
And  Nature^s  fkirest  robe  adorns  the  btoommg  year. 
Bamc^tas  first  th'  alternate  lay  shall  raise : 
Th*  inpiriog  Mases  love  alternate  lays. 

DAMOETAS. 

Jore  first  I  sing ;  ye  Muses,  aid  my  lay ; 
All  Nature  owns  bis  energy  and  sway ; 
The  Karth  and  Heavens  his  sovereign  bounty  share. 
And  to  jny  verses  be  vouchsafes  his  care. 

MIVALCAS. 

With  great  Apollo  I  begin  the  strain,' 
For  I  am  great  Apollo's  ftivoarite  swam; 
For  him  the  purple  hyacinth  I  wear. 
And  sacred  bay  to  Phoebus  ever  dear. 

DAMOSTAS.    . 

The  spHghtly  Galatea  at  my  head 
An  apple  aui^;,  and  to  the  willows  fiad  ; 
But  as  along  the  level  lawn  she  flew, 
The  wanton  wish'd  not  to  ascape  my  view, 

MBNA  LC  AS. 

I  langni«h*d  long  for  fair  Amyntas'  charms. 
But  now  he  comes  nnbidden  to  my  arms, 
And  with  my  dugs  is  so  familiar  grown. 
Thai  nqr  owu  l>elia  is  no  better  known. 

DAMOBTAS* 

I  lately  tnarVd  where  midst  the  verdant  shade 
Two  parent-doves  had  built  their  leafy  bed; 
I  from  the  nest  the  young  will  shortly  take. 
And  to  my  love  fji  handsome  present  make. 

MKNAI.CAI. 

Te%  mddy  wildings,  from  a  Mty  bough. 
That  through  the  green  laavesbeam'd  wflh  yellofw 

glow 
I  brought  away,  and  to  Amyntas  bore; 
To  morrow  I  shall  send  as  many  more. 

DAMOBTAS, 

Ah  tbe  keen  raptures  I  when  my  yielding  fiur 
lAreath'd  her  kind  whispers  to  my  ravish'd  ear ! 
Waft,  gentle  gales,  her  accenU  to  the  skies, 
That  godsthemselves  may  hear  with  sweet  surprise. 

MIVALCAS. 

What,  though  I  am  not  wretch«d  by  yowr  scorn? 
Say,  beauteous  boy,  say  can  I  cease  to  rooum. 
If,  while  I  hold  the  nets,  the  bo#r  yna  faoe. 
And  rashly  brave  the.  dangers  of  tbe«haceft 

•  '       iMMDvnrt.   *•■        '' 
Send  Pfafllts  bomev  lohu,  fbr  to  dAy 
I  oeldmifee  my  birth,  and  all  is"  gay ; 
When  for  my  crop  the  victini,  I  prepare, 
Idas  in  our  festival  may  shareu 

MtHAtCA'S. 

.  Phyllis  I  bve ;  she  inor^  than  all  ctfn  charaii 
And  mut«al  fires  her  gentle  bosom  warm : 
Teara»  when  I  leai«  her,  bathe  her  beatiteous  eytt, 
'*  A  long,  a  long  ttdien,  my  kivel"  she  cries. 

MMOItAS. 

The  wolf  ia  dreadful  to  the  woolly  tndn, 
Fatal  to  harvests  is  the  omshing  rain, 
■To  the  green  woods  the  winds  deMTuctive  prove, 
Tomfthaqigaofr"      —    —  ■ 


MBlfALCA^. 

The  willow^s  grateful  to  the  pregnant  ew^es, 
Stk&wen  to  the  corns,  to  kids  the  mountain-browse; 
More  grateful  far  to  me  my  lovely  boy, 
In  sweet  Amyntas  centers  all  my  joy. 

DAMdETAS. 

Even  Pollio  deigns  lo  hear  my  mral  lays ; 
And  cheers  the  bashful  Muse  with  generous  praiat ; 
Ye  sacred  Nine,  for  your  great  patron  feed 
A  beauteous  heifer  of  the  noblest  breed. 

MBNALCAS. 

Pollio  the  art  of  heavenly  song  adonis ; 
Then  let  a  bull  be  bred  with  butting  horns. 
And  ample  front,  that  bellowing  spurns  the  ground. 
Tears  up  the  turf,  and  throws  the  sands  around. 

BAMOBTAS. 

Him  whom  my  Pollio  loves  may  nought  anDoy^ 
May  he  like  Pollio  every'  wish  enjoy, 
O  may  his  happy  lands  with  honey  flow. 
And  op  his  thorns^Assyrian  rases  biaiv  I 

MBNAT.CAS. 

Who  hates  not  foolish  Bavios,  let  him  love 
Thee,  Mi^ius,  and  thy  tasteless  rhymes  approve  f 
Nor  needs  it  thy  admirer's  reason  shock 
To  milk  the  he-goats,  and  the  foxes  yoke. 

DAtSOBTAS. 

Ye  boys,  on  garlmids  who  employ  year  care. 
And  pull  the  creeping  stcaraberties,  beware. 
Fly  for  your  lives,  and  leave  that  fatal  place, 
A  deadly  snake  lies  lurking  In  the  grass. 

MBMALCAS. 

Fbrbear^  my  flocks,  and  warily  proceed. 
Nor  on  that  fisithlesa  bank  securely  tread ; 
The  heedless  ram  late  plung'd  amid  the  pool. 
And  in  the  snn  now  dries  his  reeking  wool  n 

'  naMOBTAS. 

Ho  Tltyrns  !  lead  back  the  browsing  flock, 
AimI  left  them  IM  «t  ^fcunce  fkom  the  brook  ; 
At  hirthMig-4ime  ito tlie  shad«  will  bring 
My  goats,  smd  wash  tbem  in  the  cooling  spring. 

MBNALCAS. 

Baste,  froB^  the  sultiy  lawn  the  flocks  remove 
To  the  copl  shelter  of  the  shady,  grove : 
When  burning  noon  the  curdling  udder  dries, 
Th*  ungrateful  teats  in  vain  the  shepherd  plies. 

DAMOBTAS. 

How  lean  my  bull  in  yonder  mead  appears* 
Thourh  the  fat  soil  the  richest  pasture  bean  t 
Ah  Love !  thou  reign^st  supreme  in  every  heart. 
Both  flocks  and  shepherds  languish  with  thy  dart 

MBIULCAS., 

Love  has  not  injor'd  my  consumptive  flocks. 
Yet  bare  their  hopes,  and  faded  are  their  looks  t 
What  envious  eye  hath  squinted  on  my  dams. 
And  sent  its  poison  to  my  tender  lamba  f    ' 

DAMOkTAS. 

Say -in  what  distant  Icmd  tbe  eye  descriel 
Byt  three  short  ells  of  all  th*  expanded  skies  ; 
Tell  tikia,  and  great  Apollo  be  your  name ; 
.Your  akitt  is  equal,  eqftat  be  ycnr  fame. 

MEHALCAS. 

Say  m  what  sofl  a  w6udrobs  flower  is  bom. 
Whose  leaves  the  sacred  names  of  kings  adorn; 
Tell  this,  and  lake  my  Phyllis  to  your  arms. 
And  reign  th*  nnrifnll'd  sovereign  of  her  charms^ 
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Tii  not  for  »e  thewj  high  diipiiies  to  end  | 
^aefa  to  the  hieifi^  jtttdy  may  ^iMteod. 
Such  be  tlieir  fbNutie,  who  so  well  oa»  M«f , 
From  iove  what  paio^l  joys,  «9iat  piMiii 

spring. 

Now,  boys,  ob$lrQCt  the  course  of  yonder  rill 
The  meadows  have  already  drunk  their  filL 


PASTORAL  IF.  » 


POLUO« 
SfctLtAif  Mwe)  nblimer  straint  impin. 
And  wann  my  boeoA  with  diTinor  flro  I 
All  take  not  pleasure  m  the  rural  scene, 
In  lowly  taonanska,  and  forests  graea. 
lir  sylvan  themes  we  sing,  then  let  our  laya 
Desene  a  consuls  ear,  a  oonsaVi  praise. 

The  age  cones  on,  that  fuUira  aft  of  gold 
In  Cuma^s  mystic  prophecies  foretold. 
The  years  begin  their  mighty  course  again, 
11ie  Virgin  now  returas,  and  the  Satumian  reign. 
Now  from  the  lofty  mansions  of  the  sky 
To  Earth  descends  an  heaven-bom  progeny. 
Thy  Phebuf  reigns,  Lucina,  lend  thine  aid, 
Nor  be  his  Inrth,  his  glorious  bhth  delay'd ! 
An  iron  ra^e  shdil  then  no  longer  rage. 
But  all  the  world  regahi  the  golden  age. 
This  child,  the  joy  of  nations,  shaH  be  born 
Thy  consulship,  O  PolBo,  to  adorn : 
Thy  consulship  these  happy  times  shall  prove. 
And  see  the  irigkty  montha  bagm  to  awvo : 
Then  all  onr  fbrner  guilt  shall  be  forgiv'a,  [Haav*B. 
And  npan  shall  dread  no  more  tV  aveogiag  doom  of 

The  son  with  heroca  and  with  goda  shaM  shin^ 
And  le^d,  enroled  with  tbeoi,  the  life  divine. 
He  o*er  the  peaceful  nations  shall  preaide. 
And  his  aire's  virtues  shall,  his  sceptre  guide. 
To  thee,  auspicious  babe,  th*  unbidden  earth 
Shall  bring  the  eajrUest  of  her  flowery  birth  ^ 
Acanthus  soft  in  smiling  beauty  gay. 
The  blossom'd  bean,  and  ivy's  flaunting  gpray. 
Th*  untended  goats  shall  to  their  homes  repair, 
And  to  the  milker's  hand  the  loaded  udder  bear. 
The  mighty  lion  shall  no  more  be  fbir'd. 
But  grase  ioaoxioos  with  the  friendly  herd. 

1  In  thtafbwth  pastoral,  «p  particular  landscape 
is  defineated.  The  whole  ia  a  piophelic  song  of 
triumph.  But  as  almott  all-  the  images  and  allu* 
aioos  are  of  the  rural  kind,  it  is  no  leas  a  trve  bn* 
colic  than  the  others  ^  if  we  admit  the  definition  of 
a  pastoral,  given  u»  by  an  author  of  the  first 
rai^*,  who  calls  it  '*  A  poiem  in  which  any  action 
or  passiou  is  cepreswted  by  ks  edSbcts  upon  country 
life.*'' 

It  is  of  little  importance  to  enquhre  on  what  oc- 
casion this  poem  was  written.  The  spirit  of  pro- 
phetic enthusiasm  that  breathes  through  it.  and 
the  resanbtance  it  bears  in  many  places  to  the 
Oriental  manner,  makes  it  not  improbable,  that 
our  poet  compoeed  it  partly  finom  some  pieces  of 
•ntient  prophecy  that  might  have  fallen  into  bis 
hands,  aad  thai  he  aftcrwarda  iascvihed  it  to  his 
friend  and  patron  PoUio^  on  oconibB  ef  the  birth 
of  his  aon  Saloninus.  *  > 
*  The  author  of  the  BtaiohlMv' 


Sprung  from  tliy  cradle  fiagnMii  flowers  shall  spresd, 
And,  fanning  biapd.  shall  wave  aioand  ihy  heal 
Then  shall  the  serpent  die,  with  all  his  race : 
No  deadly  herb  the  happy  soil  disgrace : 
As^^yrian  balm  on  every  bush  shall  bloom. 
And  breath  in  every  gale  its  rioh  perfume. 

But  when  thy  father*s  deeds  thy  youth  sbali  fire, 
And  to  great  actions  all  thy  soul  inspire. 
When  thou  shalt  read  id  heroes  and  of  kiog^ 
And  mark  the  glory  thalfipoM  virtue  snrings; 
Then  boundless  o'er  the  fer-exteoded  plain 
ShaH  wave  luxuriant  crops  of  goMen  grain. 
With  purple  grapes  the  leaded  thorn  shaH  bend, 
And  streaming  honey  from  the  oak  descend. 
Nor  yet  old  fraud  shall  wholly  be  efiac'd  i 
Navies  for  wealth  shah  roam  the  watery  waste; 
Proud  cities  fenced  with  towery  walls  appear. 
And  cruel  shares  shall  earth's  soft  bosun  tear: 
Another  Tipbys  o'er  the  swelling  tide 
With  steady  skill  the  bonndhig  ship  shall  guide; 
Another  Argo  with  the  flower  of  Greece 
From  Colchos'  shore  shall  waft  the  golden  fieeee; 
Again  the  world  shaH  hear  war*s  hrad  alartns. 
And  grrat  Achilles  ahrne  again  in  arms.        fhrafe. 
When  riper  years  thy  strengthen'd  nerv^  shall 
And  o'er  thy  limbs  diffuse  a  nMinly  grace. 
The  mariner  no  more  shall  plough  the  deep. 
Nor  load  with  foreign  wares  the  trading  ship. 
Each  country  shall  abound  in  every  storey 
Nor  need  the  products  of  another  shore. 
Henceforth  no  plough  shall  oiewe  the  fertile  groand. 
No  pmaingbook  the  tender  vine  shall  wnoad ; 
The  husbandman  with  toil  no  longer  brokie 
Shall  looaa  his  ox  for  ewer  firom  the  yohe. 
No  more  *e  noot  a  fi>reign  die  shall  Mga, 
But  purple  flocks  shall  graze  the  flowery  plaifV 
Glittering  in  native  gold  tlieram  shall  tMd, 
And  scarlet  lambs  shall  wanton  on  the  mead. 
In  ooncoi^  join'd  with  fate's  uoalter'd  U^w 
The  Destinies  these  happy  times  foresaw^. 
They  bade  the  sacred  spindle  swiftly  ru«,  , 
And  hasten  the  auspicious  ages  on. 

O  dear  to  all  thy  kindred  gods  above ! 
O  thou,  the  ofi&pring  uf  eternal  Jove  f 
Receive  thy  digaitiea,  begin  thy  reign. 
And  O'Cf  the  world  extend  thy  wide  donaidL 
See  nature's  mighty  frame  exulting  rottnd,'        '  '^ 
Ocean,  and  earth,  and  heaven's  immense  profoundl 
See  nadotts  yet  unborti  wKh  jof  behokl        -    A 
Hiy  glad  approach,  and  hail  the  nfgU'df  goUiM'  >'^ 

O  woQld  th»  tfflnimtalft  lead  a  Wvgthdf^^^ 
And  give  a  soul  subKdie  to  «itmd^thy"pvai!Mrf ' 
Would  Heaven  this  breast,  this  lahoariog  breaft 
With  ardour  equal  t»  the  aighty  theme  ^  [iaibmt 
Not  Orpheuft  with  dMner  tiaiwperts  ^bw^ 
Wheu  all  her  fire  hianotheiwnHHa  b«^wM«;/, 
Nor  loftier  ^mhaw  flov'd  firon  Linns'  tamnftj> . 
Although  his  sire  Apollo  gave  tho  soog^ 
Even  I^n,  in  presence  of  Arcadian  swaina 
Would  vainly,  strive  to  eronlate  aiy  stEakn* 
Repay  a  parents  care,  Obeauteoas  boy^ 
And  greet  thy  ihother  with  a  emilo  Of  joy  ^ 
F6r  thee,  to  loathiilg  languors  all  resign^ 
Ten  sfaw-reiNolving  months  thy  mother  jnwfiim 
If  er\icl  fate  thy  panolstbliniideoiea  *, 
IfnofanAjiytiiiMiilbiguithhia-ey^ 

3  TMi  passage'  h«i  ptrplfted  nlK  tiM  tiitiei. 
Out  of  a  nttnibe#hf<signlfiMhN»  thiT  htm  -hM 
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No  nyiBph  of  beaTenly  bifth  slmll  croirn  thy  love, 
Nor  aiialt  thou  share  UiP  iimnortsi  ftast  above. 

ofiered,  the  translntor  hat  pitched  upon  one,  which 
be  thinks  the  most  agreeable  to  the  scope  of  the 
poem  and  most  consistent  with  the  language  of  the 
origjaal*  The  reader,  wbo  wants  more  particnlan 
00  this  heady  may  coosvlt  Servius,  be  La  Cerda, 
or" 


PASTORAL  Fi.    ' 

MIIIALCAS,   MOPS0S. 
MSHALCAS* 

SiKct  yOQ  With  skill  can  touch  the  tuneful  teed. 
Since  few  my  verses  or  my  voice  exceed  ; 
In  this  lefreshinff  shade  shall  we  recline. 
Where  hazels  with  the  lofty  ehns  ooabine  ? 

M0PSU8. 

Yoor  riper  age  a  due  respect  requires, 
Tis  mine  to  yield  to  what  my  friend  deshres; 
Whsther  you  choose  the  zq>b3rr*s  faoning  breeze, 
Ihat  sbaltes  the  wavering  sliadows  of  the  trees  j 
Or  the  deep-shaded  grotto's  cool  retreat : — 
And  see  yoa  cave  screcnM  from  the  scorching  heat, 
VTbtre  the  wild  vine  its  curlrog  tendrils  weaves, 
Whose  grapes  glow  ruddy  through  the  quivering 
leaves. 

MSNALCAS. 

Of  all  the  swams  that  to  our  hills  belong, 
Amyntas  only  vies  with  you  in  song. 

MOPSB8. 

What,  thoogh  with  me  that  haughty  shepherd 
Who  ptondly  dares  Apollo's  self  defy  ?  [vie> 

MINALCAS. 

Begm ;  let  Alcon*s  praise  inspire  year  straiiis  *, 
Or  Codftts*  death,  or  Phyllis'  amorous  pains  j 
Begin,  whatever  theme  yottr  Mus6  prefer. 
To  feed  the  kids  be»'Titynis,  thy  care. 

MOPSUS. 

I  rather  will  repeat  that  mournful  song. 
Which  late  I  carv'd  the  verdant  beech  along; 
(I  carv'd  and  trillM  by  turns  the  laboured  lay) 
And  let  Amyntas  match  me  if  be  may. 

MBNALCAS. 

As  slender  willows  where  the  olive  grows. 
Or  sordid  shrubs  when  near  tbe  scarlet  rose, 
Socb  (if  the  judgment  I  have  formed  be  true) 
Such  ia  AMyntas  frhen  compar'd  with  you. 
MOnvs. 

Nft*  more;  Menalcas ;  we  delay  too  long. 
The  grot^  dim  shade  invites  my  pvomisM  soag. 

When  Daphnis  fall  by  ^e^s  remorseless  blow  ^ 
Tbe  weeping  nymphs  peut'dwiM  the  plamt  of  woe; 

1  Here  we  discover  Menaloas  and  Mopsos  seated 
in  an  arbour  formed  by  the  interwoven  twigs  of  a 
wild-vine.  A  gveve  of  hasJes  and  elms  surrounds 
thit  arbour.  TIm  season  seems  to  be  Summer.  The 
time  of  the  day  is  not  specified. 

9  From  thia  passage  it  is  evident  that  Virgil 
tbooirht  pastoral  poetry  oapaWe  of  a  nmdi  greater 
variety  in  ite  sobieots,  than  some  modem  critics 
will  allow. 

3  it  iathomirt^neral  and  most  probable  con- 
jecture, that  Julius  Ciesar  jathe  Daphnis^  whose 


Witness,  O  hazel-grovei  and  winAing  stream, 
For  aM  your  echoes  caught  the  moumfol  theme. 
la  agony  of  grief  his  mother  prest 
Tbe  clay- cold  carcase  to  her  tbrobbing  breast. 
Frantic  with  anguish  wail'd  his  hapless  fate, 
Rav'd  at  the  stars,  and  Heaven's  relentless  hate. 
Twas  then  the  swains  in  deep  despair  forsook 
Their  pining  Ihcks,  nor  led  them  to  the  brouk  ; 
The  pining  flocks  for  him  their  pastures  slight. 
Nor  grassy  plains,  ner  eooK^g  streams  mvite. 
The  d(4efol  tidings  reach'd  tbe  Libyan  shores, 
And  lions  monm'd  io  deep  repeated  roan. 
His  cruel  doom  the  woodlands  wild  bewail, 
And  plaintive  hills  repeat  the  melancholy  taTe. 
'Twas  he;  who  flnt  Armenia's  tigers  broke, 
And  tam'd  their  stubborn  natures  to  the  yoke; 
He  first  with  ivy  wrapt- the  tbyraus  round. 
And  made  the  hills  with  Baechus'  rites  resound  f. 
As  vines  adorn  the  trees  which  they  entwine. 
As  purple  clusters  beautify  the  vine. 
As  bnHs  the  herd,  as  corns  the  fertile  plains. 
The  godlike  Daphnis  dignified  the  swains. 
When  Daphnis  from  onr  ea^rer  hopes  was  torn, 
Phoebus  and  Pales  left  the  plains  to  meum. 
Now  weeds  and  wretched  tares  the  crop  subdue. 
Where  store  of  generous  wheat  but  lately  grew. 
NaTcisstts*  lovely  flower  no  more  is  seen. 
No  more  tbe  velvet  violet  decks  tbe  green  ; 
Thistles  for  these  the  blasted  meadow  yields. 
And  tboms  and  frixled  burs  defonn  the  fields. 
Swains,  shade  the  springs,  and  let  the  ground  be 

drest 
With  verdant  leaves ;  'twas  Daphnis'  last  request 
Erect  a  tomb  in  honour  to  his  name 
Mark'd  with  this  verse  to  celebrate  his  fame. 
'*  The  fwains  with  Daphnis'  name  this  tomb  adorn* 
Whose  high  renown  above  the  skies  is  bom ; 
Fair  was  his  flock,  he  fairest  on  the  plain. 
The  pride,  the  glory  of  the  sylvan  reign.'* 

MEKALCAS. 

Sweeter,  O  bard  divine,  thy  numbers  seem. 
Than  to  tbe  scorched  swain  tbe  oooling  stream. 
Or  soft  on  fragrant  flowrets  to  recline. 
And  the  tir'd  limbs  to  balmy  sleep  resign. 
Blest  youth !  whose  voice  andf  pipe  demand  the  praise 
Due  but  to  thine,  and  to  thy  master's  lay?. 
1  in  return  the  flariing  theme  will  cbuse, 
And  Daphnis'  praises  shall  inspire  my  Muse; 
He  in  my  song  shall  high  as  Heaven  ascend. 
High  as  the  Heavens,  for  Daphnis  was  my  fHelid. 

MOPIUS. 

His  virtues  sure  our  noblest  numbers  claim ; 
Nought  can  delight  me  more  than  such  a  themQ, 
Which  in  your  song  new  dignity  obtains; 
Oft  has  our  Stimichon  extol'd  the  strains. 

MSNALCAS. 

Now  Daphnis  shines,  amon^  tbe  gods  a  god. 
Struck  with  the  splendours  of  his  new  abode. 


death  and  dcificatk>n  are  here  celebrated.  Some 
however  are  of  opinion,  that  by  Daphnis  is  meant 
a  real  shepherd  of  Sicily  of  that  name,  who  is  said 
to  have  invented  bnoolic  poetry;  and  in  honour  of 
whom  tbe  Sicilians  performed  yearly  sacrifices. 

*  This  can  be  apptied  only  to  Jttllns  CsBSar  j  Ar 
it  was  he  who  introduced  at  Rome  the  celebration 
of  tbe  Bacchanalian  revels. — ^Servios. 


Digitized  by  VjOOQIC 


566 


mowa^  *6tm. 


Beaeaih  hu  fiSotfltfwl  £ftr  ififioto  app^r 
Tb«  cloads  slow-sailhig,  and  the  stairy  ftphere. 
Hence  lawns-and  groves  wi;h  gladsoilie  rafyturesring. 
The  swaias»jthe  nymphs,  and  Pan  in  concert  sidg. 
The  wolves  to  mun^r  are  no  more  ioclin'd, 
Ko  guileful  nets  easoare  tlie  wandering  hmd. 
Deceit  and  violence  and  rapine  cease. 
For  Daphnis  toves  the  gentle  arts  of  peace. 
From  savalpe  mountains  shouts  of  transport  rue 
Bom  in  triumphant  ecl\oes  to  the  skies  i  ^ 
The  rocks  and  shrubs  emit  melodious  sounds, 
Through  nature's  vast   extent  the  god,  the  god 

rebounds. 
Be  gracious  still,  still  present  to  our  prayV; 
Four  alUrs,  h> '.  jkc  build  with  pious  care,  . 
Two  for  th*  inspiring  god  of  song  divine, 
And  two,  propitious  Daphnis,  shall  be  thine. 
Two  bowls  white-foaming  with  their  milky  store, 
Of  generous  pil  two  brimming  goblets  more, 
Each  year  we  shall  prefient  before  thy  shrine, 
And  cheer  the  feast  with  liberal  draughts  of  wine ; 
Befd^  the  fire  when  winter-storms  invade. 
In  summer's  beat  beneath  the  breezy  shade  : 
The  hallow'd  bowls  with  wine  of  Chios  crown'd 
Shall  pour  their  sparkling  nectar  to  the  ground. 
Damoetas  shall  with  Lyctian  ^  ^gon  play, 
And  celebrate  with  fesVive'strains  the  day. 
Alphesiboeus  to  the  sprightly  song 
Shall  like  the  dancing  Satyrs  trip  along. 
These  rites  shall  still  be  paid,  so  justly  due. 
Both  when  the  nymphs  receive  our  annual  vow; 
And  when  with  solemn  songs,  and  victims  crown'd. 
Our  lands  in  long  ^itocession  we  surround. 
While  Ushes  love  the  streams  and  briny  deep. 
And  savage  boars  the  mountain's  rocky  steep, 
While  grasshoppers  their  dewy  food  delights. 
While  balmy  fliymc  the  busy  bee  invites; 
So  long  shall  last  thine  honours  and  thy  fome. 
So  long  the  shepherds  shall  resound  thy  name. 
Such  rites  to  thee  shall  husbandmen  ordain, 
As  Ceres  and  the  god  of  wine  obtkin. 
Thou  to  our  prayer^  propitiously  inclinM 
Thy  grateful  suppliants  to  tlieir  vows  shalt  bind. 

MOPSUS. 

What  boon,  dear  shepherd,  can  your  song  requite  ? 
For  nought  ia  nature  jields  sp  sweet  delight 
Not  the  soft  sighing  of  the  southern  gale, 
That  faintly  breathes  along  the  flowerv  vale  ; 
Nor,  when  light  breezes  curl  the  liquid  plain, 
T6  tread  the  mai^gin  of  the  murmuring  main  ; 
Nor  melody  of  streams,  that  roll  away 
Through  rocky  dales,  delights  me  as  your  lay. 

NBNALCAS. 

No  mean  reward,  my  friend,  yoor  veraea  claim  ; 
Take  then  this  flute  that  breath'd  iheplaintivetheme 
Of  Corydon  ^;  when  proud  Damoetas  '^  try'd 
Td  match  my  skill,  it  dashM  bis  hasty  pride. 

'    MOPSUS. 

And  let  this  sheepcrook  by  my  friend  be  worn, 
Which  brazen  studs  in  beamy  rows  adorn } 
This  fair  Antigenes  oft  be^'d  to  gain, 
But  all  his  beauty,  all  his  prayers  were  vain. 


<  tycthim  was  a  City  of  Crete. 

f  dee  Paftorai  second.        '' See  Futoml  thi«d. 


PASTORAL  FT*. 

SILENUS. 
Mr  tpoftive  Muse  first  sung  Sicilian  strains. 
Nor  blush'd  to  dwell  in  woods  and  lowly  plain. 
To  sing  of  kings  and  wars  when  I  aspire, 
Apolk)  checks  my  vainly  rising  fire. 
*'  To  swains  the  flQck  and  sylvan  pipe  belong. 
Then  chooae  some  humbler  theme,  fior  dare  beroif 

song." 
The  voice  divine,  O*  Varus,  I  obey. 
And  to  my  reed  shall  chant  a  rural  lay ; 
Since  others  long  thy  praises  to  rehearse. 
And  sing  thy  battles  in  immortal  verse. 
Yet  if  these  songs,  which  PhcBbos  bids  me  «tHe, 
Hereafter  to  the  swains  sbaH  yicM  delight. 
Of  thee  the  trees  and  humble  shrubs  shall  siog, 
And  all  the  vocal  grove  with  Varus  rhig. 
The  song  inscribed  to  Varus'  sacred  name 
To  Phoebus'  favour  has  the  juste«t  claim. 

Come  then,  my  Muse,  a  sylvan  s<mg  repeat. 
'Twas  in  his  shady  arbour's  cool  retreat 
1'wo  youthful  swains  the  god  Silenus  found. 
In  drunkenness  and  sleep  his  senses  boond. 
His  turgid  veins  the*  late  debauch  betray  ; 
His  garland  on  the  ground  neglected  lay. 
Fallen  from  his  head ;  and  by  the  well-woru  ear 
His  cap  of  ample  size  depended  near. 
Sudden  the  swains  the  sleeping  god  surprise. 
And  with  his  garland  bind  him  as  he  lies, 
(No  better  chain  at  hand)  incens'd  ao  long 
To  be  defiraoded  of  their  promis'd  song. 
To  aid  their  project,  and  remove  th^Jr  fhars, 
/Egle,  a  beauteous  fountain-nymph,  appear! ; 
Who,  while  he  hardly  opes  his  heavy  eye^ 
His  stupid  brow  with  bloody  berries  dies. 
Then  smiling  at  the  firaud  Silenus  said, 
"  And  dare  you  tiius  a  sleeping  god  invade  ? 
To  see  me  was  enough ;  but  haste,  unloosje 
My  bonds ;  the  song  no  knger  I  refute  ; 
Unloose  me,  youths ;  my  songahall  pay  youfpajns ; 
For  this  fair  nymph  another  boon  remaioB." 

He  sung ;  responsive  to  ttui  heavenly  aouod 
The  stubborn  oaks  and  forests  dance  around. 
Tripping  the  Satyrs  and  the  Fauns  advance,  [dance. 
Wild  b^ts  forget  their  rage,  and  ioin  the  general 
Not  so  Parnassus'  listening  rocks  rejoice. 
When  Phcebus  raises  his  celestial  voice ; 
Nor  Thracia's  echoing  mountains- so  admire. 
When  Orpheus  strikes  the  loud4am^nthig  lyre. 

For  first  he  sung  of  Nature's  wondrous  birth ; 
How  se^ds  of  water,  air,  and  flame,  and  earth, 
Down  the  vast  void  with  casnat  impulse  hurl'd, 
Qung  Into  shapes^  and  Ibnn'd  this  fhbric  of  the 


Then  hardens  by  degrees  th«  tender  soil, 
And  from,  the  mighty  moutid  the  seas  recoil. 
O'er  the  wide  world  new  various  forms  arise; 
The  infant-Sun  along  th^  blrighCenM  dries 
Begins  his  course,  while  Earth  with  glad  amaze 
llie  blazing  wonder  from  below  surveys. 

1  The  cave  of  Sileous,  which  is  the  ceeoe  of  tkis 
eclogue,-  is  delineated  with  sufficient  accomcy. 
The  time  MeBis  to  be  tbs  evening ;  at  least  the 
soog  does  BoUceaaa^  tiU  thfi  flocks  •»  foM»  ^ 
the  evening  star  appean. 
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The  clouds  wblifne  their  genial  moisture  shed, 

And  the  green  grove  lifts  bifjh  1^  leafir  head. 

The  savage  beasts  o'er  desert  mountains  n)am» 

Yet  few  then-  numbers,  and  unknown  their  home. 

He  next  the  blest  Saturnian  ages  sung  J  . 

How  a  new  race  of  men  from  Pyrrha  sprung  «; 

Prometheus'  daring  theft,  and  dreadful  doom, 

Whose  growing  heart  devouring  birds  consume. 

Thco  names  the  spring  renown'd  for  Hylas'  fate 

By  the  sad  mariners  bewail'd  too  tate  ; 

They  call  on  Hylas  with  repeated  cries. 

And  Hylas,  Hylas,  all  the  lonesome  shore  replies. 

Next  he  bewaite  Pasiphae  (hapless  dame ! ) 

Who  for  a  bullock  felt  a  brutal  flame. 

What  fury  fires  thy  b«om,  frantic  queen  ! 

How  happy  thou,  if  herds  had  never  been  ! 

The  maids,  whom  Juno,  to  avenge  her  wrong  \ 

Like  heifers  doomed  to  lowe  the  vales  along, 

Ne*cr  felt  the  rage  of  thy  detested  fire, 

Ne  er  were  polluted  with  thy  foul  desire  ; 

Though  oft  for  horns  they  felt  their  polish'd  brow, 

And  their  soft  necks  oft  fear»d  the  galling  plough. 

Ah  wretched  queen !  thou  roam'st  the  mountam- 

Wbile,  his  white  limbs  on  lillies  laid  to  rest,  [waste, 

The  half-digested  herb  again  l^e  chews, 

Or  some  fair  female  of  the  herd  pursues. 

••  Beset,  ye  Cr'?tan  nymphs,  beset  the  grove. 

And  trace  the  wandering  fiitsteps  of  my  love. 

Yet  let  my  longing  eyes  my  love  behold. 

Before  some  favourite  beauty  of  the  fold 

Entice  him  with  Gortynian  *  herds  to  stray. 

Where  smile  the  vales  in  richer  pasture  gay." 

He  sung  how  golden  fruit's  r^istless  grace 

Decoy'd  the  wary  virgin  from  the  race  *. 

Then  wrap^JHI  hark  the  mourning  sisters  round  «, 

And  rears  the  lofty  aldere  from  the  ground. 

He  sung,  white  Gallus  by  Permessus  '  atray'd, 

A  sider  of  the  fiiafi  the  hero  led 

To  the  Aumao  hill ;  the  choir  in  haste  [guest. 

Left  their,  bright  thrones,  and  hail'd  the  welcome 

Linus  arose,  fiir  sacred  soug  renown'd, 

Whow  hw>w  a  wreath  of  flowers  and  parsley  bound ; 

And,  "Take"  h^  said,  "  tins  pipe,  which  heretofore 

The  (ar-^mM,  shepherd  of  Ascnea  ^  bore ; 

Then  heanl  the  mountain-oaks  its  magic  sound. 

Leaped,  from  their  hilU,    and  thronging  danced 

around. 
On  this  thou  shalt  renew  the  tuneful  lay,  ^ 

And  grateful  songs  to  thy  Apollo  pay,  , 
Whose  &m'd  Grynxan  ^  temple  from  tby.stram 
8baU  B^oiFe  exalted  dignity  obUio." 


*  See  Ovid  Met  Lib.  I. 

*  Their  names  were  Lysippe,  IppoT^oe^  and  Cyria-  I 
nassa.    Juno  to  be  avenged  of  them  for  preferring 
their  own  beauty  to  hert,  struck  4bem  wHh  mad- 
ness, to  sach  a  degree,  that  they  imagined  them- 
selves to  be  heifers. 

*  Gortyna  was  a  city  of  Crete.     See  Ovid.  Art 

Am.Uh.L  '        ..  ^ 

^  Atalanta.    flee  Ovid.  Afstamoiph.  Lib*  X. 

«  See  Ovid.  Met  Lib.  H. 

•»  A  river  in  Bceotia  arising  from  mount  Helicon, 
iiCMd  tottie  Muset. 

»ilMio4. 

<•  Gryniam  was  a  maritime  town  of  the  Lesser 
Am^  «b«ra  mn  «a  miitientl«0ipte  and  oracle  of 


Why  should  I  sing  imhappy  Sfiylla'%  bte  ^o  p 

Sad  moDuxnentyOf  jtioluuti  Circe's  hatd  i 

Round  hqr  white  breast  w.hat,£itfipi]S  monsters  roll. 

And  to  the  dashing  wave»  incosHagat  ho>wL : 

How  from  the  ships  that  bow  lAysses'  crew  ^ 

Her  dogs  the  trembling  sailors  dr^g'd,  and  slew. 

Of  Philomela's  least  why  should  I  sing  ^*, 

And  what  dire  chance  befel  the  rbracian  king  ? 

Changed  to  a  lapwing  by  th'  avonging  god 

He  made  the  barren  Waste  his  lone  abode. 

And  oft  on  soaring  piuions  bover'd  o'er 

The  lofty  palace  then  his  own  tio  more. 

The  tuneful  god  renews  each  pleaising  theme. 
Which  Phflsbus  sung  by  Uess'd  fiurotas*  stream  ; 
When  bless'd  Eurotas  gently  flow'd  along. 
And  bade  his  laurels  leam  the  lofty  song. 
Silenus  sung;  the  vocal  vales  reply. 
And  heavenly  music  charms  the  listening  sky. 
But  now  their  folds  the  numbered  flocks  invite. 
The  star  of  evening  sheds  its  trembling  light. 
And  the  unwilling  Heavens  are  wrapt  in  u|gbt« 

10  See  Virgil  Mn.  HI. 

H  See  Homer  Odyss.  Lib.  XIT. 

^  See  Ovid's  MeUmorph.  Lib.  VI. 


PASTOR JL  rilK 

VELIBOEUS,   COnVDOM,  THYBSIf. 
MELIBOBVS. 

Benbath  an  holm  that  murmur'd  to  the  breeze 

The  youthful  Dapbnis  lean'd  in  raral  ease  : 

With  him  two  gay  Arcadian  swains  reclin'd, 

Who  in  the  neighbouring  vale  their  Aooka  had  jOin'd, ' 

Thyrsis,  whose  care  it  .was  the  goats  to  keep. 

And  Corydon,  who  fed  the  fleecy  sheep ; 

Both  in  the  flowery  prime  of  youthful  days. 

Both  skill'd  in  single  or  responsive  lays. 

While  I  with  bufy  hand  a  shelter  fom| 

To  guard  my  mjirtles  from  the  future  storm. 

The  husband  of  my  goals  had  chanced  to  stray : 

To  find  the  vagrant  out  I  lake  my  way.  , 

Which  Daphnis  seeing  cries,  •*  Dismiss  your  fear. 

Your  kids  and  ^oat  are  all  in  safety  here  j 

And,  if  no  other  care  require  your  stay. 

Come,  and  with  us  unbend  the  toils  of  day 

In  this  cool  shade ;  at  hand  your  heifers  feed. 

And  o£  themselves  ^itl  to  the  watering  sipeed ; 

Here  frhiged  with  reeds  slow  Mincius  winds  along. 

And  round  yon  oak  the  bees  soft-munuuring  throng." 

What  could  I  do  ?  for  I  was  left  alone. 

My  Phyllis  and  Aloippe  both  were  gone. 

And  none  remBfin'd  to  feed  my  weanling  lambs. 

And  to  restniin  them  fram  their  bleating  dams : 

Betwhct  the  swains  a  solemn  match  was  set. 

To  prove  their  skill,  and  end  a  long  debate. 

1  The  scene  of  this  pastoral  is  as  follows.  Four 
j»faepherds,  Daphnis  in  the  most  distinguished  place, . 
Corydon,  Thyrsis  and  Meliboeus,  are  seen  reclining 
beneath  an  holm.  Sheep  and  goats  intermixed  are 
feeding  hard  by.  At  a  Tittle  distance* Mincius  friog#d 
with  reeds  appears  winding  along.  Fields  and  tnees 
compose  the  surrounding  scene.  A  venerable  oak, 
with  bees  awarmihg  around  it,  is  particularly  dift- 
tmguished.    The  time  seems  to  be  the  forenoon  of 

summer-day. 


I- 
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BEATTIE'S  POEM& 


Though  serious  matters  QlainvM  my  due  re^anl^ 
Their  pastime  to  my  business  I  prcfer'd. 
To  sing  by  turhs  ^e  Muse  inspir'd  the  swaios. 
And  dorydon'begpn  th*  attemate  straios. 

COftYPOH. 

Ye  nymphs  of  Helicon,  my  cole  deflira  1 
O  warm  my  breast  with  all  my  Codcna'  firsw 
If  Ddne  can  equal  Codi;^*  beafenly  bys* 
For  next  to  Phoebus  he  deserves  the  praise^ 
No  more  I  ply  the  tuneful  art  divine. 
My  silent  pipe  sliall  bang  on  yonder  pine. 
Tvrisis. 

Arcadian  swains,  an- ivy  wreath  bestow, 
With  early  benouft  crown  your  poet's  brow  ; 
Codnis  shall  chafe,  if  yon  my  songs  commenH, 
Till  burning  spite  his  tortured  entrails  rend ; 
Or  amulets,  to  bind  my  temples,  frame. 
Lest  bis  invidious  praises  blast  my  fame. 

CORYDOVr. 

A  stag's  tall  horns,  and  stain'd  with  savage  gore 
This  bristled  visage  of  a  tasky  boar, 
To  thee,  O  virgin-goddess  of  the  chace. 
Young  Mycon  offers  for  thy  former  grace. 
If  like  success  his  future  labours  crown. 
Thine,  goddess,  then  shall  be  a  nobler  boon, 
In  polish'd  marble  thou  shalt  shine  complete, 
And  purple  sandals  shall  adorn  thy  feet 

THYRSIS. 

To  thee,  Priapus  *,  each  returning  year. 
This  bowl  of  miUc,  these  hallow'd  cakes  we  bear  ; 
Thy  care  our  garden  is  but  meajily  stored, 
And  mean  oblations  all  we  can  afford. 
But  if  our  flocks  a  nomerous  ol&pring  yield. 
And  our  decaying  fold  again  be  fill'd,  * 
Though  now  in  maihle  thou  obscurely  shine, 
Per  thee  a  golden  statue  we  design, 

coavnoH. 
O  Galatea,  whiter  than  the  swan, 
Loveliest  of  all  thy  sisters  of  the  main. 
Sweeter  than  Hybla»  more  than  lillies  fait  I 
If  ought  of  Corydon  employ  thy  care. 
When  shades  of  night  involve  the  silent  sky. 
And  slumbering  in  their  stalls  the  oxen  lie. 
Come  to  my  longing^arms,  and  let  me  prove 
Th'  immortal  sweets  of  Qalatea's  kve. 


As  the  vile  sea- weed  scattered  by  the  storki. 
As  he  whose  face  Sardinian  herbs  deform  3, 
As  biirs  and  brambles  that  disgrace  the  plsJny 
So  nauseous,  so  detested  be  thy  swaiu ; 
If  when  thine  absence  I  am  doomed  to  bear 
The  day  appears  not  longjer  than  a  year. 
Go  home,  my  flocks,  ye  lengthen  out  the  day, 
For  shame,  ye  tardy  flocks,  foe  shame  away  1 

COEYTON. 

Ye  mossy  fountains,  warbling  as  ye  flow  ! 
And  softer  than  the  slumbers  ye  bestow 
Ye  grassy  banks  I  ye  trees  with  verdure  ciown'd. 
Whose  leaves  a  glimmering  shade  diffuse  around  ! 


«  This  deity  presided  over  gardens* 

9  It  was  the  property  of  this  poisonous  herb  to 
distort  the  features  of  those  who  had  eaten  of  it,  in 
such  a  manner,  that  they  seemed  to  expire  in  an 
agony  of  laughter. 


Grant  to  ay  weary  floeks  a  eod  retreat. 
And  screen  them  ^m  the  summer's  ragiof  boat ; 
For  now  the  year  in  brightest  glory  shines, 
Now  reddening  clusters  deck  the  bending  \ ' 


TBYRSIS. 

Here's  wood  forfi^  ;  here  the  6re  dispUtya 
To  all  around  its  animafciBg  blaze ; 
Black  with  eontinual  smoke  our  posts  appear  $ 
Nor  dread  we  more  the  rigour  of  the  year. 
Than  the  fell  wolf  the  fearful  lambkins  dreada. 
When  he  the  helpless  fold  by  night  invades  j 
Or  swelling  torrents,  headlong  as  they  roll. 
The  weak  resistance  of  the  shatter'd  mote. 

COEYDO!!. 

Now  yellow  harvests  wave  on  every  fleld, 
Now'bending  boughs  the  hoary,  chesnut  yield. 
Now  loaded  trees  resign  their  annual  store. 
And  on  the  ground  the  mellow  fruiti^  pour  ; 
Jocund,  the  face  of  Nature  smiles,  and  gay  ^ 
But  if  the  fair  Alexis  were  away. 
Inclement  drought  the  hardening  soil  would  dram. 
And  streams  no  longer  murmur  o'er  the  plain. 

T1IYRSIS. 

A  languid  hue  the  thirsty  fields  assume, 
ParchM  to  the  root  the  fluwers  resign  their  b' 
The  faded  vines  refuse  their  hills  to  shade. 
Their  leafy  verdure  witherM  and  decay'd : 
But  if  my  Phyllis  un  these  plains  appear. 
Again  the  groves  their  gayefit  green  shall  wear^ 
Again  the  clouds  thar  copious  moiifturaleadp 
And  m,  the  genial  rain  shall  Jove  deseead^ 

COBYDOK. 

Alcides'  brows  the  poplar-leaves  sarrottdd* 
Apollo's  beamy  locks  with  bays  are  crbwn*il. 
The  myrtle,  lovely  queen  of  smiles,  is  thine. 
And  jolly  Bacchus  loves  the  cuHing  tine  ; 
But  while  my  Phyllis  loves  the  hazelnspray. 
To  hazel  yield  the  myrtle  and  the  bay. 

TtlYRSIS. 

The  fir,  the  biHs ;  the  ash  adorns  the  woods  ; 
The  pine,  the  gardens  ;  and  the  poplar,  floods^ 
If  thou,  my  Lycidas,  wilt  deign  to  come, 
Aod  cheer  thy  shepherd's  solitary  home. 
The  ash  so  fair  in  woods,  and  garden-pine  . 
Will  own  their  beauty  far  excerd  by  thine. 

MEtlBOBOS. 

So  sung  the  swains,  biit  Thyrsis  strove  in  vain  '^ 
Thus  far  I  bear  in  mind  th'  alternate  strain. 
Young  Corydon  a/oq|iir'd  unrival'd  faaie. 
And  still  we  pay  a  deference  to  his  names. 


PASTORAL  riUK 

DAMON,  ALPHaStaOBVS. 

REREAasB  we,  Pollio,  the  enchanting  strains 
Alternate  sung  by  two  contending  swains. 


>  In  this  eighth  pastoral  no  particular  scene  is 
described.  The  poet  rehearses  the  songs. of  two 
contending  swains,  Damon  aiid  AjphesiUjeqs.  lli^ 
former  adopts  the  soliloquy  of  a  despairing  lovor  : 
the  latter  chooses  for  his  subject  the  magic  riUa  of 
an  enchantress  forsaken  by  her  lover,  ai\4'^<^ Wag 
him  by  the  power  oF  her  spells.  .    ,  . 
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ChannM  by  tlwir  MOgi,  tli«1iaii|ty  heifen  stood 

In  daop  aoutfe,  unmiiMlfilof  tbeir  find ; 

The  litUaiiig  lynxes  bid  their  iBge  Mide, 

The  stmnii  were  sUent,  aod  ibi^ot  to  glide, 

O  thou,  where'er  thou  lead'st  thy  conoueriDg  host. 

Or  byTimavus  »,  oyth'  Illyrian coast! 

When  shall  my  Mus^,  transported  with  tbe  tbeme» 

In  strains  sublime  my  PoUio^s  deeds  proclaioi ; 

And  celebrate  thy  lays  by  all  admir'd. 

Such  as  of  old  Sophocles'  Muse  inspir'd  ? 

To  tlwe,  tbe  patron  of  my  rucal  smgs» 

To  thee  my  firsts  my  latest  lay  belwigs. 

Then  let  this  humble  ivy-wieath  eaclose, 

Twin'd  with  triumphal  bays,  thy  godlike  biDwi. 

What  time  the  chill  sky  brightens  with  the  dawn. 

When  catOe  love  to  crop  the  dewy  lawa, 

Thus  Damon  to  the  woodlands  wild  oomplainMy 

As  'gainst  an  olive's  lofty  trunk  be  leaoM. 


Lead  oa  the  genial  day,  O  star  of  mom  I 
While  wretched  I,  all  liopetess  and  forlorn. 
With  my  last  breath  my  fatal  woes  deplore. 
And  call  the  gods  by  whom  false  Nisa  swore  ; 
Though  they,  regaidless  of  a  lover's  pain, 
Heard  harirepesOed  tows,  and  heaid  in  ▼ain. 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Menalian  strain.  > 

Blest  Mxaahis  !  that  hears  the  pastoral  song 
9tiU  languisbin^ita tuneful  groves  along  I 
That  hears  th'  Arcadian  god's  celestial  lay. 
Who  taugbL  tho  idly-rustUng  reeds  to  play  ! 
That  hears  tbe  singii^  piaes !  that  hears  the  swain 
Of  love's  soft  chains  melodiously  complain  1 
Begin,  m](  pipe,  the  sweet  Ms^oalian  straiib 

Mopsus  .Uie  willmg  Nisa  now  eiQoys**' 
What  may  opt  lovers  hope  from  such  a  choice  ! 
Now  mares  and  griffins  shall  tbeir  hate  resign. 
And  the  sucpeeding  age  shall  see  them  join  * 

Id  friendship's  tie  ,  now  mutual  love  shall  biiog 
The  dog  and  doe  to  share  the  friendly  spring. 
Scatter  tby  nuts,  O  Mopsus,  and  prepsfe 
Tbe  nuptial  torch  to  light  the  wedded  fair. 
Jjo,  Hesper  hastens  to  the  western  main  I 
And  thine  the  night  of  bliss — ^thine,  happy  swain  ! 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Maeoalian  strain. 

Exult,  O  Nisa,  in  thy  happy  state  I 
Supremely  blest  in  such  a  worthy  mate ; 
While  yoo  my  heard  detest,  and  busby  brow, 
And  think  tlie  gads  forget  the  worfd  below : 
While  you  my  iock  and  mml  pipe  disdain. 
And  treat  with'  bider  scorn  a  folthful  swain. 
Begin,  my  pipe^  the  sweet  Manalbm  straki. 

When  fiiBt  I  saw  you  by  your  mother's  side. 
To  where  our  apples  grew  J.  vaa^miir  guide : 
Twelve  summers  since  my  birth  bad  roird  around. 
And  I  could  reach  the  branches  from  tbe  gm>uBd» 
How  did  I  gase  1 — ^how  perish  !^  ah  bow  vain 
The  fond  bewitobing  hopes  that  sooih'd  my  pain  1 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Mosnalian  strain,  [snows, 

Tjoo  well  I  know  thee.   Love.     Prom  Scythian 
Or  Lybia's  burning  sanda  the  mischief  rose* 

>  A  livar  in  Italy. 

*  Tins  intercalary  line  {as  it  is  called  by  the  com- 
mentators) which  seems  to  be  intended  as  a  chorus 
or  burden  to  the  long,  is  here  made  the  last  of  a 
triplet,  that  It  may  be  as  independent  of  tbe  con- 
text and  the  verse  m  the  translation  as  it  is  in  tbe 
original.— Mssnalus  was  a  mountain  of  Arcadia. 


Rocks  adamantine  nnnM  this  foreign  UtM 

,This  fell  invader  of  the  pcacefot  nlaiUf 

Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Msenaliaii  stmuu    [kill. 

Love  taught  the  mother's  '  murdering  baud  to 
Her  children's  blood  love  bade  tbe  mother  spill. 
Was  kyve  the  cruel  cause  «  ?  Or  did  the  deed 
From  fierce  unfeeling  cruelty  proceed  ? 
Both  fiU'd  her  brutal  bosom  with  their  bane ; 
Both  urg'd  the  deed,  while  Nature  shrunk  in  vain. 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Msnalian  straiu. 

Now  let  the  fearful  lamb  the  wolf  devour  ; 
Let  alders  blossom  with  Narcissus'  flower  ; 
From  barren  shrubs  let  vadiant  amber  flow  j 
Let  rugged  oaks  with  golden  fruitage  glow  ; 
Let  shrieking  owls  with  swans  melodious  vie  ; 
LetTityrus  the  Tbracian  numbers  try, 
Outrival  Orpheus  in  the  sylvan  teign. 
And  emulate  Arion  on  the  main. 
Begin,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Mssnalian  stmin. 

Let  laxid  no  more  the  swelling  waves  divide ; 
Earth,  be  thou  wbelm'd  beneath  the  boundless  tidof 
Meadkmg  from  yonder  promoatory*s  brav 
I  plunge  into  tho  railing  deap  below. 
Farewell,  ye  woods !  farewell,  thou  flowery  plain  t 
Hear  the  last  lay  of  a  despairing  swain. 
And  cease,  my  pipe,  the  sweet  Mssnalian  strain. 

Here  Damon  ceased.    And  now,  ye  tupeftiL  Nin^ 
Alphesiboeus'  magic  verse  suljoin. 
To  his  responsive  song  yoor  aid  ve  caU, 
Our  power  extends  not  equally  to  alL 
ALPHasnoaos. 

Bring  livmg  waters  from  the  rilver  stse«B» 
With  vervaia  and  fat  incense  feed  the  flnow  : 
With  this  soft  wreath  tbe  sacred  aJtacs  bind. 
To  move  my  cruel  Oaphnis  to  he  kind, 
And  with  my  phrenzy  to  inflame  bis  soni  i, 
Charms  are  but  wanting  to  complete  the  whole. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Daplinia  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long>lost  love,  my  pewerftil  charms. 

By  powerful  cbarma  wh^t  prodigies  are  done ! 
Charms  draw  pale  Cynthia  horn  her  silver  threno; 
Charms  burst  the  bleated  snake,  and  Ciree's  ^  guesU 
By  mighty  magio  charms  were  changed  to  bttStSk 
Bring  Daphn'is  home,  bring  Dapbnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  Iong4o8t  kwe,  my  powerful  ebatmsL 

Thne  woollen  wteathas,  and  each  off  triple  dye^ 
Three  times  about  thy  image  I  apply. 
Then  thrioe  I  bear  it  round  the  sacied  shrine  ; 
Uneven  numbers  please  the  powers  divine. 
Bring  Dapbnis  home,  bring  Oaphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

Haste,  let  three  oeleamwith  three  knots  be  join'd. 
And  say,  "  Thy  fetters,  Venus,  thus  I  bind." 
Bring  Dapbnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  hmg-lost  love,  my  powerfbi  bharms. 

As  this  soft  clay  is  hardened  by  tbe  flame. 
And  as  this  wax  is  soften'dligF>the  same. 
My  love,  that  barden'd  Daphnis  to  disdain. 
Shall  soften  his  relenting  heart  again. 
Scatter  tbe  salted  corn,  and  place  the  bays. 
And  with  &t  brimstone  light  the  snosed  blase. 

SRfedea. 

*  This  seems  to  be  VirgtI's  meaning.  Tbe  transit* 
ter  did  not  chooee  to  preserve  tbe  conceit  on  the 
words  puer  and  mater  in  his  version  ;  as  this  (in . 
his  opinion)  wonld  have  rendet'ed  the  pai^ge  ob« 
scare  and  unpleasmg  to  an  English  reader. 

^  See  Horn.  Odyss.  Lib.  %» 
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Daphnis  nay  bumini^  fiBsaon  sllghiB  with  soora, 
Aod  Daphnis  in  this  blazing  bay- 1  burn. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  br'nig  Daphm  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerfcl  charms. 

As  when*  to  SpA  her  love,  an  heifer  roams 
Throng  trackless  groves,  and  solitary  glooms ; 
Sick  with  desire,  abandoned  to  her  woes^ 
By  some  lone  stream  her  languid  limbs  she  throws  ; 
There  in  deep  anguish  wastes  the  tedious  night. 
Nor  thoughts  of  home  her  late  return  invite : 
Thus  may  he  love,  and  thus  indulge  bis  pain. 
While  1  enhailce  bis  torments  with  disdain. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  my  long-lost  love,  my  pitwerfal  charms. 

These  robes  beneath  the  threshold  here  I  leave. 
These  pledges  of  his  love,  O  £arth,  receive. 
Ye  dear  memorials  of  our  mutual  fire, 
Of  you  my  faithless  Daphnis  I  require. 
Bring  Daphnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  armSy 
O  briog  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

These  deadly  poisons,  and  tbes«  magic  weeds. 
Selected  from  the  store  which  Pontus  breeds, 
Sage  Moeris  gave  me ;  oft  I  saw  him  prove 
Their  sovereign  power ;  by  these,  along  the  grove 
A  prowling  wolf  the  diead  magieiaii  roams; 
Now  gliding  ghosts  from  the  profoundest  tombs 
iBspircd  he  dtWi ;  the  rooted  com  be  wings. 
And  to  strange  fields  the  fiying  harvest  brings. 
Bring  Daphnis  heme,  briog  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  briog  my  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

These  ashes  from  the  altar  take  with  speed. 
And  treadiog  backwards  cast  them  o'er  your  hetd 
Into  the  runiiing  stream,  nor  turn  ywtt  eye. 
Yet  this  last  sp6U,  tboogh  hopeless,'  let  me  try.   ' 
But  nought  can  move  the  unrelenting  sw^am, 
Aod  spells,  and  magie  verse,^'and  gods  are  vahi.    ' 
Bring  Da|ibnis  home,  bring  Daphnis  to  my  arms, 
O  bring  ray  long-lost  love,  my  powerful  charms. 

Lo,  while  1  linger,  with  spontaneous  fire 
The  ashes  redden,  and  the  flames  aspire ! 
May  this  new  pfodigy  auspicious  prove  ! 
What  fearful  hopes  my  baiting  bosom  move! 
Harit,  doesiiot  Hylax  bark  I — ^ye  powers  supreme. 
Can  it  be  real,  or  do  hiven  dream  ! —    - 
He  comes,  my  Daphbis  comes ;  forbear  my  charms  ; 
My  Uve,  my  Daphnis  fiies  to  bless  my  longing  arms. 


PASTORAL  IX\ 


ITCIPAI,    MOBRIS. 


lYCIDiAS. 

Go  youTb  town,  my  friend }  this  beaten  way 
-Condocts  us  thither. 

^      WittIS* 

Ah!  the  fatal  day 

>  This  and  the  first  eclogue  seem  to  have  been 
written  on  the  same  occasion.  The  time  is  a  still 
evenmg.  The  landscape  is  described  at  the  97th 
line  of  this  translation.  On  one  side  of  the  high- 
way is  an  artificial  arbour,  where  Lycidas  iuvites 
Moeris  to*  rest  ii  little  from  the  fatigue  of  his  jour- 
ney :  and  at  a  considerable  distance  appears  a  se- 
pulchre by  the  way-side,  where  the  ancient  sepul- 
chres wece  commonly  erected. 

The 


The  unexpected  day  at  lAsi  is  6ome, 
When  a  rude  alien  dnv«s  us  from  om*  home. 
Hence,  hence,  ye  clowns^  th^  usurper  thus 
To  me  you  most  resign  your  ancient  lands,  [mands, 
l^us  helpless  and  fbrlom^e  yield  to  faUf; 
And  our  rapacious  lord  «o  mitigate  ' 
This  brace  of  kids  a  present  I  design,  - 
Which  load  with  tmrses,  O  ye  powers  divine ! 

LYCIZUS. 

nVas  said,  Menalcas  with  his  tuneful  stiaina 
Had  sav'd  the  grounds  of  all  the  neighbourii^  swains. 
From  where  the  hill,  that  terminates  the  vato^ 
In  easy  risings  first  begins  to  swell. 
Far  as  the  blasted  beech  that  mates  the  sky. 
And  the  clear  stieam  thatgaotly  mumms  by. 

MOSRTS. 

Such  wasthe  voice  of  fbme;  bat  musics clianiis» 
Amid  the  dreadful  clang  of  warlike  arOks, 
Avail  no  more,  than  tb^  Chaoniato  dove. 
When  down  the  sky  desoteds  tM*  bird  Of  Jm«. 
And  had  not  the  prophetic  raven  spoktf    <  -  ' 
His  dire  presages  firom  the  hollow  oat. 
And  often  wam*d  me  to  avoid  debate. 
And  with  a  patient  mind  submit^  to  ^Oe, 
Ne'er  had  thy  Moeris  seen  thi^iaul  boor; 
And  that  melodious  swain  had  been  no  moie* 

tYCIPASi 

What  horrid  breast  such  impious  tbaaghts  cookl 
breed! 
What  barbaroos.haod  could  make  Meaj^Uasa  Ueedl 
Could  ev^ry  tender  Muse  id  him  deBteoy,  - 
And  from  the  shepherds  ravish  all  tbeir  Joy ! 
For  who  but  be  the  lovely  vymphs  oould^io^^ 
Or  pmnt  the  vallies  witi^  the  purple  spring }-> 
Who  shade  the  fbuotains  from  the  glare  iol  day  } 
Who  but  Menalcas  could  compose  the  lay, 
Wliich,  as  we  journey M  to  my  lovers  abode^ 
I  softly  sung  to  cheer  the  lonely  itAA  ?     -  -<  - 
**  Tityrus,  while  1  am  absent,  feed' the  floct*. 
And,  having  fed,  conduct  tbem  to  the  brook^ 
(The  way  is  shorty  and  1  shall  soon  return) 
But  shun  the  he-goat  with  the  butting  bom.** 


The  critics  with  one  voice  seem  to  condemn  tilns 
eclogue  as  unworthy  of  its  author ;  X  tc'now  not  fur 
what  good  reason,  tlie  many  beaufifuT  Iho^  scat- 
tered through  it  would,  oue  might  Ihink,  be  no 
weak  recommendation.  But  it  is  by  no  means  to 
be.  reckoned  a  loose  collection  of  incohereiit  frag- 
ments ;  its  principal  parts  are  all  strictly  connected, 
and  T^r  to  a  certain  end,  and  its  allustoos  and 
images  are  wholly  suited  to^iastoral  life.  Its  sub- 
ject though  uncommon  is  not  improper ;  for  what 
is  more  natural,  than  that  two  shepherds,  when  cc- 
casionally'^  mentioning  the  good  qualities  of  Iheir 
absent  friend,  particularly  his  poetical  talents, 
should  repeat  such  fragments  of  bis  songs  as  tbey 
recollected } 

2  These  lines,  which  Virgil  has  translated  lite- 
rally from  Theocritus,  may  be  supposed  to  be  a 
fragment  of  the  poem  mentioned  in  the  preceding 
verses;  or,  what  is  more  likely,  tobe^Mkenby 
Lycidas  to  his  servant ;  something  similar  to  which 
m&y  be  seen  Past.  5.  v.  20.  of  this  tianslatioii.— 
Tlie  original  is  here  remarkably  explicit,  arcn  to  a 
degree  of  affectation.  This  the  tianslator  hsa  ea» 
deavoured  to  imitates 
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itoittt. 
Or  who  eoaki  finish  the  imperfect  Isys 
Sao;  by  Meoalcas  to  bis  Vann*  praise  ? 
"  If  furtoM  yet  shall  spare  the  MaDtaaA  swains, 
And  save  from  pluoderiQg  bands  our  peaceful  plains, 
Nor  doom  OB  sad  Cremona's  £ste  to  share, 
(For  ah!  a  neighbour's  woe  excites  our  fear) 
Then  high  as  Heaven  our  Varus'  feme  shall  rise. 
The  waihling  swans  shall  bear  it  to  the  skies." 

LTCfAAS. 

Go  on  dear  swam,  these  pleasing  songs  pursue ; 
So  may  thy  bees  avoid  the  bitter  yew, 
S6  may  rich  herds  thy  fruitful  fields  adorUt 
So  may  thy  cows  with  strutting  dugs  ratum. 
Even  I  with  poeto  have  obtatn'd  a  name. 
The  Mosie  inspires  me  with  poetic  flame  ; 
Th*  applauding  shepherds  to  my  songs  attend, 
But  I  suspect  my  skill,  though  they  coouiend* 
I  due  not  hope  to  please  a  Cinna's  ear. 
Or  sii^  what  Varus  might  vouchsafe,  to  hear. 
Harsh  are  the  sweetest  lays  that  I  can  bring, 
So  screams  a  goose  where  swans  melodious  sing. 

MOBaiS. 

This  I  am  pondering,  if  I  can  rehearse 
The  lol^  numbers  of  that  labour'd  verse. 
"  Come  Galatea,  leave  the  rolling  seas ; 
Chn  rugged  rocks  and  heaving  surges*  please  t 
Come,  taste  the  pleasures  of  our  sylvan  bowers. 
Oar  balmy-breathing  gales,  and  fragrant  fiowers. 
See,  how  ear  plains  rejoice  on  every  side,     [glide : 
How  crystal    streams    through  blooming  rallies 
0*er  the  cool  grot  the  whitening  poplars  bend. 
And  clasping  vines  their  grateful  umbrage  lend. 
Cooie,  beauteous  nymph,  forsake  the  briny  wave. 
Loud  OB  the  beadi  let  the  wild  billows  rave." 

LYCWAS. 

Or  what  you  song  one  evening  on  the  plain— 
The  air,  but  not  the  words,  I  yet  reUin. 

Mosats. 
**  Why  Daphnis,  dost  thou  calculate  the  dues. 
To  know  when  ancient  constellations  rise  ? 
Ix»,  Canar's  star  its  radiant  light  displays. 
And  on  the  nations  sheds  propitious  rays. 
Oo  the  gTad  bills  the  reddeoing  clusters  glow. 
And  amiling  plenty  decks  the  plains  below. 
Now  graff  thy  pears;  the  star  of  Csesar  reigns. 
To  thy  remotest  race  the  fruit  remains." 
The  rest  I  have  fbrgot,  for  length  of  years 
Deadens  the  seqse,  and  memory  impairs. 
All  things  in  time  submit  to  sad  decay; 
Oft  have  we  sung  whole  %iimmer  suns  away. 
Hiese  vanished  joys  must  Moeris  now  deplore. 
His  voice  delights,  his  numbers  charm  no  more; 
Him  have  the  wolves  beheld,  bewitch'd  his  song  % 
Bcwitch'd  to  silence  his  melodious  tongue. 
Biit  your  desire  Menajcas  can  fulfil, 
Aii  tbese,  and  more,  be  sings  with  matehless  skill 

LYCIDAS. 

Tlicse  fiaint  excuses  which  my  Moeris  frames  • 
B«it  lie«|^Men  my  desire. — And  now  the  streams 
la  al umber-soothing  murmun  softly  flow ; 
Iknd  $Mam  tjie  sighing  breese  hath  ceas'd  to  blow. 

9  In  Italia  cmditnr  lupomm  visus  esse  noxios; 
rocemque  homini  quent  pviores  contemplentor  adi- 
■ere  ad  praeaens.  Plin.  N.  H.  VllL  92. 


Half  of  our  way  is  past,  for  I  descry 
Bianor's  tomt^  just  rising  to  the  eye  «. 
Here  in  this  leafy  arbour  ease  your  toil. 
Lay  down  your  kids,  and  let  us  sing  the  while : 
We  soon  shall  reach  the  town ;  or,  lest  a  storm 
Of  sudden  rain  the  evening-sky  deform, 
^  yours  to  cheer  the  journey  with  a  song, ' 
Eas'd  of  your  Iq^,  which  I  shall  bear  along. 

MOBRIS. 

No  more,  my  friend ;  your  kind  entreaties  spare. 
And  let  our  journey  be  our  present  care ; 
Let  fete  restore  our  absent  friend  again. 
Then  gladly  I  resume  the  tuneful  strain. 


*  Bianor  is  said  to  have  founded  Mantua. 


Servius. 


PASTORAL  XK 


To  my  last  labour  lend  thy  sacred  aki, 
O  Arethusa :  that  the  cruel  maid 
With  deep  remorse  may  read  the  mournful  son^^ 
For  mournful  lays  to  Gallus'  love  belong. 
(What  Muse  in  sympathy  will  not  bestow 
Some  tender  strains  to  sooth  my  Oallus'  woe  ?) 
So  may  thy  waters  pure  of  briny  stein 
Traverse  the  waves  of  the  Sicilian  main. 
Sing  mournful  Muse,  of  Gallos*  loekless  love. 
While  the  goats  browse  along  the  clifl's  above. 
Nor  silent  is  the  waste  while  we  complain, 
The  woods  return  the  long-resounding  strain.   . 

Whither,  ye  fountain-nymphs,  were  ye  withdrawn. 
To  what  lone  woodland,  or  what  devious  lawn. 
When  Gallus'  bosom  languished  with  the  fire     . 
Of  hopeless  love,  and  unallayM  desire  ? 
For  neither  by  th'  Aonian  sprmg  you  stray'd,  [shade* 
Nor  roam'd  Parnassus*  heights,  nor  Pindus'  hallowed 
The  pines  of  Masm^lus  were  heard  to  mooro, 
And  sounds  of  woe  along  the  groves  were  bom. 
And  sympathetic  tears  the  laurel  shed. 
And  humbler  shrubs  declined  their  drooping  head* 
All  wept  his  fate,  when  to  despair  resigned 
Beneath  a  desert^cliff  he  lay  reclined. 

1  The  scene  of  this  pastoral  is  very  accurately 
delineated.  We  behold  thcf  forlorn  Gall  us  stretehed 
along  beneath  a  solitary  cliff,  bis  flocks  standing 
round  him  at  some  distance.  A  group  of  deities  and 
swains  encircle  him,  each  of  whom  is  particularly 
described.  On  one  side  We  see  the  shepherds  with 
their  crooks ;  next  to  them  the  neatherds,  known 
by  the  clumsiness  of  their  appearance ;  and  next 
to  these  Menalcas  with  his  doibes  wet,  as  just  come 
from  beating  or  gathering  winter-mast.  On  the 
other  side  we  observe  Apollo  with  his  usual  insignia ; 
Sylvanus  crown*d  with  flowers  and  brandishing  in 
his  hand  the  long  lillies  and  flowering  fennel ;  and 
last  of  all  Pan,  the  god  of  shepherds,  known  by  bis 
ruddy  smiling  countenance,  and  the  other  pecu- 
liarities of  his  form. 

Gallus  was  a  Roman  of  very  considerable  rank, 
a  poet  of  no  small  estimation,  and  an  intimate 
friend  of  Virgil.  He  loved  to  distraction  one  Cy« 
theris  (here  called  Lycoris)  who  slighted  him,  and 
followed  Antony  into  Gaul. 
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Lyeeas'  loekB  w^te  hang  vUh  maay  ft  tear 

And  roand  the  swain  his  flocks  foriom  appear. 

Kor  scorn,  ceteMial  bard,  a  poet's  name; 

Reoown\i  Adonis  by  tbe  lonely  stream 

Tended  his  flock. — As  tbtts  he  lay  along,    [throng. 

The  strains  and  aukward  neatherds  round    him 

Wet  from  the  winlar-mast  Menalcaa  came. 

All  ask,  what  beauty  raisM  the  li&tal  flame. 

The  god  of  verse  vouchsafed  to  join  the  rest ; 

He  said,  **  What  phrensyfbus  torments  thy  breast? 

While  she,  thy  darling,  thy  Lycoris,  scorns' 

Thy  profier'd  love,  and  for  another  bums. 

With  whom  o'er  winter-wastes  she  wanders  far,[war." 

'Midst  camps,  and  clashing  arms,  and  boisterous 

Sylvanus  came  with  rnral  garlands  crown'dy  [roond. 

And  wav^  the  lillies  long,  and  flowering  fennel 

Next  we  beheld  the  gay  Arcadian  god ; 

His  smiling  cheeks  with  bright  vermilion  glow'd. 

"  For  ever  wilt  thou  iMave  the  bursting  sigh  ? 

Is  love  regardful  of  the  weeping  eye  ? 

tove  is  not  cloy'd  with  teora;  alas,  no  more 

Than  bees  luxurious  with  the  balmy  flow'r. 

Than  goats  with  folikge^  than  the  grassy  plain 

With  silver  rills  and  soft  refreshing  rain." 

Pan  spoke;  and  thus  ttie  jouth  with  grief  oppMil ; 

«  Arcadians,  hear,  O  hear  my  last  requait  $ 

O  j^'to  whowL  the  Bweelest  lays  belong, 

O  let  my  sorrows  on  your  hills  be  sung : 

K  your  soft  flutes  shall  celebrate  my  woes, 

How  will  my  bones  hi  deepest  peace  repoee  I 

Ah  had  I  been  with  you  a  oountiy-swahi. 

And  prun'd  the  vine,  and  fed  tke  Meeting  train  $ 

Had  Phyllis,  or  some  other  rural  Isir, 

Or  black  Amyntas  been  my  darHng  care ;       [seen 

(Beauteous  though  black ;  what  k>velier  flower  is 

Than  the  dark  violet  on  the  pamted  green  ?) 

These-  in  the  bower  had  yicJded  all  tbeir  charms, 

And  sunk  wilh  nmtuai  raptures  in  my  arms : 

Phyllis  had  erown'd  my  head  with  gnriands  gaqr, 

Amyntat  sung  tlie  pleasing  hsow  away. 

Here^  O  Lyeona,  pwla  the  limpid  springs, 

Bloom  ftU  the  iraada,  and  all  the^weodtaads  sing; 

Here  let  me  psess  thee  to  my  pantSng  breast, 

Till  yonth*  and  joy,  and  liie  itaelf  he  past. 

Banish'd  by  love  e^er  hostile  lands  I  slray^ 

And  mingle  in  the  battlers  dread  araay ; 

Whilst  tbou,  mlentlpBa  to  my  constant  flame, 

(Ah  could  I  disbelieve  the  voice  of  fame !) 

Far  from  thy  home,  unaided  and  forlorn, 

Far  from  thy  love,  thy  fiiithful  love,  art  bom. 

On  the  bleak  Alps  with  chilling  blasts  to  pine. 

Or  wander  waste  along  the  frozen  Rhine. 

Ye  icy  path%  O  spare  her  tender  focm  ! 

0  spare  those  heavenly  charms,  thou  wintry  storm  ? 
"  Hence  let  me  hasten  to  some  desert-grove, 

And  soothe  with  songs  my  long-unanswered  lova» 

1  go,  in  some  lone  wilderness  to  suit 
Eobocan  lays  to  my  Sicilian  flute. 
Better  with  beasts  of  prey  to  make  abode 
In  the  deep  cavern,  or  the  darksome  wood ; 
And  carve  on  trees  the  story  of  my  woe. 
Which  with  the  growing  bark  shall  ever  grow. 
Meanwhile  with  woodland-nymphs,  a  lovely  throng. 
The  winding  groves  of  Maenalus  along 

I  roam  at  large ;  or  chacc  the  foaming  boar ; 
Or  with  sagacious  hounds  the  wilds  explore, 
Careless  of  cold.     And  how  methinks  I  hound 
0*er  rocks  and  cliffs,  and  hear  the  woods  resound  ^ 


And  now  with  beating  haut  leeem  to  wing 
The  Cretan  arsDw from  the  FMtinanMinig  ■ 
As  if  I, thus  my  phrenv^  oould  forego^ 
As  if  love's  god  coeJld  melt  nt  hnmaa  woe. 
Alaal  uar  nymphs  nor  heavenly  songs  delight— 
Farewell,  ye  graves !  the  groves  no  mom  iavitc 
No  paina,  no  miaeriea  of  man  can  move 
The  unrelenting  deity  of  love. 
To  quench  your  thirst  in  flehroa'  froeen  flood. 
To  make  the  Scythian  snows  your  drear  abode; 
Or  feed  your  flock  on  Elhiupjan  plains. 
When  Sfrins*  fiery  constellktion  reigns, 
(When  deep-hnbrowuM  the  languid  heibagefia, 
And  in  the  elm  the  vivid  verdure  dies) 
Were  all  in  rain.    Love's  unresisted  sway 
Extends  to  all,  and  we  must  Idfe  obey." 

'Tis  done ;  ye  Nine,  here  ends  yvMur  tnet^stno 
Jn  pity  sung  to  soothe  fais  CMfmf  fiditt. 
While  leaning  on  a  flowery  bank  t  tirine 
The  flexile  osiers,  and  the  basket  join. 
Celestiaf  Nine,  yonr  sacred  influence  bring, 
And  soothe  my  OalJos'  sorrows  while  I  uog: 
Gallus,  my  much  bdovM  !  for  whom  I  fed 
The  flame  of  purest  friendship  riaing  still ; 
So  by  a  brook  thevetdaot  aldem  iise»  . 
]¥hen  fostering  zephyrs  fon  the  vernal  skies. 

Letus  begone:  at  eve,  the  shade  annoys 
With  noKSCMU  damps,  and  hufts  the  sinfa'smc$i 
The  juniper  breaihes  hitter  vapours,  nmid, 
Tbat  kUl  the  springing  corn,  and  blast  t^grosai 
Homeward,  my  sated  goats,  now  let  ns  hie; 
Lb  beamy  He4^  gUda  the  wnsten  skyv 


Ml 

MIN9TMML.' 

THE  PROGRESS  QF.GEJUWk 

nsf Acc 
The  design  was,  to  trace  the  progress  of  a  po(^ 
genius,  bom  in  a  rude  agje,  from  th^  first  oaviunt 
of  fancy  and  reason,  till  tbat  penod  at  which  he 
may  be  supposed  capable  of  appearing,  in  the  vodd 
as  a  Minstrel,  that  is,  as  an  itinerant  poe^  And  nra- 
siclan ; — a  character  which,  according  to  the  bo* 
tioQs  of  our  for^iatbers,  was  not  only  respectaUe, 
but  sacred. 

I  have  endeavowed  to  imitnha  Speqiar.  is  ^ 
measure  of  his  verse,  and  in  thejHii9l«WF>  V^ 
city,  and  variety  of  his  ooii^pOBition.  .  Antifiue  or 
pressioos  I  have  avoided;  admittHig»  haMsv* 
some  old  words,  whem  they  sacned  te  nit  tit 
suliject :  but  I  hope  none  wiU  be  found  tbat  s» 
now  obsolete,  or  in  any  degree  notinteWgiUe  to  > 
reader  of  English  poetry. 

To  those,  who  may  be  disposed  to  ask,  viiit 
could  induce  me  to  write  in  so  difilcalt  a  measar^ 
I  can  only  answer,  that  it  plensea  myesr,  w 
seems,  fipom  its  gottik:  stwietuie  and  oHgiaalt  (* 
bear  some  relation  to  the  subject  and  9|""^f'^ 
poem.  It  admits  both  simplicity  and  i 
of  sound  and  of  language,  beyond  any  ether  b 
that  I  am  acquainted  wiUi.  It  atkfws  the  s' 
tiousnes»  of  the  couplet,  as- well  aa  tti0  i 
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p1«c«oMitMii«lbtaali««m«  Wlwft  wme  critici 
have  renimked,  of  iU  untferaiity  gromaf;  at  last 
t'iresoma  to  tbe  mmi  will  he  Ibuid  to  hold  tfoe,  odly 
wbcD  the  poetry  U  findty  in  oOMr  iifctii 


BOOK   L 

Ah!  who  can  tell  how  bard  it  is  to  crunb 

The  iteep  where  Fame's  proad  temple  shines  a&r; 

Aih !  wbo  can  tell  how  many  a  aoul  sublime 

Has  felt  the  influence  of  miUignant  8tar» 

And  wafsd  with  Fortune  an  eternal  war  ; 

Check'd  by  the  scoff  of  Pride,  by  Envy's  frown. 

And  Povafty's  unconquerable  bar. 

In  life's  low  vale  remote  has  pined  alone. 

Then  dropt  into  the^g^TCi,  nopitied  and  unknown  1 

And  yet  the  languor  of  mgVorfcMa  days 

Kot  equally  opfiicssfcvfc  is  to  all ; 

Him,  who  ne'er  IjetenM  to  the  taiee  e#  piidta. 

The  silenofB  of  neglect  can  ne'er  appal- 

lleie  are,  who,  deaf  to  mad  AmbiHon'g  eaU^ 

Wonid  shrink  to  hear  Of  obstiepeffMa  tmuAp  of 

Fhme; 
SupreiheTy  blesC,  ff  to  fbeir  poriJbn  ftll 
tfealCfa,  bompetehce,  and  p«u:e.    Ifbr  hi^er  aim 
Had  he,  Whose  tfhnjple  talfe  these  «ftl«8S  fines  pro 
'  clahn.  ' 

The  rolls  of'iuna  J  will  mat  now  enloie  | 
Nor  need  I  here  describe,  in  lennied  lay, 


How  fbrCh  the  Minstrel  fHr>d  in  days  of  yore. 
Right  glad  of  heart,  though  hoaaely  in  array; 
Bis  waving  kicks  and  beard  all  hoary  grey : 
While  from  his  bendii^  shoulder,  dacent  hung 
Bis  haqi^  the  selecdtttMBikm  ef  bu  way, 
Which  to  the  whistling  wild  responsive  mng : 
And  eaer  as  he  went  some  many  lay  he  sung. 

Fret  not  lHJysc^f.'thbtt  glHtertngr  cWM  of  pride^ 
That  a  poor  villager  raspires  my  strain ; 
W^itty.b^  Jet  l*agcantry  and  Power  abide: 
Tb^  gcnfie  Muses  haunt  the  sylvan  reign  ; 
*lUrc  through  wild  groves  at  tf^  the  lonely  sixain 
iF^ti^Ved  roams,  to  gaze  on  Natures  diarms. 
eyj^ate  t|)e  sensual,  and  scorn  the  vain, 
^  fi  D»rasjteHbeir  influence  never  Wfirms, 
2i{()f^J^  ^ho»e  sordid  soul  the  love  of  gold  alams. 

Though  richest  hues  the  peacock's  plumes  adovn, 
^g\k  lhiVMir«Bfeams  from  his  discordant  throat. 
Itte*,'kbol  of  HartMoy,  and  hail  the  mom. 
While  wiMAing  larks  €Si  russet  piokms  float: 
OV  aeek'ht  noon  the  woodland  scene  remote^ 
Wbei^tfae  gf«y  linnets  carol  from  the  hilL 
0  let' them  ne'er,  with  artiiicial  note, 
To-^eM»a  tytam,  stmn  Ihe  Httk  bill, 
Bnt  sing  what  Heaven  inspire^  an^wander  where 
-     they  win. 

tikipral,  nntilavidtf  i»  kind  Natui^Vbancl; 
KoTjwas  perfection  made  for  man  below. 
Yet  all  her  sohemsa  with  nicest  ^rt.  are  planned, 
Qood  aoontsracting  ill,  and  gladness  ,woe* 
IVitJkirgo^  and  gens  if  Chilian  mountains  glow  ; 
If  bleak  and  barren  Scotia's  hills  arise  ; 
Tfcwejllagne  and  poison,  lust  and  rapine  grow; 
Here  peaceful  are  the  vales,  and  pure  the  skies, 
And  freedom  fires  the  soul,  and  sparkles  in  the  eyes. 


Then  grieTano^Uam,  fee  nliamth'.i 
Voac)Mafesaportiooofcdestial£re4   ,  a 

Nor  blame  the  partial  Fates»  if  they  cefuas 
Th'  imperial  banquet,  and  the  riph^tlixe*  . 
Know  thine  own  worth,  and  reverence  tb»  Igre*    - 
Wilt  thou  debase  the  hearjt  wbiph  Uod  rcfi^^d  } 
No;  let  thy  heaven-taught  soul  tf>  Heav^  afpife* 
To  fancy,  freedom,  har^^ony,  resignM  ; 
Ambition's  groveling  crew  for  ever  lef^  Ipeliind. 
Canst  thon  ferego  the  pun  atheaoal  senl 
In  each  ine  sense  sa  eiqaisitoly  keen, 
On  the  dall  oooch  of  Luaury  to  loU, 
Staag  with  diasaee^  and  ■tupcftad  with- spleen  | 
Fain  to  implore  tha  aid  of  Ffetlievy's  somen, 
Even  from  thyself  thy  loathsome  heait  to  faide« 
(The  maaskm  then  no  more  of  Joy  serene). 
Where  fear,  distmst^  malevolence,  abae^ 
And  impotent  denre,  and  dknppointrid  pride  ? 
O  how  canst  thou  renounce  the  boundless  stortt 
Of  charms  which  Nature  to  her  votary  yields  1 
The  warblmg  woodland,  the  resounding  shore^ 
The  pomp  of  groves,  and  gamitare  of  fields  ; 
All  that  the  genial  ray  of  morning  gilds. 
And  all  that  echoes  to  the  song  of  even. 
All  that  the  BBonntafai's  sheltering  boson  sbMdki 
And  aM  the  dread  magnifloenoe  of  Heaven, 
O  how  canetthou  veaeonee,  and  hopcrito^be  fefglaenc 

These  charms  shall  woik  thy  soul's  eternal  bealtl^ 
And  kive,  and  gentleness,  and  joy,  Impart. 
But  these  thou  must  renounce,  if  lust  of  wealth 
E'er  win  it's  way  to  thy  corrupted  heart : 
For  ah  !  it  poisons  like  a  scorpion's  dart ; 
Prompting  tb'  ungenerous  wish,  the  selfish  Bcheme^ 
The  stem  resolve  unmov*d  by  pity's  smart. 
The  troublous  day,  and  long  distressfiii  dream. 
Retam  my  roving  Musejresumetby  porposedtbeae^ 
There  litnd  in  Ckilhio  day*,  ia  legends  toll, 
A  sbepheed-ewahi,  aoan  of  low  defras; 
Whose  sires,  peechanes,  in  FaiylaMi  mightantl^ 
Sicilian  greres,  er  vales  ef  Aready  i 
Bnt  he,  1  ween,  waeof  the  north  oenntrte  t; 
A  natian  fesn'd  for  song,  and  beauty's  ohamii 
Zealous,  yet  modest;  inHoeent,  thoagh  free; 
Patient  of  toil ;  serene  anudst  alarms; 
Inflexible  in  feith;  inviwnbleinaKaet 
The  shephei  d-^aavfln  of  whom  I  mention  i 
On  Scotia's  moontainsfdd  his  Ultle  Aoek; 
The  sickle,  scythe,  or  ploogh,  he  nerer  tway^; 
An  honest  heart  was  ahneat  all  his  stocAc ; 
His  drink  the  ihring  wntor  frem  the  voek : 
The  milky  dams  supplied  Ms'boafd,  and  lent 
Their  kindly  fleece  to  baflte  wtater'9  shocii ; 
And  he,  though  oft  with  dint  and  sweat  besprent. 
Did  guide  and  guard  their  wanderings,  wheresoe'er 
they  went 

From  labour   health,,  from  health  oontenftmeni 

springs: 
Contontment  opes  the  soaree  of  every  joy. 
He  envied  not,  he  never  thought  of,  kings.; 
Nor  from  those  appetitaa  sustoin'd  anoo^ 

^  There  is  hardly  an^aaeient  ballad,  or  rananee^ 
wherein  a  Minstrel  or  a  Harper  appears,  but  he  ia 
characterised,  by  way  of  eminence,  to  have  heen 
'*  of  the  noith  oountrie."  .It  is  probable,  that  no*  ' 
der  this  appellation  were  formerly  eomprebonded 
all  the  provinces  to  the  north  of  the  Trent."  See 
Percy's  Essay  on  the  English  Minstrels.    ' 
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tThat  cliaiice  may  fnufanfee,  9e  indulgence  cloy : 
Nor  Fate  his  calm  And  humble  hopes  beguiled  ; 
He  moaned  ao  recreant  friend,  nor  miatreas  coy» 
For  on  his  vows  the  blameless  Phnsbe  smiled. 
And  her  aJone  be  loved,  and  loved  her  from  a  child. 

No  jealousy  their  dawn  of  \ove  overcast, 

Nor  blasted  were  their  wedded  days  with  strife ; 

Bach  season  lookM  deli^tful  as  it  past, 

To  the  fond  husband,  and  the  fisithfol  wife. 

Beyond  the  luwiy  vale  of  shepherd  liib 

They  never  nnmM  ;  secure  beneath  the  storm 

Which  in  Ambition's  lofty  land  is  rife, 

Where  peace  and  lof  e  are  canker'd  by  the  worm 

Of  pride,  eaeh  bud  of  jo^  industrious  to  deform. , 

The  wififht,  whose  tale  these  artless  tines  unfold. 
Was  ail  the  ofipring  of  thia  humble  pair : 
His  birth  no  Apicle  or  seer  foretold ; 
No  prodiii^y  ^ppear'd  in  earth  or  air. 
Nor  aught  that  might  a  strange  event  declare.  ^ 
You  guess  each  circumstance  of  Edwin^s  birth ; 
The  parent's  transport,  and  the  parent's  care ; 
The  gossip's  prayer  for  wealth,  and  wit,  and  worth; 
And  one  long  sunnner-day  of  indolence  and  mirth. 

And  yet  poor  Edwin  was  no  vulgar,  boy, 
Deep  thought  oft  seem'd  to  fix  his  infisnt  eye. 
.  Baiiities  he  heeded  not,  nor  gaude,  nor  toy. 
Save  one  short  pipe  of  rudest  minstrelsy  : 
"Silent  when  glad ;  affectionate,  though  shy ; 
And  now  his  look  was  most  demurely  sad ; 
And  now  be  laughed  aloud,  yet  none  knew  why. 
The  neighbours  star'd  and  si^h'd,  yet  blessM  the  lad : 
Somedeem'd  him  wondrous  wise,  and  some  be- 
lieved him  mad. 

But  why  should  I  his  childish  feats  display  ? 
Gonooorse,  and  noise,  and  toil,  he  ever  fled ; 
Nor  cared*  to  mingle  ih  the  clamorous  fray 
Of  squabbling  imps ;  but  to  the  forest  sped. 
Or  roam'd  at  hirge  the  lonely  mountain's  bead, 
Or,  where  the  maze  of  some  bewjider'd  stream 
To  deep-untrodden  groves  his  footsteps  led, 
There  would  he  wander  wild,  till  Phcebus'  beam. 
Shot  from  the  western  cliff,  released  the  weary 

team. 
Th'  exploit  of  strength,  dexterity,  or  speed. 
To  him  nor  vanity  nor  joy  could  bring. 
His  heart,  from  cruel  sport  estranged,  would  bleed 
To  work  the  woe  of  any  living  thing. 
By  trap,  or  net ;  by  arrow,  or  by  sling ; 
These  hedet^ed  ^  those  he  scom'd  to  wield : 
He  wish'd  to  be  the  guardian,  not  the  king, 
Tjrraot  far  less,  or  trajtor  of  the  field. 
And  sure  the  sylvan  reign  unbloody  joy  might  yield. 

liO  !  where  the  stripling,  wrapt  in  wonder,  roves 
Beneath  the  precipice  o'erhung  with  pine ; 
And  sees,  on  high,  amidst  th'  encircling  groves. 
From  cliff  to  clMT  the  foaming  torrents  shine  : 
While  waters,  woods,  and -winds,  in  ooncert  join. 
And  Echo  swells  the  chorus  to  the  skies. 
Would  Edwin  this  majestic  scene  resign 
For  aught  the  huntsman's  puny  craft  supplies  ? 
Ah  !  no :   he  better  knows  great  Nature's  charma 

to  prize. 
And  oft  he  traced  the  uplands,  to  survey, 
When  o'er  the  sky  advanced  the  kindling  dawn. 
The  crimson  cloud,  blue  main,  and  mountain  grey. 
And  lake,  dim-gleaming  on  the  smoky  lawn : 


Far  to  the  west  tiie  long  lomg  Tale  withdrawn. 

Where  twilight  loves  to  liQp;er  for  a  while ; 

And  now  he  fointly  kens  the  bounding  fawa^ 

And  villager  abroad  at  early  toil. 

But  lo !    the  Sun  appears  I    and  heaven,  earth, 

ocean,  smile* 
And  oft  the  craggy  eliff  he  loved  to  climb. 
When  all  in  mist  the  worid  bcfow  was  lost. 
What  dreadful  pleasure !  there  to  stand  snblinae, 
Uke  shipwreck'd  mariner  on  desert  coast. 
And  view  th'  enormous  waste  of  vapour,  tost 
In  billows,  lengthening  to  th'  horizon  round. 
Now  scoop'd  in  gulfit,  with  mountains  now  emboea'd! 
And  hear  the  voice  of  mirth  and  song  rebound. 
Flocks,  herds,  and  water&lls,  along  the  hoar  pro- 
found ! 
In  truth  he  was  a  strange  and  waywajnl  wight. 
Fond  of  each  gentle,  and  .each  dreadful  scene. 
In  darkness,  and  in  storm,  he  found  delight : 
Nor  less,  than  when  on  ocean-wave  serene 
The  southern  Sun  diffused  his  dazzling  diene  '• 
Even  sad  vicissitude  amused  his  soul : 
And  if  a  sigh  would  sometimes  intervene. 
And  down  his  cheek  a  tear  of  pity  roll, 
A  sigh,  a  tear,  so  sweet,  he  wish'd  not  to  oontrol. 

"  O  ye  wild  groves,  O  where  is  now  your  bloom. !" 

(The  Muse  interprets  thus  his  tender  thought) 

<*  Your  flowers,  your  verdure,  and  your  balmy 

gloom. 
Of  late  io  grateful  in  the  hour  of  drought ! 
Why  do  the  birds,  that  song  and  rapture  brooght 
To  all  your  bowers,  their  raansiens  now  tbrsake  ? 
Ah  !  why  has  fickle  chance  this  rain  wrought  > 
For  now  the  storm  howls  mournful  thro^  the  brake. 
And  the  dead  foliage  flies  in  many  a  shapelesa  flake. 

"  Where  now  the  rill,  melodious,  pure,  and  cool. 
And    meads,  with  life,   and  miith,   and  beanty 

crownM! 
Ah  (  see,  th'  dbsigfatly  sltme,  and  sloggiah  pool. 
Have  all  the  solitary  vale  embrown'd ; 
Fled  each  fair  form,  and  mute  each  meltmg  aoood. 
The  raven  croaks  foriom  on  naked  spray : 
And  hark !  the  river,  bursting  every  mound, 
Down  the  vale  thunders,  and  with  wasteful  sway 
Uproots  the  grove,  and  rolls  the  shaUerad  rocks 

away. 

"  Yet  such  ^be  destiny  of  all  on  Earth : 

So  flourishes  and  fades  majestic  Man. 

Fair  is  the  bud  his  vernal  mom  brings  fartb. 

And  fostering  gales  a  while  the  nursling  fea. 

O  smile,-  ye  Heavens^  serene ;  ye  mildeivs  wan. 

Ye  blighting  whirlwinds,  spare  his  balmy  prime. 

Nor  lessen  of  his  lifo  the  little  span. 

Borne  on  the  swift,  though  silent,  wiius  of  Time, 

Old  age  comes  on  apace  to  ravage  alflhe  dime. 

*'  And  be  it  sa    Let  those  deplore  tfadr  doom. 
Whose  hope  still  grovels  in  this  dark  sojourn : 
But  lof^y  souls,  who  look  beyond  the  tomb. 
Can  smile  at  Fate,  and  wonder  how  they  mottro. 
Shall  Spring  to  these  sad  scenes  no  man  ntnm  ? 
Is  yonder  wave  the  Sun's  eternal  bed  ? 
Soon  shall  the  orient  with  new  Inatre  bum. 
And  Spring  shall  soon  her  vital  influence  abed. 
Again  attune  the  grove,  again  adorn  the  mead. 

s  Brightness,  splendour.     The  word  it  used  by 
some  late  writers,  as  well  as  by  Miltoo. 
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•<  ShftU  I  he  left  IbrsottaD  in  liie  dtut, 

When  Fate,  releutiog,  lett  the  flower  revive  ? 

Shall  Nalure'i  voice,  to  man  alofie  anjust^    ^     * 

Bid  him,  though  doomed  to  perish,  hope  to  live  ?  - 

Is  \K  for  this  fair  Virtue  oft  must  strive 

With  disap^iointment,  |)eiiury,  and  pain  ? 

No :  Heavea's  immortal  springs  shall  yet  arrive, 

And  man>  majestic  beauty  bloom  again. 

Bright  Uiro'  th'  eternal  year  of  Love's  triumphant 

reign.*' 
This  troth  enblimc  his  simple  sire  had  taught. 
In  sooth,  'twas  almost  all  the  shepherd  knew. 
No  subtile  nor  superfluous  lore  be  sought. 
Nor  ever  wish'd  his  Edwm  to  punne. 
"  Let  nan's  own  sphere"  said  he  *'  conflne  his  view. 
Be  man's  peculiar  work  his  sole  delight." 
And  much,  and  oft»  he  wara'd  him,  to  eschew 
Falsehood  and  guile,  and  aye  maintain  the  right. 
By  pleasure  unseduc*d,  unaw'd  by  lawless  might 
<*  And,  from  tbe  prayer  of  Want,  and  plaint  of  Woe, 
O  never,  oevw  turn  away  thine  ear  i 
Forlorn,  hi  this  bleak  wilderness  below. 
Ah!  what  ware  aan,slioa1d  Heaven  refoM  to  hear! 
To  others  do  (the  law  Is  not  severe) 
What  to  thyself  tbon  wishest  to  be  dona. 
Forgive  thy  foes ;  and  love  thy  parents  dear. 
And  friends,  and  native  land ;  nor  those  alone ; 
All  human  weal  and  woe  learn  thou  to  make  thioe 

own." 
See,  in  the  rear  of  the  warm  sunny  shower 
The  visionary  boy  firom  shelter  fly ; 
For  now  the  storm  of  summer*rain  is  o'er. 
And  cool,  and  fresh,  and  fragrant  is  the  sky. 
And,  lo  i  in  the  dark  east,  expanded  high. 
The  rainbow. brighteos  to  the  setting  Sun  t 
Fond  fool,  that  deem'st  the  streaming  glory  nigb, 
How  vain  the  chace  thine  ardour  has  begun  ! 
^is  fled  afiir,  ere  half  thy  purpos'd  race  be  mn. 

Yet  oonldsl  tboa  learn,  that  thus  it  feres  with  age, 
When  pleasure,  wealth,  or  power,  tbe  boeom  warm, 
Thja  beflted  hope  asight  Ume  thy  numbood's  rage. 
And  disappeintment  of  her  sting  disarm. 
But  wl)y  skonld  foresight  thy  food  heart  alarm  ? 
Periah  the  lore  that  deadens  young  desire  ; 
Piina^4ioorimp,  th'  imaginary  charm. 
Indulge  gay  hope,  and  fancy's  pleasing  fire ; 
Fancy  and  bope  too  soo^  shall  of  themselves  ex- 
pire. 
When  the  loof-eennding  cnrfiew  frem  afar 
Loaded  will^loud  lament  the  lonely  gale, 
YooDg  Edwin;  lighted  by  the  evening  star. 
Lingering  and  Aisiening^  wander'd  down  the  vale. 
There  wonld  he  dream  of  graves,  and  corses  pale ; 
And  ghosts  that  to  the  cbamel-dnngeon  thronr. 
And  drag  a  length  of  clanking  chain,  and  wnil. 
Till  silenced  by  the  owl's  terrific  song,  [along. 

Or  blast  that  shrieks  by  fits  the  shuddering  islea 

Or,  when  the  setting  Moon,  in  crimson  dyed. 
Hung  o>r  the  dark  and  melancholy  deep. 
To  haanted  stream,  remote  <irom  man,  he  hied, 
l\liere  fays  of  yore  Iheir  revels  wont  to  keep ; 
And  there  let  Fancy  rove  at  large,  till  sleep 
A  vision  brought  to  his  entranced  sight. 
And  first,  a  wildly  murmuring  wind  'gan  creep 
Shrill  to  his  ringing  ear ;  then  tapers  bright. 
With  instantaneous  gleam,  illumed  the  vault  of 
nifcht. 


Anon  in  view  &  portal's  l>lacMi<d  arch 
Arose ;  the  trumpet  bids  the  tabrttt  unfold  ; 
And  forth  an  host  of  little  warriors  march, 
Grasping  the  diamond  lance,  and  targe  of  gold* 
Their  look  was  gentle,  their  demeanor  bold. 
And  green  their  helms,  and  green  their  silk  attire | 
And  here  and  there,  right  venerably  old, 
The  lodg-rob'd  minstrels  wake  the  warbling  wire, 
And  some  with  mellow  breath  the  martial  pipe  in^* 
spire. 

With  merriment,  and  song,  and  timbrels  clear, 
A  troop  of  dames  from  myrtle  bowers  advance  ; ' 
The  little  warriors  doff  the  targe  and  spear. 
And  loud  enlivening  strains  provoke  the  dance. 
They  meet,  they  dart  away,  they  wheel  askance; 
To  right,  to  left,  they  thrid  the  flying  maze ; 
Now  bound  aloft  with  Tigoroos  spring,  then  glance' 
Rapid  along :  with  many-oolouiM  rayv 
Of  tapers,  gemSyUndgokl,  the  echohig  forests  blUte. 

The  dream  is  fled.    Proud  harbmger  of  day. 
Who  scar'd'st  the  vision  with  thy  clarion  shrill. 
Fell  chanticleer  I  who  oft  hath  reft  away 
My  fiincied  good,  and  brought  substantial  ill ! 
O  to  thy  cuned  scream,  discordant  still,. 
I«t  harmony  aye  shut  her  gentle  ear : 
Thy  boastful  miitfa  let  jealous  rivals  spil). 
Insult  thy  crest,  and  glossy  pinions  tear. 
And  ever  in  thy  dreams  the  ruthless  fox  appear. 

Forbear,  my  Muse.    Let  Love  attune  thy  line. 
Revoke  the  spell.    Thine  Edwin  frets  not  so. 
For  how  shonld  he  at  wicked  chance  repine. 
Who  feels  from  every  change  amusement  flow  ! 
Eren  now  his  eyes  with  smiles  of  rapture  glow. 
As  on  he  wanders  through  the  scenes  of  mom. 
Where  the  fresh  flowers  an  living  lustre  Wow, 
Where  thousand  pearls,  the  dewy  lawns  adorn, 
A  thousand  notes  of  joy  in  eveiy  braeae  are  bomew 

But  who  the  melodiee  of  mom  can  tell  ? 

The  wild  brook  babbling  down  the  moantam  side  | 

The  lowing  herd ;  the  8beepfi»ld's  simple  bell ; 

The  pipe  of  early  shepherd  dim  descried 

In  the  lone  valley  $  echoing  fiur  and  wide 

The  clamorous  bom  along  thedift  above; 

The  hollow  murmur  of  the  ocean-tide ; 

The  hum  of  bees,  the  Ifainet's  lay  of  love. 

And  tbe  full  choir  that  wakes  the  miiverni  groves 

The  cottage-curs  at  early  pilgrim  bait ; 
CrownM  with  ber  pail  the  tripping  milkmaid  sings; 
The  whistling  ploughman  stalks  afield ;  and,  hdrk  ! 
Down  the  rough  slope  the  ponderous  waggon  rings  ; 
Through  rustliog  com  the  bare  astonish'd  springs  ^ 
Slow  tolls  the  village-dock  the  drowsy  hour ; 
Tbe  partridge  bursts  away  on  whirring  wiqgs ; 
Deep  mourns  the  turtle  in  sequester'd  bower. 
And  shrill  lark  carob  clear  from  her  aernal  tour. 

O  Nature,  how  in  every  cfaann  supreme ! 
Whose  votaries  feast  on  raptures  ever  new  ! 
O  for  the  voice  and  fire  of  seraphim. 
To  sing  thy  glories  with  devotion  due ! 
Blest  be  tbe  day  I  'scaped  the  wrangling  crew. 
From  Pyrrho's  mase,  and  Epicurus'sty ; 
And  held  high  converse  with  the  godlike  few. 
Who  to  th'  cnraptnr'd  heart,  and  ear,  and  eye. 
Teach  beauty,  Thtae,  truth,  and  tore,  and  melody. 
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Hence !  ye,  wlio  Mare  And  stvpefy  ihe  mind. 
Sophist^  of  betnty,  virtue,  joy,  the  tone ! 
Greedy  and  M,  tbotigh  impotent  and  blind, 
Who  tpretd  yc^  filthy  nett  in  Tiruth's  <air  fane, 
And  ever  pty  yovr  venom'd  fnigs  anurin  ! . 
Hence  to  dark  Ertdr^i  den,  whose  ranUtn«r  tlime 
Firet  gave  you  foitli  f  Hence !  leal  the  Muse  should 

deign, 
(■Though  loth  on  theme  so  mean  to  wsata  a  rhy^ne), 
IVitb  vengeance  to  pursue  yonr  sacrilegious  crime. 

But  hail,  ye  mighty  masten  dfthe  hry, 
Nature's  tmc  sons,  the  friends  «r  man  and  trath ! 
Whose  sang,  suhiiaiely  swecit,  serenely  gay, 
Amus*d  oiy  childhood,  and  infbrm'd  my  yooth* 
O  let  your  s|nrit  still  my  boaom  soothe, 
Inspire  my  dreams,  and  my  vrld  wanderings  guide : 
Your  voioe  eaoh  ni^^ed  path  of  life  casi  smoothe, 
For  well  I  know  wfaere-ever  ye  reside, 
There  harmony^  eai  peace,  ai  ~ ' 

Ah  me!  neglected  on  the  lonesome  plain. 
As  yet  poor  Edwin  never  knew  vonr  lore. 
Save  when  against  the  winter's  drenching  rain. 
And  driving  snow,  the  cottage  shut  the  door. 
Then,  as  instructed  by  tradition  boar. 
Her  l<^end  when  the  beldame  'gan  impart. 
Or  chant  the  old  heroic  ditty  o'er^ 
Wonder  and  joy  ran  thrilliDg  to  his  heart ; 
Mudi  he  the  tale  admired,  but  more  the  tuneful  art. 

Various  and  strange  was  the  long-wmded  tale ; 
And  halls,  and  knights,  and  feats  of  arms,  display  M; 
Or  merfy  s^ins,  who  quaff  the  nut-browo  ale. 
And  sing  enaimoar'd  of  the  not-brown  maid ; 
The  moon-light  revel  cf  the  fiiiry  glade ; 
Or  hags,  that  suckle  ail  infernal  brood. 
And  irfy  ill  cev«r  W  umttterflfUe  trade  ^, 
'Midst  fieOds  aAd  spectrtt,  qoench  the  Moon  in 
blood,  '  [flood. 

ym  iA  the  iftMnlght  itente,  «r  ride  th*  inftiriate 

But  when  to  horroor  fais  amazement  rose, 

A  gentler  strain  the  beldame  would  reheane, 

A  tale  of  rural  life,  a  tale  of  woes. 

The  orphans-babes,  and  guanlian  uncle  fierce. 

O  cruel !  will  no  pang  of  pity  pierce 

That  heart,  by  lost  of  lucre  sear'd  to  stone  ? 

For  sure,  if  aught  of  virtue  last,  or  verse. 

To  latest  times  ribaH  tender  senls  bemoan 

These  hoi^elesa  orphan  babes  by  thy  Ml  arts  wsdone. 

Behold,  with  berries  tmear'd,  with  brambles  ten  ** 
The  babes  now  fomish'd  lay  them  down  to  die : 
Amidst  the  howl  of  darksome  woods  forlorn. 
Folded  in  one  another's  arms  they  lie; 
Kor  friend,  nor  stranger,  beam  their  dying  cry : 
''  For  from  the  town  the  man  retains  no  more." 
But  thou,  who  Heaven's  just  vengeaaoedar'sl^efy, 
This  deed  with  fruitless  tears  sbaH  soon  deplore, 
When  Death  lays  waste  thy  hooae,  aud  flamei'CDn* 
some  thy  store. 

9  Allu&on  t(f  Shakespeare. 
Macbeth.  How  now,  ye  secret,  h^t^,  and  Budaight 
bags, 
AVhatis'tyedoI' 
WiUheu    A  deed  without  a  name. 

Macbeth,  Act  4.  Scene  1. 
4  See  tliefine  old  ballad  called.  The  Chtldrts 
va,  the  Wood. 


A  stifled  smile  of  stem  vindksUve  joy 
Brighten'd  one  moment  BdwinS  starting  tear, 
"  But  why  shfluld  gold  man's  feeble  mind  decoy» 
And  imiMerce  thus  die  by  doom  severe  ?" 
O  Edwhi !  while  thy  heart  is  yet  sincere, 
Th'  assaults  of  discontent  and  doubt  repel : 
Dalit  even  at  noontide  is  our  mortal  sphere; 
But  let  us  hope ;  to  doubt  is  to  rebel ; 
Let  tts  exult  in  hope,  that  all  shaU  yet  be  ^ 


Nor  be  thy  genefoos  indignation  cheek'4, 

Nor  checked  the  tender  tear  to  Misery  given  ; 

From  Guilt's  contagious  power  shall  that  protect. 

This  soften  and  refine  the  soul  for  Heaven. 

But  dreadful  Is  their  doom,  whom  doubt  has  drirea 

To  censure  Pate,  and  pious  Hope  forego : 

Like  yonder  blasted  boughs  by  lightnincr  riTeB» 

Perfoction,  beauty,  life,  they  never  know^ 

But  frown  on  all  that  pass,  a  monument  of  vroe. 

Shall  he,  whose  birth,  maturity,  and  age. 
Scarce  fill  the  ekcfeefene  summer  day, 
Shall  the  poor  gnat,  with  discooteut  aod.  nife 
Eiclaim  that  Nature  hastens  to  decay. 
If  but  a  cloud  obstruct  the  solar  ray. 
If  but  a  momentary  abewer  deaoeud  I 
Or  shall  frail  man  Heaven's  dread  decree  j 
Whk^  bade  the  series  of  events  extend 
Wide  thro*  ttnnumber'd  vorUl%  and  agei  ^nlliaul: 
end! 

One  part^  one  little  part,  we  dimly  aeaa 
Thro*  the  dark  medium  of  lifers  feveridi  <      ^ 
Yet  dare  arraign  the  whole  stupendous  pUo^ 
If  but  that  little  part  incongruous  seem. 
Nor  is  that  part  perhaps  what  mortals  deoift  i 
Oh  from  apparent  ill  our  blessings  rise. 
O  then  renounoe  that  impious  setf-esteem. 
That  aims  to  trace  the  secrets  of  the  skies : 
For  thou  art  but  of  dust;   be  homble,  aod  be 

Thus  Heaven  enhu^g'd  1^  soul  in  riper  yeaau 
For  Nature  gave  him  strength,  and  fire,  to 
On  Fancy's  wing  above  this  vale  uf  laats  ; 
Where  dark  cold-hearted  sceptics,. creepii^ 
Throoffh  microscope  of  meUphysic  lore : 
And  much  they  grope  for  Tkruth,  but  never  Ml. 
For  why  ?  Their  powers,  inadequate  bdoBS^ 
This  idle  art  makes  more  and  more  unfit ; 
Yet  deem  they  darkness  light,  ami  their<4>ite 
ders  wit. 

Nor  was  this  ancient  dame  a  foe  to  raiitb. 
Her  ballad,  jest,  and  riddle's  qnalnt  d^vtoe 
Oft  oheei^d  the  shepherds  round  their  seeial 
Whom  levity  or  spleen  could  ne'er  entice 
To  purabase  chat,  or  laughter,  at  the  pifce 
Of  decency*    Nor  let  it  fiulh  eaceed^ 
That  Nature  forms  a  rustic  taste  ae  niee. 
Ah  1  had  they  been  of  court  or  city  breed, 
Sttcb  deHcacy  wevtf  fight  menreUDoeiadued. 

Oil  when  the  winier  efeoim  bed  ce*^  to  ttn^. 
He  roam'd  the  snowy  waste  at  even,  to  view 
The  plottd  stupendous,  from  th*  Atlantic  wave 
High-toweim9»  enl  alonf*  th>  taeromi  Mue  ; 
Where,  'midst  the  changeful  seeaery,  ever  n 
Fancy  a  thoqeand  wondrous  forms  descries. 
More  wildly  great  thau  ever  peMil  draw. 
Rocks,  torrents,  gulfii,  and  shapes  of  giaat  sise. 
And  glitt'rmg  cUfia  on  cliffs,  and  fiexy  ramparta 
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Theiiee  mdMt%  iMMPHPi  to  tli»  iOHttdoif  ihai^ 
The  lone  eoHkammtk  off  wouM  take'  hit  va^ 
Liileniiig,'  wMi  filMiing  dreaA,  to  the  deej^  wotr 
6rtlM  inde-weHering  vatms.   in  Meek  «miy  [day, 
WlMM  ralpbvroDS  otoodi  foU'd  oo  th'  entuoMal 
Eveo  then  he  haslen'd  ftx>m  the  haunt  of  liian« 
Aloof  the  trembliDg  ivildenie»  to  stray. 
What  time  the  lightenhig's  fierce  career  began,  [ran. 
And  o'er  Hear'n's  rending  arch  the  rattling  thunder 
RMpowive  to  the  sprightly  pipe,  when  all 
In  sprightly  danoe  the  nllage  youth  were  join^y 
Edwin,  of  melody  aye  held  in  thrall. 
From  the  mde  gambol  fhr  remote  reelmM, 
Soothed  with  the  soft  notes  warbhag  in  the  wind. 
Ah  then,  aH  jollity  teem'd  noiae  and  folly. 
To  the  pnre  soul  by  Fancy's  lire  refin'd. 
Ah,  what  is  mirth  but  tarbulence  unholy,    [choly ! 
When  with  the  charm  oompar'd  of  heavenly  melan- 
Is  tfasM  a  heart  that  music  cannot  melt  ? 
Alas  ]  how  is  that  nigged  heart  forlorn  $ 
Is  there,  who  ne^er  those  mystic  transports  felt 
Of  solitode  and  melancholy  bom  } 
He  needs  not  woo  the  Muse ;  he  is  her  soom. 
The  tophist^s  rope  of  cobweb  he  shall  twine ) 
Mope  o*er  the  schoolroan's  poeYish page;  or  moom, 
,        And  delve  for  life  in  Mammon^s  dirty  mine ;  [swine. 
Sneak  with,  the  scoundrel  fox,  or  grunt  with  glntlon 
i        For  Edwin,  Fate  a  nobler  doom  bad  plaan'd  § 
Song  was  his  gwuurite  and  fitst  pwsait. 
The  wiM  harp  rang  to  his  adveatfroos  hand, 
I        And  languish'd  to  his  breath  the  plaintire  ftute. 
His  infont  Mose,  though  artless,  was  not  mote: 
Of  elegaaea  as  yet  he  took  no  care; 
For  this  of  time  and  culture  is  the  fruit ; 
'       And  Edwin  gain'd  at  last  this  fruit  lo  rare : 
As  in  some  niture  rerae  I  purpose  to  declare. 
Meanwhile,  whatever  of  beautiful,  or  new, 
^      Sublime,  or  dnadfol,  in  earth,  sea,  or  sky, 

By  chance,  or  search,  was  ofier'd  to  his  view, 
I       He  ecan'd  with  curious  and  romantic  eye. 
I      Wbato'er  of  lore  tradition  could  supply 
Fr(HB  gothic  tale,  or  song,  or  foble  old, 
^      Itoua'd  him,  still  keen  to  listen  and  to  pry. 
At  la«t,  though  long  by  penury  coDtxoI'd, 
I     And  aoUtnde,  h«r  soal  his  graces  'gan  unfold. 
\      Thus  on  the  chill  Lappoiiian*s  dreary  land. 

For  many  a  long  month  lost  in  snow  profound, 
^     When  Sol  from  Cancer  sends  the  season  bland, 
And  in  tlieir  northern  cave  the  storms  are  bound ; 
From  silent  mountains,    straight,   with  startling 
sound, 
jl     Torrents  are  hurPd  ;  green  hills  emerge ;  and  lo. 

The  trees  with  foliage,  cKffii  with  flowers  are  crown'd ; 
I     Pure  rills  through  rales  of  verdure  wart>ling  go  ; 
And  wonder,  fove,  and  joy,  the  peasant's  heart  over- 
flow &• 

Here  pause,  my  folhie  lyre,  a  little  while. 
i    The  leiMre  hour  is  all  that  thou  canst  claim. 

Bnt  oo  this  verse  if  Montague  should  smiley 
^    New  atrahis  ere  long  shall  animate  thy  ftaBoei 
\   And  her  applause  to  me  is  more  than  fome; 

B  Spring  and  Aotamn  are  hardly  known  to  the 

^'    lAplanders.  About  the  time  the  sun  enters  Cancer, 

^    their  Aeidt,  which  a  week  before  were  covered  with 

enow,  appear  ott  a  sudden  lull  of  gms  and  flowers. 

ScfatflH'f  Hhtery  of  JLaaUad,  p.  16. 
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For  still  with  troth  aceoids  her  tarte  reihi>d. 
At  lucre  or  renown  let  others  aim, 
I  only  with  to  please  the  gentle  mind,  [hiiid. 

Whom  Nstore's  charms  inspire,  and  love  of  hutmta- 
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Or  chance  or  change  O  let  not  man  complain. 
Else  shall  he  never  never  cease  to  wail  i 
For,  firom  the  imperial  dome,  to  where  the  swain 
Rears  the  lone  cottage  in  the  silent  dale, 
All  feel  th>  assault  of  Fortune's  fickle  gale ; 
Art,  empire,  Earth  itself,  to  change  are  doom'd ; 
Earthquakes  have  rais'd  to  Heaven  the  humble  vale. 
And  gnlphs  the  mountain's  mighty  maw  entomb'd ; 
And  where  th'  Atlantic  rolis  wkle  continents  have 
bloomM  >. 

Bnt  sore  to  foreign  dimes  we  need  not  range. 
Nor  seareh  the  ancient  records  of  our  race. 
To  learn  the  dire  eflSects  of  tfane  and  change. 
Which  ni  ourselves,  alas!  we  dsAy  trace. 
Yet  at  the  daiken'd  eye,  the  wbith«r*d  face. 
Or  hoary  hair,  I  never  will  repine : 
But  spare,  O  Time,  whatever  of  mental  grace. 
Of  candour,  lore,  or  sympathy  divine,  [mine. 

Whate'er  of  foncy's  rey,  or'  friendship's  flame  is 
So  T,  obseqnkms  to  Truth's  dread  command. 
Shall  bore  without  refoctance  change  my  lay. 
And  smite  the  gothic  tjrre  with  harsher  hand  \ 
Now  when  I  leave  that  flowery  path  for  aye 
Of  childhood,  where  I  sported  many  a  day. 
Warbling  and  sauntering  carelessly  along; 
Where  every  fiice  was  innoceolt  and  gay. 
Each  vale  romantic,  tuneful  every  tongue. 
Sweet,  wild,  and  artlen  all,  as  Edwm's  infant  song. 

"  Perish  the  lore  that  deadens  young  detire,*' 
Is  the  soft  tenor  of  my  song  no  more. 
Edwm,  the*  lov'd  of  Heaven,  must  not  aspire 
To  bliss,  which  mortals  never  knew  before. 
On  tremblmg  wmgs  let  youthful  foncy  soar. 
Nor  always  haunt  the  sunny  reahns  of  joy : 
But  now  and  then  tiie  shadbs  of  life  explore  ; 
Tho*  many  a  sound  and  sight  of  wo  annoy, 
And  many  aqualm  of  care  his  rising  hope<  destroy. 
Vigour  nom  toil,  from  trouble  psitieuoe  grows. 
The  weakly  blossom,  warm  in  summer  bower. 
Some  tints  of  transient  beauty  may  disdoie; 
Biit  soon  it  withen  in  the  chilling  hour. 
Mark  yonder  oaks !  Superior  to  the  power 
Of  all  the  warring  whids  of  Heaven  they  fjse» 
And  from  the  stormy  promontory  tower. 
And  toss  their  giant  arms  amid  the  skies, 
While  each  assailing  Mast  increase  of  streogUi  sup^ 
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And  iKhv  the  downy  cheek  and  deepes'd  voice 
Gave  dignity  to  Edwm's  blooming  prime  ; 
And  walks  of  wider  circuit  were  bis  choice. 
And  vales  more  mild,  and  mountains  more  sublime. 
One  evening,  as  he  framed  the  careless  rhyme. 
It  was  his  chance  to  wander  fiir  abroad. 
And  o*er  a  lonely  eminence  to  climb, 
Which  heretofore  his  foot  bad  never  trode; 
A  vale  appeared  below,  a  deep  retired  abode. 
Thither  he  hied,  (mamourM  of  the  scene. 
For  rocks  on  rocks  piPd,  as  by  magic  spell. 
Here  scorch'd  with  lightning,  there  With  ivy  green, 
Fenc'd  from  the  north  and  east  this  savage  dell. 
Southward  a  mountain  rose  with  easy  swell, 
Whose  long  long  groves  eternal  murmur  made : 
And  toward  the  western  sun  a  streamlet  fell. 
Where,  thro'  the  cliflfe,  the  eye,  remote,  survey'd 
Blue  hills,  and  glittering  waves,  and  skies  in  gold 
array'd. 

Along  this  narrow  valley  you  might  see 

The  wild  deer  sporting  on  the  meadow  ground. 

And,  here  and  there,  a  solitary  tree. 

Or  mossy  stoue,  or  fock  with  woodbUie  crown'd. 

Oft  did  the  cliiFs  reverberate  the  sound 

Of  parted  fragmenti  tumbling  from  on  high  ; 

And  from  the  summit  of  that  craggy  mound 

The  perching  eagle  oft  was  heard  to  cry,, 

Or  on  resounding  wings,  to  shoot  athwart  the  sky. 

One  cultivated  spot  there,  was,  that  spread  . 

Its  fldwery  bosom  to  the  UQondair  beaoi*    .  . 

Where  many  a  rose-bud  rean  its  blushing  hea4» 

And  herbs  for  food  w^th  futore  plenty  t<em4 

Sooth*d  by  the  lulling  sound  of  grove. a«d. stream. 

Romantic  visloas  swarm  on  Edwin's  soul :   . 

He  mjnded  not  the  Sun's  last  trembli^p  ^I^iQf 

Nor  heard  from  far  the  twilight  curfew  toll  j,  . 

When  slowly  on  his  ear  these  movii^  acc^tij  stola 

*'  Hail,  awful  ^penes,  thatioalm  the,trQubled,4>raEat^ 

And  woo  the  weary  to  profound  repose  I       .     . 

Can  passion's  wildest  uproar  lay  io.rest^ 

And  whisper  comfbct  t»  tbd  man  of  woes  I 

Her^  tnooceooe  may  wander,  safo  finMn  fi>es, 

^'M  Contemplation  .soar  on  wrmph  wings. 

^solitude!  the qoap  w4)o M^ea^^K^^ies, 

r^hen  lucre  lures  him^  or  ain|bitioi| stiugs,    [springs. 

^ball  never  knQ7  thc^  source  whence  real,  grandeur 

**  Vain  man  1  is  gsandaur.giv^a.to^pBy  attire  ) 

Then  let  the  faattesfly  tby  pride  npbfaid.: 

To  friends,  attsndaou,  armies,  hoogbt  with  hire  ? 

It  is  thy  weakness  that  ,iiec|uires  their  aid : 

7V>  palaoem  Mitb  jpold  and  fans  inlay'd  ? 

Tbey-fear  the  tbief«  and  tfembie  in  the  storm : 

To  hosts,  thjco'  casp^Q  who  to  conquest  wade  ?  . 

I^ehold  the  yictqr  vanquisli'd  by  the  worm ! 

Behold,  what  de<^  pf  wo  the  locust  can  perform  ! 

**  True  digsilyis'biay  whose 'tranquil  mind 
Virtue  has  rais'd  abmre  the  .things  below ;. 
Who,  every  Jiope  and  fear  .to  Heaven  resignM, 
Shrinks  not,  tho'  Fortune  aim  her  deadliest  blow.'^ 
This  strata. Imsn  'midst  the  rooks- was.  heard  to  flow. 
To  solemn  sounds. .    Now  beamed  the  evening  star ;, 
And  ftora  embattled,  oloudsemergipg  sbw 
Cynthia  came  riding  oo  lier  silver  car ; 
And  hoary  mpuntaUBrcUfls  shone  faintly  from  afar* 
Sonn  did  the  solemn  voice  ib«  theme  renew: 
(Wliile  E'lwiu  wrapt  m  wonder  listening  stood) 
**  Ye  tools  and  1051^  of  tyraAnv,  adien, 
Sttorn'd  by  the  wise  and  hated  by  the  good  I 


Ye  only  can  engage  the  MrHle  brood 
Of  Levity  and  Lnst,  who  all  their  days, 
Asham'd  of  troth  and  liberty,  have  wooMr 
And  hng»d  the  chain,  that,  glittering  on  thair  gate; 
Seems  to  outshine  the  pomp  of  Heaven^  empyreal 

blaze. 
"  Like  them,  abandon*d  to  Ambition^  sway, 
I  sought  for  glory  in  the  paths  of  guile ; 
And  ianrn'd  and  smil'd,  to  plunder  and  betray, 
Myself  betr8y>d  and  plunder'd  all  the  while; 
So  gnaw'd  the  viper  the  corroding  file; 
But  now,  with  pangs  of  keen  remorse,  [  lue 
Those  years  of  trouble  and  debasement  vile. 
Yet  why  should  I  this  cruel  theme  pursue ! 
Fly,  4y,  detested  thoughts,  for  ever  from  my  viev! 
"  The  gusts  of  appetite,  the  clouds  of  care. 
And  storms  of  disappointment,  all  o'eipost. 
Henceforth  no  earthly  hope  with  Heaven  shall  ihut 
This  heart,  where  peace  serenely  shines  at  last 
And  if  for  me  no  treasure  be  amaas'd. 
And  if  DO  fotnre  age  shall  hear  my  naaoe, 
1  lurk  the  more  secure  finom  fertone's  blast, 
AndMrith  more  leisure  feed  this  pious  tame,   [fiuae. 
Whose  rapture  for  transcends  tbe  foil«sthapeid 
"  The  end  and  the  reward  of  toil  is  rest 
Be  all  my  prayer  for  virtue  and  for  peace.' 
Of  weslth  and  fome,  of  pomp  and  power  possesi^ 
Who  ever  folt  hisweigbt  of  wso  decrease } 
Ah!  what  avails  jtba^bre  of  Rome  and  G^aeo^ 
The  lay  beaveo^pmmfiteilraad  fcasmonioes  strinf, 
The  duft  of  Ofdiir,  or.  the  Tyrian  fleece. 
All  that  art,  fortune,  eaterpriae,  cm  bring. 
If  envy*  seom,  temeBse^  or  pride  the  bosom  wrias! 


'*  Let  Va^Ay  itdom  the  hiaT^le  tomb 
With  trophies,  rhymfS,  and  scutcheons  of  reoovn, 
In  the  deep  dungeon  of  some  gotbic  dome, 
Wliere  night  arid  desoltHftra  ever  fn»m. 
Mme  be  the  breezy  hWUkartlnrts  tiiO  down; 
Where  a'pr^en  gras^  turf  il  atf  I  crave^ 
With  herrf  atfd  there  a'titetet  b«stMMPte, 
Fast  by  a  brd«/k!;or  feUritahi'^  tiittfitahfiflig<wave; 
And  many  an  evenrog  son  shttie  svettly,  on  of 
grave.  / 

"  And. thither. let  the  village  swahi  r^r; 
And,  light  of  hearty  the  village  maiden  gay, 
To  deck, with  flowers  Iwr  balf-dishevel'd  bail;. 
And  celebrate  the  merry  mom  of  May. 
There  let  the  sbephenrs  pipe  the  Itve-loog  day 
Fill. all  the  grove  with  lovie's  bewitching  wo; 
And  when  mild  Evening  comes  in  mantle  gray, 
Let  not  the  blooming  band  make  haste  to  go; 
No  ghost,  nor  spelt,  my  Loug  and  East  abotle  s!)&U 
know. 

•*  For  though  I  fly  to  'Mape  itom  Fortoae^s  ngt, 
And  bear  the  scars  of  envy>  spite,  aiideooni( 
Yet  with  mankind  no  horrid  war  1  w«gs^ 
Yet  with  no  uapious  splee*  my  bvea^fe  is  torn : 
For  virtue  lost,  and  ruia*d  man,  I  meev^ 
O  man !  creation's  prirlo*  tieav<Qn»iS;<j^fb|g^3hiii 
Whom  Natute^«  best,.d4vi«sBtgift4  sdeni* 
Why  from  thy  home  are  truth  and  joy  exil'd. 
And  aJt  thv  fovourite  haunts  wilh  Wood  and  tta» 

dt'fiPd? 
'<  Along  yon  glittering  skv  what  glory  stresmii 
What  majesty  attends  Night's  lovely  quaeo! 
Fair  laugh  our  vailies  in  the  venial  beams; 
And  mottauins  rise^  and  ooeam  roll  I 
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And  all  conspire  to  beautify  the  icene. 
But,  in  the  meatal  world,  vrbat  cbaos' drear ; 
What  fbrmt  of  nDoomfQl,  loathiome,  furioas  mien ! 
0  when  shall  that  eternal  mom  appear,        [clear ! 
These  dre^dlul  forms  to  chaae,  this  chaos  dark  to 
"  0  Thou,  at  whose  creative  smile,  yon  heaven, 
Id  slitbe  pomp  of  beauty,  life,  and  lif^bt 
Kose  fmm  tb*  abyss;  when  dark  Confusion driren 
Down,  down  the  bottomless  profound  of  nighty 
Fled,  where  he  ever  flies  thy  piercing  sight ! 

0  glance  on  these  sad  shades  one  pitying  ray. 
To  blast  the  fury  of  oppressive  might. 

Melt  tbe  hard  heart  to  love  and  mercy*s  sway. 
And  cheer  tbe  wandering  soul,  and  light  him  on  the 

way!" 
Slence  enio'd ;  and  Edwin  raised  bis  eyes 
lo  tears,  for  grief  lay  heavy  at  his  heart. 
"  And  it  It  thus  in  courtly  life,"  he  cries, 
"  That  man  to  man  acts  a  betrayeHs  part  ? 
And  darea  he  thus  the  gifts  of  Heaven  pervert, 
Each  social  hratinct,  and  sublime  desire  ? 
Hail  Poverty  !  if  honour,  wealth,  and  art. 
If  what  the  great  pursue,  and  leani'd  admire. 
Thus  dissipate  and  quench  the  sours  ethei-eal  Are !" 

He  said,  and  tnm'd  away ;  nor  did  the  sage 
Overbear,  in  silent  orisons  employ'd. 
Tbe  youth,  his  rising  sorrow  to  assuage, 
Home  as  he  hied,  the  evening  scene' ehjoT'd ; 
For  DOW  no  Hood  obscnares  the  MtaWy  vdid*;  - 
The  yellow  iMowifight  sieep>  enrvllthe  <taills  ^ ; 
Nor  is  the  ntltad  with  staifWrig  swsiidi  antey^d  f  • 
A  soothing  amrmtir  Che  tone  tegi^n  fills,  '^   - 
Of  graves,  attd  Mag  galef,  and  melaselioly  rilli.  , 

But  he  from  day  A  Uay  mom  mtsm^  grc>7, 
The  voice  &till  seem'd  to  vifaur^^tQ  on  ills  t^ar. 
Nor  dtirsL  be  hope  the  b/enpjt's  Ule  untriie ; 
Fur  roan  ha  seem'd  to.kwe,  and  Heaven  tp  fears 
And  none  fpeabs  felse,  where  there  is  none  to  bear. 
*'  Yet,  can  OMu^a  gentle  beait  bec<MDe  so  fell ! 
No  more  in  ywAn  oonjecture  let  me  wear 
My  bouffi  4way,  but  seek  tbe  hermit'a  cell ; 
'Tishe  my  dunbt  can  olear,  perhaps  my  care  dispel.^ 
At  early  dawn  the  youth  his  journey  tAok, 
And  many  a  mountain  pass'd  and  valley  wide. 
Then  reaclAT  tho  wild  ;   wljcre,  in  a  fl(jwefy  nook, 
An4  vatP;f  nh  a  mossy  stone,  he  s^ied 
Ao  ancient'  wim :   hfs  harp  lay  him  beside. 
A  «*ta.'  <<pratig  from  the  pa&ture  at  his  ralT,  ' 
And,  kneeling,  irck'd'the  wltherM  hand  that  tied 
A  wrenth  of  woodbine  round  his  antlers  tall. 
And  hung  his  lofty  n^V  with  many  a  flow*rBt  small. 
And  i)<^w  the  hoary  sage  arose,and  saw 
Th'»  wanderer  opproaching :  innocence 
SmiTd  on  hie  glowing  cheek,  but  modest  awe 
Deprps<*4  Mn  eye,  that  #ar*d  to  give  oAetfee. 
"  Who  «ft't1fo«i,  eoarteoas  stranger?    and  flxNB 

whemje? 
\^Tiy  roam  1»iy  «fcp«  to  this  9e<pieater»d  dale  ?'» 
"  A  shefft(^4)6y,»*  «he  youth  replied,  "  far  hence 
My  habitatiati ;  •  fMftf  my  ai«le«<i  tale ; 
Nor  levity  iMr  ftlMieiMl'shallthine  ear  assail. 
"  Fj»e  a$  f  noaniM,  Intent  on  Nature's  charms, 

1  '•♦'irh'd  at  evfe  this  wilderness  profhund  ; 
And,  leaning  where  yon  oak  expands  her  arms, 
Heard  these  rode  elH&  thine  awfhl  voice  rebonnd, 

<  How  tweet  (he  moonlight  s!e^ps  upon  thi<;  banK. 
Shakes;  (*are. 


(For  in  thy  speech  I  recognise  the  sound.) 
You  monm'd  for  ruin'd  man,  and  virtue  lost, 
And  seeniM  to  feel  of  keen  remorse  the  wound. 
Pondering  on  former  dajs  by  guilt  engroasM, 
Or  hi  the  giddy  storm  of  dissipation  tofl8*d. 
"  Bot  say,  in  courtly  life  can  craft  be  learnM, 
Where  knowledge  opens,  and  exalts  tbe  soul } 
Where  Fortune  lavishes  her  g'fts  unearn'd, 
Can  selfishness  the  liberal  heart  control  ? 
Is  glory  there  achievM  by  arts,  as  foul 
As  those  that  felons,  fiends,  and  furies  plan  ? 
Spiders  ensnare,  snakes  poison,  tygers  prowl  s 
Lore  is  tbe  godlike  attribute  of  man. 
O  teach  a  simple  youth  this  mystery  to  scan^ 
"  Or  else  the  lamentable  strain'disclaim, 
And  give  me  back  the  calm,  contented  mind ; 
Which,  late,  exulting,  vicw'd  in  NatureVframe, 
Goodness  untainted,  wisdom  unconfin'd, 
Grace,  grandeur,  and  utility  combined. 
Restore  those  tranquil  days,  that  saw  me  still 
Well  plea9>d  with  all,  but  mo^t  with  human-kmd: 
When  Fancy  roam'd  thro*  Nature's  works  at  will, 
Unchecked  by  cold  distrust,  and  uninformed  of  ill.»» 
"  Wouldst  thou,"  the  sage  replied,  "  in  peace  re- 
turn 
To  the  gay  dreams  of  fond  romanl'c  youth. 
Leave  me  to  hide,  in  this  remote  sojourn. 
From  every  gent!e  ear  the  dreadfiil  truth : 
For  if  rfiy  desultory  strain  with  roth 
And  indignotton  make  tMme  feyes  overflow, 
A^  !'  what  comfort  oonld  thy  anguish  sooth, 
Sliottldst  thou  th>  escttot  of  human  folly  know. 
BeigtforaWfie  thy  cffmiee,  wbete  Knowledge  leads  to 
woe.  • 

"  Bift  let  untendcr'thdughts  afnr*  be  driven ; 

Nor  %'entur^'to  arraign  the  di  ea  J  decree. 

t'or  knoV,  lo  ttian,  as  cancfi  late  for  heaven, 

Thitfy^^Mtt  the  Eternal  sakl,  Be  IVee  r 

And  th's  dhrtne  prerogative  to  t^ee 

Does  virtue,  happiness,  and  Heattm  ctwrey; 

For  virtue  is  the  child  of  liberty, 

And  liBpl>fiiMa  of  ▼ittne  {  nor  oim  they ' 

Be  free  to  kttp  tbe-patby  <wbo  8Pe<lo«rA«»  fo  stray. 

"  Yet  leave  me  not    1  wonld'alby  that  grief, 

\y\\\ch  el«  might  thy'yotlng'viHiie  ovfer-power. 

And  hi  thy  converse  I  ilfiafl  flfid  lre1?A',  ' 

Whenihe  dark  shades  of  rrtelsnehoFy  losrer; 

For  solitude- has  many  a  divary  hour. 

Even 'When  exempt  from  grief,  Thmor8e,'and  pain : 

Come  often  then  ^  for,  haply,  in  my  bower; 

Amnaemeat,  knowledge,  wisd6a»  then  may^^  gain  : 

If  I  one  aonl  improve,  1  have  not  Iiv4  in  wain.'' 

And  now,  at  Iragth,  to  Edwhi*s  ^rd^nt  gaze 

The  Mose  of  history  unrolls  her  *p4«e. 

But  few,  alas  !  the  sccnefThrr  and*i^lays. 

To  charm  his  fimcy,  or  bis  heart  engage. 

Here  cbiefii  their  thirst  of  power  liv  blood  asswage. 

And  straight  their  flames  withr- tenfold'  fierceness 

burn :  .... 

Here  smiling  Virtne'  pmitipta  tli6  patrfei's  rage, 
Bnt  lo.  era  long,  is  left  alone  to  mourn. 
And  lati^mh  in  the  dusi,  and-elospih*  abandoned. 

urn  ! 
«*  Ambi6on»s  slipperj-  verge  sffialT  "mortals  tread, 
Where  ruin's  culph  unfathom^  yawnt  beneath  ! 
Sltall  life,  sliail  liberty  be  lost,''  he  said, 
*'  For  tbe  vain  toys  that  pomp  and  power  bequeath ! 
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The  car  of 'victory,  tha^IUme,  ibe  wreathe. 

Defend  not  froai  the  bolt  of  fate  the  brave : 

No  note  the  clarion  of  reoovn  can  breathe, 

T'  aiara&  the  long  night  of  the  lonely  grave,    [wave. 

Or  check  the  headlong  haste  of  time's  overwhelming 

"  Ah,  what  avails  it  to  hav«  trac'd  the«priiigi« 

That  whirl  of  empire  the  slnpoidoug  wlieel  i 

Ah,  what  have  I  tado  with  canqoeringkuig%  [tte^i 

Hands  <j[rench*d  io  blood,  and  breaata  begirt  with 

To  those,  whom  Nature  Uugbt  to  thkik  and  ^1, 

Heroes,  alas !  axe  things  of  small  concern ; 

Conld  History  maB*s  secret  heart  reveal. 

And  what  imports  a  heaven-bom  mind  to  Iobtd* 

Her  transcripU  to  explore  what  bosooi  would  not 

yearn ! 
*'  Tliis  praise,  O  Cherooean  sage  ^,  is  thine  I 
(Why  should  this  praise  to  thee  alone  belong  ?) 
All  else  from  Nature's  moral  path  decline, 
Lur*d  by  the  toys  that  captivate  the  throng  ^ 
To  herd  in  cabinets  and  camps,  among 
Sp(H^,  carnage,  and  the  cruel  pomp  of  pride; 
Or  chant  of  heraldry  the  drowsy  song. 
How  tyrant  blood,  o'er  many  a  region  wide. 
Bolls  to  a  thousand  thrones  its  execrable  tide* 
♦*  O  who  of  man  the  story  will  unfold. 
Ere  victory  and  empire  wrought  annoy. 
In  that  elysian  age  (misnamed  of  gold) 
The  age  of  love,  and  innocmce  and  joy, 
Wben  all  were  great  and  free  !  man's  sole  employ 
To  deck  the  boi^om  of  his  parent  earth  ^ 
Or  toward  his  bower  the  murmuring  stream  decoy, 
To  aid  the  floweret's  long-expected  birth,      [mirth. 
And  lull  the  bed  of  peace,  and  crown  the  board  of 
**  Sweet  were  your  shades,  O  ye  primeval  graves ! 
Whose  boughs  to  man  bi»  (bod  and  sbdter  lent,  - 
For*  in  his  pleasures,  happy  in  his  lovfs. 
His  eye  still  sihilmg,  and  his  heart  coBtedt 
Then,  hand  in  hand,  health,  sport,  and  labour  went. 
Nature  supply'd  the  wish  she  taught  to  crave. 
None  prowPd  for  prey,  none  watch'd  to  circumvent 
To  all  an  equal  lot  Heaven^  bounty  gave: 
No  vaSMd  fear'd  bis  locd,  no  tyrant  fict'd  Ms  sbive. 
BnC  ah  r  tb'  historic  Muse  has  nefer  dar'd 
1*0  pierce  those  ballow'd  bowers :  *ciB  Fancy^s.beam 
Pour'd  on  the  vision  of  th*  enraptur'd  bard. 
That  pahits  the  charms  of  that  delicious  theme. 
Then  bail  sweel  Fancy's  ray  !  aid  hail  the  dream 
That  weans  the  weavy  sonl  from  guilt  and  woe ! 
Careless  what  others  of  my  choice  may  deem, 
1  long;  where  Lave  and  Fancy  lead,  to  go 
And  meditate  on  Heaven,  enough  of  Earth  I  know.'> 
*'  I  eamot  blame  thy  choioa,'*  tba  sage  replied, 
**  For  soft  and  smooth  are  Fancy's  flowery  ways* 
And  yet,  even  there,  if  left  without  a  guide. 
The  yoting  adventurer  unsafely  plays. 
Eyes  dmi'd  long  by  fiction's  gaudy  rays 
In  modest  truth  no  ligbt  nor  beauty  find. 
And  who,  my  child,  would  trust  the  meteor -blaze. 
That  soon  roust  fail,  and  leave  the  wanderer  blind, 
More  dark  and  helpless  far,  than  if  it  ne'er  had 

shin'd  ? 
"  Fancy  enervates,  while  it  sooths,  the  heart. 
And,  while  it  dazzles,  wounds  the  mental  sight : 
To  joy  each  heigbteotng  charm  it  can  impart. 
But  wofM  the  hour  of  woe  in  tenfold  night, 

*  Platarobk 


And  often,  where  no  real  illt  ailiiglil^ 

Its  visionary  fiends,  an  endless  train. 

Assail  with  equal  or  superior  might, 

And  thro'  the  throbbing  heart,  and  diszy  beam, 

And  shivering  nerves,  shoot  stiojgs  of  more  thaniMi* 

talpain. 
"  And  yet,  alas !  the  real  ilk  of  life 
Claim  ti>e  full  \igour  of  a  mind  prepare, 
PreprT'd  for  patient,  long,  laborious  strife^ 
Its  guide  experience,  and  truth  its  guard. 
We  fare  on  Earth  as  other  men  have  fu'd. 
Were  they  successful  ?    Let  not  us  despair. 
Was  disappointment  oft  their  sole  reward  } 
Yet  shall  their  tale  instruct,  if  it  declare. 
How  they  have  home  the  load  ounelvea  are  dpoo'd 

to  bear. 
What  charms  th'  iMstocic  Mjvse  adoni,  finom  ^oils, 
And  blood,  and  tyrants,  wben  she  wings  her  ii^ 
To  hail  the  patriot  prince,  whose  pious  toils 
Sacred  to  science,  liberty,  and  right. 
And  peace,  through  every  age  divinely  bright 
Shall  shine  the  boast  and  wcnder  of  mankind ' 
Sees  yonder  Son,  from  his  meridian  Imgbt, 
A  lovelier  scene,  than  virtue  thns  enshrin'd 
In  power,  and  man  with  man  for  mutual  aid  co% 

binM? 
"  Hail  sacred  Polity,  by  Freedom  rear'd ! 
Hail  sacred  Freedom,  when  by  law  restrain'd! 
Without  you  what  were  man  ?  A  groveliqg  beid 
In  darioien,  wretchedness,  and  want  enchain'd. 
Sttblim'd  by  you,  the  Greek  and  Booaan  r^go'd 
In  arts  unrivall'd :  O,  to  latest  days, 
In  Albion  may  your  influence  unpiofen'd 
To  godfike  worth  the  generous  UEom  raises 
And  prompt  the  sage's  lore,  and  fire  the  poet's  Isyi! 

'*  But  now  let  other  themes  oar  care  < 

For  lo,  with  modest  yet  majestic  grace. 

To  curb  Imagination's  lawless  rage. 

And  from  within  the  cherish'd  heart  to  brac^ 

Philosophy  appears  I  The  gloomy  race 

By  Indolence  and  moping  Fancy  bred. 

Fear,  Discontent,  Solicitwde  give  plaoe^ 

And  Hope  and  Courage  brighten  in  their  slead. 

While  on  the  kindling  soul  her  vital  beams  are  sbc& 

Then  waken  from  long  lethai^  to  life  * 

The  seeds  of  happiness,  and  pewcreef  tboogjht ; 

Then  jarring  appetites  forego  their  strife, 

A  strife  by  ignorance  to  madncsa  wvonght. 

Pleasure  by  savage  man  ia  dearly  boagbt 

With  fell  revenge,  lost  that  defies  controol» 

With  gluttony  and  death.    The  mind  untsiogbt 

lii  a  dark  waste,  where  fiends  and  tempests  boal; 

As  Phoebus  to  the  world,  is  science  to  the  sooL 

And  Reason  now  thro'  nmnber,  time,  and  wp&BB, 

Darts  the  keen  lostre  of  her  serious  eye. 

And  learns,  firom  fects  oomparM,  the  hnra  to  tiafi»» 

Whose  long  progressioir  leads  to  Deity. 

Can  mortal  strength  presume  to  soar  so  hi^ ! 

<  The  ioflnenee  of  Oe  philosopbic  spmt,  m  hn- 
manizing  the  mind,  and  preparing  it  for  nlelleclatl 
exertion  and  delicate  pleasure  ;^n  exploring,  ky 
the  help  of  geometry,  the  system  of  the  onivene  ;— 
in  banishing  superstition ; — in  promoting  osvigatioa, 
agriculture^  medicine,  and  moral  and  palitioal  sci- 
ence. 
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018  flMli]  a^bl,  to  oft  bMiin*d  with  ftBar», 

Sacfa  (loiry  b«ur !— ^br  lo,  the  sbidows'  Hj 

Fron  Nitiif«*i  Hob  ;  eobfunoo  dinppcurs, 

liri  ardar  chuiMihe  eye,  and  taurniMy  the  ears ! 

'  b  ttw  deep  irMhifi  ef  the  grove,  bo  moie 

rbe  htg  obioeoe,  !aad  gmly  phantcNO  d«teH  ; 

VormtfaefUlef«Kiimtani.fllieMB,er  roar 

DftmMlt,  bhearti  the  ngrj  spirit*!  yeU  $ 

io  wizard  ttratters  the  tfemefidom  spen, 

9«r  mks  eocmilsive  in  prophetic  stfoee  t 

s'or  bids  the  noise  of  drams  and  trnmpetg  stKH, 

To  esse  oihnatfd  pangs  the  labonnng  Moon, 

kehseethe  «b«Kle  that  Mols  the  bUutnig  prb  of  noen. 

'  Msay  a  long-lingering  year,  in  lonely  isle, 
IsiibM  iKth  th*  eternal  tartml^nce  of  waves^ 
A,  with  dim  erfes^'that  neror  leamVI  to  smile, 
ind  trembling  haiitfs,  the  ftnurfh'd  native  eravee 
H  Hearen  his  wretched  fkre ;  shiveriog  in  caves, 
)r  KX)rchM  on  rocks,  he  pines  from  day  to  day ; 
tut  Science  gives  the  word ;  and  lo>  he  braves 
lie  iQige  and  tempftst,  lighted  by  her  ray, 
ad  to  a  happier  land  wafts  merrily  away ! 

And  even  wliere  Natare  loads  the  teeming  plain 
nth  the  full  pomp  of  v^etable  store, 
ler  bounty^  animprovM,  is  deadly  bane : 
ark  woods  and  rankling  wJIds,  from  shore  to  shore, 
tretch  their  enormous  gloom  ;  which  to  explore 
ven  Fancy  trembles,  in  her  sprighttiest  mood  ; 
or  there,  each  eye-bait  gleams  with  Inst  of  gorte, 
e»tles  each  morderotis  and  each  motistrons  brood, 
iagoe  lurks  in  every  shade^  and  steams  from  every 
flood. 

Twas  from  Phibaophy  man  learned  ta  tatoe 
be  soil  by  plenty  to  intemperance  fed. 
0.  from  the  echoing  ax,  and  thundering  flame, 
Dison  and  plague  and  yelling  rage  are  fled  ! 
be  waters^  bocsting  from  their  slimy  bed^ 
ring  heal^  and  melody  to  every  vale  : ,  ^ 

nd,  from  the  breezy  main,  and,  mountain's  head, 
»«s  and  Flora,  |o  the  sonny  dale, 
ifm  their  glowing  charms,  invi^  the  flattering 
gale.  ^  _.'  '  .       ,      M 

What  £re  BMeMite  00  every  head 

ir  ait,  iNir llnaiiCh,i eiur  ibi4it«de le^irei 

'fees  ioteslaia  whet  a  nanerons  hand 

lainst  tins  littlw  thrah  oClifo  ooBspiro ! 

i  ScieDav  can  eMe  their  fiital  jro 

rhile,  and  tam  aside  Death's  level*d  dait, 

Mh  the  ehAip  pai^  allay  the  Ihver's  fire, 

d  heeQ0the«srveseooe  more,  and  cheer  the  heart, 

d  |wi.a  Ibw  soft  nifhtt  and  balmy  days  impart 

(isr  km  toiegalate  Ban's  mocal  frame 
enoe  eaeHf  ^mt  all^cMBiiesiag  sway. 
Oesathy  broeit  with  fear,  er  panto  for  feme, 
pines,  to  ImM^noe  and  spleen  a  proy, 
a^arioe,  m  §md  moro  Aaroe  than  they  ? 
e  to  the  shade  of  Academus'  grove ; 
leie  cawaroqisst  nut,  discord  roelu  away 
hasHMMiy*  and  the  pom  passions  prove 
vfweei  the  wwdfof  Troth,  hveath'd  from  the  lips 

of  Lav*. 
vhat  eaotiot  htt  and  Indnstry  peirora, 
lee  Science  plans  the  progress  of  their  toil  1 
ey  smile  at  penury,  disease,  and  storm ; 
d  oceans  lirum  their  mighty  mounds  recotl. 
leo  tyraoto  soonrge,  or  demagogues  embroil 


A  land,  or  when  the^bbM  h^dVNlg  vftge 
Order  transforms  to.anarchy  and  spoil, 
Oeep-rers'd  in  man  the  philosophic  sage 
Prepares  with  lenientlMiid  their  phiemgy  t» 

"  Tis  he  alone,  whose  comprehensive  mind. 
From  situation,  temper,  soil  and  clime 
Expior*d,  a  nation*s  various  powers  can  bind 
And  various  orders,  in  one  form  sublime 
Of  policy,  that,  midst  tlie  wrecks  of  time. 
Secure  shall  lift  its  bead  on  high,  nor  fear 
Th'  assanlt  of  foraiffn  or  dom^istio  criaie. 
While  piAiKc  feilh,  and  pablic  love  smonre. 
And  indvstvy  and  Uw  viaintaia  their  sway 

Enraptur'd  by  the  hermit's  strain,  the  youth 
Proceeds  the  path  of  Science  to  ^plore. 
And  now,  expanded  to  the  beams  of  tmth. 
New  energies  and  charms  unknown  before. 
His  mind  discloses :  Fhnoy  now  no  mora 
Wantons  on  fickle  pinien  through  the  skies  ; 
But,  fix'd  in  aim,  and  conscious  of  her  power, 
Aleft  from  cause  to  cause  exalts  to  rise, 
Creatioo^  blended  stores  arranging  as  she  flies. 

Nor  love  of  novelty  alone  inspires. 

Their  laws  and  n'ice  dependencies  to  scan ;  , 

For,  mindful  of  the  aids  that  life  requires. 

Awl  of  the  services  man  owes  to  man, 

He  meditates  new  arts  on  Nature*s  plan ; 

The  cold  desponding  breast  of  sloth  to  warm. 

The  flame  of  industry  and  genius  fan, 

And  emulation's  noble  rage  alarm. 

And  the  long  hours  of  toil  and  solitude  to  charm. 

But  she,  who  set  on  fire  his  infent  heart, 
And  all  h(&  dreams,  aud  all  bis  wanderings  shar'd 
And  bless'dy.the  Muse,  aad  her  celestial  art. 
Still  claim  tV  enthusiast's  fond  and  first  regard. 
From  Nature'4  beauties  variously  compar'd 
And  variousiy  oombm'd,  bo  leaais  to  frame 
TbiMB  foross  oi  bright  perfection  ^,  which  the  bard. 
While  beiiodless  hopes  and  boundless  views  inflame, 
EnamourM  oeosecratas  to  oever-dymg  fame. 

Of  late,  with  cumbersome,  tho*  pompons  show, 
Edwin  would  oft  his  flowery  rhyane  defece. 
Through  ardour  to  adorn  ;  but  Katnro  now 
To  his  experienced  eye  a  modest  grace 
Presents,  where  ornament  the  second  piaoe 
Holds,  to  hitrinsle  worth  and  jvst  design 
SulMervient  still.    Simplictty  apace  < 
Tempers  his  rage:  Kcowos  her  charm  divine. 
And  dears  th*  ambignons  phnae^  and  lops  th'  un- 
wieldly  line. 

Fain  would  I  sing  (mnch  yet  unsung  remains) 
What  sweet  delirium  o'er  bis  bosom  stole. 
When  the  great  shepherd  of  the  Mantnan  plains* 
His  deep  majestic  melody  'gan  rollr 
Fain  would  I  sing  what  transport  storm'd  his  sonl. 
How  the  red  current  throbVI  his  veins  along. 
When,  like  Pelides,  boM  beyond  eontroul, 
Without  art  graceful,  without  effort  strong. 
Homer  rmis'd  bigh  to  Heaven  the  load,  th'  impetuooa 


'  €!eneral  ideas  of  excellence,  (he  immediate 
archetypes  of  sublime  imitation,  both  in  painting 
and  in  poetry.  See  Aristotle's  Poetics,  and  the 
Diseoorses  of  Sir  Joshua  Reynolds.        *  Virgil. 
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And  how  his  lyre,  though  nide  her  fint  essayi. 
Now  skilled  to  sooth,  to  triumph,  to  complahi. 
Warbling  at  will  through  each  harmonious  maae. 
Was  Uught  to  modulate  the  artful  strain, 
I  fain  would  sing : — but  ah  !  I  strive  in  vain. 
Sighs  from  a  breaking  heart  my  voice  confouod, 
With  trembling  step,  to  join  yon  weeping  train, 
I  haste,  where  gleams  funereal  glare  around. 
And  mix'd  with  shrieks  of  woe,  the  knells  of  death 
resound. 

Adieu,  ye  lays,  that  Fancy's  flowers  adorn. 
The  soft  amusement  of  the  vacant  mind ! 
He  sleeps  in  dost,  and  all  the  Moses  moam. 
He,  whom  each  virtue  fir'd,  each  grace  refln'd, 
Friend,  teacher,  pattern,  darlmg  ^  maidund ! 


He  sleeps  in  dnst  %    Ah;  hosrAall  I  pnne 
My  theme  !  To  btarUconsumiiig  gnet  laign'd, 
Here  on  bis  recent  grave  i  fix:my  view. 
And  pour  my  bitter  tears.    Ye  floweiy  layi,  adieo ! 
Art  thoo,  my  Okbgokt,  fiir  ever  fled  I 
And  em  I  left  to  nnavaiUng  woe ! 
When  fortune's  storms  assail  this  wewy  hud, 
Where  cares  long  since  have  shed  vatiwAj  w ! 
Ah,  now  for  comfoit  whither  shall  I  go! 
No  more  thy  soothing  voice  my  anguish  chem: 
Thy  placid  eyes  wiUi  saiiles  no. longer  glow, 
My  hopes  to  cberisfa,  and  allay  my  feart 
Tismeet  that  1  should mooni:  flowMntn^ 
my  tears. 

"*  Thb  esceUeBl  persOD  died  soddealy  on  Iki 
10th  of  February  1*773.  The  ooaduMsoftbt 
poem  was  written  a  few  days  after. 
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THE 


LIFE  OF  WILUAM  COWPJER. 


BY  MR.  CHALMBM. 


1  HIS  very  ingtoioas  poet  was  the  descendant  of  an  ancient  and  honourable  Amily* 
Hit  ftlher  was  the  second  son  of  Spenser  Cowper  (a  youBger  brother  of  the  lord 
chancellor  Cowper)  who  was  appointed  chief  justice  of  Chester  in  \7\7»  and  afbf- 
wards  a  judgr  in  the  court  of  Common  Pleas.  He  died  in  1728|  leaving  a  daughter. 
Juditbj  ajfouoglady  who  had  a  striking  taste  for  poetry,  and  who  married  cdouel 
Madan,  apd  transmitted  her  poetical  taste  and  devotional  spirit  to  a  daughter.  This 
daughter  was  married  to  her  cousb  mtgor  Cowpei;  and  was  aAerwards  the  frieni  and 
correspondent  of  our  poet.  His  fsther^  John  Cowper,  entered  into  the  ohurcti  and 
became  rector  of  Gieal  Berkhamstead  in  Hertfordshise.  Ue  married  Ann^  the- 
daojgbter  of  Eoger  Dopn^  esq.  of  Ludlaro  Hall  in  Norfolk,  by  whom  he  had  leverd 
children,  who  died  in  their  infancy,  and  two  sons^  William  and  John,  who  sur^ved 
their  mother.  William  was  bom  at  Berkhamstead  Nov.  26,  173 1«  and  from  bis  in* 
fancy  appears  to  have  been  of  a  very  delicate  habit  both  of  mind  and  body. 

To  such  a  child  the  loss  of  a  mother  is  an  incalculable  misfortune*  and^  mutt  have 
been  particularly  so  to  young  Cowper.  In  his  bio^pher  s  opinion,  it  contribated  in 
Ifae  highest  degree  to  the  dark  colouring  4>i  hb  subsequent  life.  Undoubtedly  when  a 
chil(d  requires  a  more  than  ordinary  share  of  attention,  the  task  can  seldom  be  expected 
to  be  perfonned  with  so  moch  success  as  by  a  mother,  who  to  her  natural  affection 
joins  that  patience  and  undisturbed  care  which  are  rarely  to  be  fouud  in  a  father :  but 
at  th^  same  tim^  it  may  be  remarked  that  Cowper's  very  peculiar  fmme  of  mind 
9kppt»n  to  have  been  independent  of  any  advantages  or  misfortunes  ia  edueation* 

In  I737f  the  year  of  hb  mothers  death,  he  was  sent  to  a  school  at  Market-Street  ia 
Hertfordshire,  under.the  conduct  of  Dr.  Pitman^  but  was  removed  from  it,  at  what 
time  is  uncertain,  on  account  of  a  complaint  in  hb  eyes,  for  which  be  was  consigned  to 
the  care  of  a  female  oculist  for  Uie  space  of  two  years.  |t  does  not>  however,  appear 
thath^  profited  so  moeb  from  her  aid«  as  from  the  small-pox,  which  seized  him  at  the 
age  of  fourteen,  and  removed  the  complaint  for  the  present,  but  left  a  disposition  to 
Jnflammatiott,  to  which  he  was-subject  nearly  the  whole  of  hb  life. 

At  MaAet-Street  as  well  as  at  Westminster-school,  to  which  he  was  now  removed. 
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he  is  reported  to  have  sofiered  much  from  the  wanton  tyranny  of  his  school-fenowiy 
who,  with  the  usual  unthinking  cruelty  of  youth,  triumphed  over  the  geotleneas  and 
timidity  of  his  spirit  As  he  informs  us^  however,  that  he  ^  excelled  at  cricket  and  foot- 
ball,^ he  could  not  have  been  wholly  averse  from  joinmg  in  youthful  sports^  yet  a  pre- 
ponderance of  uneasiness  from  the  behaviour  of  bis  companions  was  such,  that  in  his 
advanced  years  he  retained  none  but  painful  recollections  of  what  men  in  general  re* 
member  with  more  pleasure  than  any  other  period  of  their  lives.  -  These  recollec- 
tions no  doubt  animated  his  pen  with  more  thkn  his  usual  severity  in  exposing  the  abuses 
of  public  schools,  to  which  he  uniformly  prefers  a  domestic  education.  This  subject 
has  nnce  been  discussed  by  various  pens,  and  the  conclusion  seems  to  be,  that  tiie  few 
instances  which  occur  of  domestic  eddcation  successfully  pursued  are  stronglj  in  its 
iavoor  where  it  is  practicable,  but  that  from  the  occupations  and  general  alate  of 
talents  in  parents  it  can  seldom  be  adopted,  and  is  continually  liable  to  be  interrapted 
by  accidents  to  which  public  schools  are  not  expesed. . .  In  the  case  of  Cowper,  the  pub> 
lie  school  might  have  been  judiciously  recommended  to  conquer  his-constitutional 
diffidence  and  shyness  which,  it  was  natural  to  suppose,  would  have  been  increased  by 
a  sedusion  from  boys  of  his  own  age,  but  the  efiect  disappomted  the  expectatioQB  of 
hisffiends. 

He  left  Westminster  school  in  1^4$,  at  the  age  of  eighteen,  and  was  articled  to  Mr. 
Chapman,  an  attorney,  for  the  space  of  three  yeard.  This  period  he  professed  to  eni> 
ploy  in  acquiring  a  species  of  knowledge  which  he  was  never  to  bring  into  use^  and  to 
which  hb  peculiarity  of  disposition  must  have  been  averse.  We  are  not  told  whether 
he  htd  been  consulted  in  this  arrangement,  but  it  was  probably  suggested  as  that  in 
which  his  family  interest  might  avail  him.  His  own  account  may  be  relied  on.  "  1 
did  actually  live  three  years  with,  Mr.  Chapman,  a  solicitor,  that  is  to  say,  I  slept  three 
years  in  his  house,  but  I  Uved,  that  is  to  say,  I  spent  my  days  in  Southampton-Row»  as  you 
very  veil  remeinber.  There  was  I,  and '  the  future  lord  chancellor  (Thurlow)  con- 
stantly employed  from  morning  to  night  in  giggling  and  making  giggle,  instead  of  study- 
hig  the  law  ^**  Yet  with  this  apparent  gakt6  de  ccmr,  and  with  every  advantage,  na- 
tural and  acquired,  that  bade  fair  for  his  advancement  in  public  life,  he  was  kept  bads 
bj  an  Extreme  degree  of  modesty  and  shyness  from  all  intercourse  with  the  world,  ex- 
cept tht  sodety  of  a  few  friends,  who  knew  hoiv  to  appreciate  his  eharacter«  and  amoi^ 
whom  fae  found  hhnself  without  restraint  The  loss  of  a  friend  and  of  a  mistress  ap- 
pear, among  other  adversities,  to  have  aggravated  his  sufferings  at  thb  time,  and  to 
have  strengthened  that  constitutional  melancholy  which  he  delighted  to  painl,  and  which, 
it  is  to  be  feared,  he  loved  to  indulge. 

When  he  had  fulfilled  the  terms  of  his  engagement  in  Mr.'  Chapman's  office,  he  en- 
tered the  Temple  with  a  view  to  the  further  study  of  the  law,  a  profession  that  has 
been  more  frequently  deserted  than  any  other  by  men  of  lively  genius.  Cowper  was 
destined  to  add  another  instance  to  the  number  of  those  who,  under  the  appearance 
of  applymg  to  an  arduous  and  important  public  study,  have  employed  their  time  in 
the  cultivation  of  wit  and  poeti^»  He  is  known  to  have  assisted  some  contemporuy 
publications  with  essays  in  prose  and  verse,  and  what  is  rather  more  extraordniary,  m 

>  Letter  to  Lady  Hesketb.    Ha7ley>k  Liliii^  toL  iL  371.  oot.  adit,  a 
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m  man  of  bis  purity  of  Vonduct,  cultivated  the  acquaintance  of  Churchill,  Thornton; 
Lloyd,  and  Colman,  who  had  been  his  school-fellows  at  Westminster.  It  is  un- 
doubtedly  to  Churchill  and  Lloyd,  that  he  alludes  in  a  letter  to  lady  Hesketh,  dated 
Sept.  4, 1765.  **  Two  of  my  friends  hare  been  cut  off  during  my  illness,  in  the  midst 
of  such  a  life,  as  it  is  frightful  to  reflect  upon,  and  here  am  J,  in  better  health  and 
spirits,  than  I  can  almost  remember  to  have  enjoyed  before,  after  having  spesA  months 
in  the  apprehension  of  instant  death,  ^ow  mysterious  are  the  ways  of  Providence ! 
Why  did  I  receive  grace  and  mercy  1  Why  was  I  preserved,  afflicled  for  my  good,' 
received,  as  I  trust,  into  favour,  and  blessed  with  the  greatest  happiness,  I  can  ever  know, 
or  hope  for,  in  this  life,  while  these  were  overtaken  by  the  great  arrest,  unawakened, 
unrepenting,  and  every  way  unprepared  for  itT 

About  the  period  alluded  to,  he  assisted  Colman  with  some  papers  for  the  Connois- 
seur, and  probably  Thornton  and  Lloyd,  who  then  carried  on  various  periodical  under- 
takmgs,  but  the  amount  of  what  he  wrote  cannot  now  be  ascertained,  and  was  always 
so  little  known,  that  on  the  appearance  of  his  first  volume  of  poems  when  he  had 
Reached  his  fiftieth  year  (1782)^  he  was  considered  as  a  new  writer.  But  his  general 
occupations  will  best  appear  in  an  extract  from  one  of  his  letters  to  Mr.  Park,  in  I792. 
'^  From  the  age  of  twenty  to  thirty-^three"  (when  he  left  the  Temple)  "  I  was  occupied, 
or  ought  to  have  been,  in  the  study  of  the  law :  from  thirty-three  to  sixty,  I  have 
spent  my  time  in  the  country,  where  my  reading  has  been  only  an  apology  for  idle- 
ness, and  where,  when  I  had  not  either  a  magazine  or  a  review,  I  was  sometimes  a 
carpenter,  at  others  a  burd-cage  maker,  or  a  gardener,  or  a  drawer  of  landscapes.  At 
iaifty  yean  of  age  I  commenced  an  author  r-^it  is  a  whim  that  has  served  me  longest, 
suid  best,  and  will  probably  be  my  last."*  His  first  poetical  effort  was  a  translation  of 
an  elegy  of  Tibullus  made  at  the  age  of  fourteen :  at  eighteen  he  wrote  the  beautiful 
TersesOn  finding  the  Heel  of  a  %oe,  but  as  little  more  of  his  juvenile  poetry  has 
been  preserved,  all  the  steps  of  his  progress  to  that  perfection  which  produced  the 
Task,  cannot  now  be  traced. 

Unfit  as  he  was  from  extreme  diffidence  to  advance  in  his  profession,  his  famOy  in- 
terest prdcnred  him  a  situation  which  seemed  not  ill  adapted  to  gratify  his  veiy  mode- 
rate ambition,  while  it  did  not  much  interfere  with  his  reluctance  to  public  life.  In  his 
tbirty*fourth  year,  he  was  nominated  to  the  offices  of  reading  clerk,  and  clerk  of  the 
private  committees  of  the  house  of  lords.  But  in  this  arrangement  his  friends  weve 
disappointed.  It  presented  to  his  mind  the  formidable  danger  of  reading  in  public, 
which  was  next  to  speaking  in  public ;  his  native  modesty  therefore  recoiled  at  the 
thought,  and  he  resigned  the  office.  On  this,  hb  friends  procured  him  the  place  of 
clerk  of  the  journals  to  the  house  of  lords,  the  consequence  of  which  is  thus  related  by 
Mr.  Hayley. 

'Mt  was  hoped  from  the  change  of  his  station  that  his  personal  appearance  in  par- 
liament might  not  be  required,  but  a  pariiamentary  dispute  made  it  necessary  for  him 
to  appear  at  the  bar  of  the  house  of  lords,  to  entitle  himself  publicly  to  the  office. 

**  Speaking  of  this  important  incident  in  a  sketch,  which  he  once  formed  himself  of 
fMSsageffin  hb  eariy  life,  he  expresses  what  he  endured  at  the  time,  in  these  remark- 
able words;    '  They,  whose  qsirittf  are  formed  like  mine,  to  whom  a  public  cxhibitmn 
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of  tbemselTes  b  mortal  .poisoD»  may  havel  some  idea  of  tbe  horroun  of  my  i 
Qthere  can  have  Dooe.' 

*'  iHifl  terrours  on  this  occaao^  arose  to  such  an  astoniflliing  heigbt,  that  tfaey  atln^ 
overwhelmed  his  reason :  for  aithoagh  he  bad  endeavoared  to  prepare  bimsdf  for  fab 
public  duty,  by  attending  closely  at  the  offiee  for  several  inoafhs»  to  examine  the 
parliamentary  joamals,  his  applioatioii  was  rendered  useless  fay  that  exeeas  of  diffideae^ 
which  made  him  conceive,  that,  whatever  knowledge  he  might  previonlly  acquire,  k 
would  all  forsake  him  at  the  bar  of  the  house.  This  dbtieanng  apprehensba  cs- 
creased  to  such  a  dc^free,  as  the  time  for  his  appeoraoce  approached,  that  viAm  the 
day,  so  anxiously  dreaded,  atrived,  heiiras  unable  to  make  the  experiment.  The  veiy 
friends,  who  called  on  him  for  the  purpose  of  attending  him  to  the  bouae  of  lord% 
acquiesced  in  the  cruel  necessity  of  faw  relhiquishiB^lhefreq[>ecl«f<a  ilatioa  so  severe- 
ly formidable  to  a  franse  of  $mih  singular  sensibility. 

'*  The  conflict  between  tfie  wishes  of  just  affBctionate  oitibllMi  md  fBke  ternmn  sf 
diffidence,  so  entirely  overwhelmed  his  iieal^  and  4acultiel>  tJMt  after  two  learned  ni 
benevolent  diwines  (Ku  loihn  Gowper,  his^  bratfaer,  and  the  celebitrted  Mr.  Maitia 
Madan,  iiis  first  oousm)  hsri  i^ly  endeaivoured  to  establish  a  iastiog  tlWK|«3iity  in  hii 
mind,  by  frieadiy  and  reNgious  conversnfeion ;  it  was  found  necessary  lo  vendve  him  ta 
St.  Alban's,  where  he  resided  a  considecable  time,  under  the  ciu^e  of  that  eouient  phy- 
sician. Dr.  Cotton." 

.  The  period  of  fais  residenpe  here  was  from  Dec  17^3  to  July  17^4^  uAd  the  mods 
of  his  insanity  appears  to  have  been  that  of  religious  despondency;  but  this,  about  the 
last  menyofiod  date,  irave  Way  to  more  cheering  views»  which  first  presented  them- 
selves to  his  mind  during  a  perusal  of  the  third  chapter  of  St  Paul's  fipislfle  Co  the 
Bomans. 

.  After  his  recovery  Aom  this  awful  visitation,  he  determined  to  retire  firora  The  hmj 
worM  altogether,  finding  his  muid  alienated  firom  the  conversation  aasd  company,  bow> 
ever  select,  hi  which  he  had  hitherto  delighted,  and  lookiag  babk  with  pnrtienbr 
borrour  on  some  of  has  former  associalions :  and  by  the  adviee  of  4b  teather  the 
rev.  John  Cowper  of  Benoet  Collie,  Cambridge^  he  renwved  to  «  privn(n  hfdgn^  m 
Hantingdoii.  He  had  not,  however,  resided  long  in  this  phice»  before  he  wna  intrs* 
duced  iolo  a  fomyy  that  had  the  honour  for  many  yean  of  admioislring  to  liis  hi^ 
pinesa,  and  of  evincing  a  warmth  of  friendship  of  whieh  there  are  few  ekanqdns.  Wi 
interooujrse  was  begun  hj  Mn  Cawtbatn  Unwin,  a  young  mati  then,  a  student  at  Csnh 
bridge  and  son  to  the  rey.  Mr.  Umrin>  vector  of  GrimslQ%  but  now  a  aeskicttt  al 
Huntingdon.  Mr.  Unwin  die  younger,  was  one  day  sojifetraoted  hif  Oowper  is,  niKOtt^ 
moo  and  iateresfng  appearance,  that  he  attempted  to  solicp^.his  ^qyaintttDoe,aid 
achieved  this  purpose  with  such  reciprocity  of  delight,  tbat.Cowper  was  finafly  induced 
to  take  up  his  abode  with  his  new  friend's  araiiibk  fomity,  which  then  consisted  ti»f  the 
rev.  Mr.  Unwin,  Mrs.  Unwin,  the  son  just  mentionedi  and  a  daughter.  It  hf^Mrs  ts 
have  been  about  the  month  of  September  1765^  that  he  formed  this  aoqmiintanoe^  and 
about  February  1766,  he  became  ati  inmate  in  the  fomily.  In  July  1767,  Hr.  Unwin 
senior  was  kilkd  by  a  ftU  from  his  horK.  The  leHers  which  Mr.  Hoyky  hispnUnhed^ 
?  describe  ill  the  ckaitst  light,  the  feingnfauly  paaosfU  and  Aevpnt  life  of  thai 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


UfBOFCOWreBt  I       439 

writer,  dMuig  bis  re«<feQce  at  Huntuigdoa,  and  this  melancholy  accident  which  oo« 
casioaed  his  removal  to  a  dbtant  county/' 

About  this  time  he  added  to  the  number  of  hiA  frieuds,  the  late  venerable  and  pious 
John  Newton,  rector  of  St.  Mary  Woolnolh,  London,  but  then  curate  of  Gluey  ia 
Boddngiiamshire,  who  being  consulted  by  Mr.  Cowper  as  to  an  eligible  residence  for 
Mrs.  Unwin,  recommended  a  house  at  Oluey,  to  which  that  lady,  her  daughter,  and 
our  poet  removed  on  the  14th  of  October,  17 67.  At  this  residence,  endeared  to  them 
by  the  company  and  public  services  of  a  man  of  congenial  sentiments,  Cowper  for 
some  years  contbued  to  enjoy  those  blessings  of  a  retired  and  devotional  life  which 
had  constituted  his  only  happiness  since  his  recovery.  His  correspondence  at  this  era 
evinces  a  pladd  train  of  sentiment,  mixed  with  an  air  of  innocent  gaiety,  that  must 
have  afforded  the  highest  satisikction  to  his  friends.  Among  other  pleasures  of  the 
purest  kind»  he  delighted  in  acts  of  benevolence,  and  as  he  was  not  rich,  he  had  the 
additional  felicity  of  being  employed  as  an  almoner  in  the  secret  benevoleuces  of  that 
most  charitable  of  all  human  beings,  the  late  John  Thornton,  esq.  an  opulent  merchant 
of  London,  whose  name  he  has  immortalized  in  his  poem  on  Charity,  and  in  some 
verses  on  his  death  which  Mr.  Hayley  first  published.  Mr.  Thornton  statedly  allowed 
Mr.  Newton  the  sum  of  200/.  per  annum  \  for  the  use  of  the  poor  of  Qlney,  and  it 
was  the  the  joint  concern  of  Mr.  Newton  and  Mr.  Cowper  to  distribute  this  sum  in  the 
most  judicious  and  useful  manner.  Such  a  bond  of  union  could  not  &il  to  increase 
thdr  intimacy.  ''  Cowper/  says  Mr.  Newton, "  loved  the  poor ;  he  oAen  visited  them 
in  thdr  cottages,  conversed  with  them  in  the  most  condescending  manner,  sympathized 
with  them,  counselled  and  comforted  them  in  their  distresses :  and  those  who  were 
seriously  disposed,  were  often  cheered  and  animated  by  his  prayers.**  Of  their  inti- 
macy, the  same  writer  ^)eaks  in  these  emphatic  terms—*'  For  nearly  twelve  years  we 
were  seld<mi  separated  for  seven  hours  at  a  time,  when  we  were  awake  and  at  home 
*»lhe  first  six  I  passed  in  daily  admiring,  and  aiming  to  imitate  him :  during  the  se- 
cond six,  I  walked  pensively  with  him  in  the  vaUey  of  the  shadow  of  death."  Among 
other  friendly  services  about  thb  time,  he  wrote  for  Mr.  Newton  some  beautiful^ 
hymns,  which  the  latter  introduced  in  public  worship,  and  published  in  a  collection 
long  t»efore  Cowper  was  known  as  a  poet. 

On  these  employments  Mr.  Hayley  passes  the  following  opinion.  **  Where  the  nerves 
are  tender,  and  the  imagination  tremblingly  alive,  any  fervid  excels  in  the  exercise 
<yf  the  purest  piety  may  be  attended  with  such  perils  to  corporeal  and  mental  health,  as 
meo  of  a  more  firm  and  hardy  fibre  would  be  far  from  apprehending.  Perhaps  the 
life  that  Cowper  led,  on  hb  settling  at  Olney,  had  a  tendency  to  increase  the  morbid 
propensity  of  his  frame,  though  it  was  a  life  of  admirable  sanctity."  It  appears,  how- 
ever, by  his  letters,  that  this  was  the  life  of  his  choice,  and  that  it  was  varied  by  exercise 
and  rational  amusements.  How  such  a  life  could  have  a  tendency  to  increase  a  morbid 
propennty,  or  what  mode  of  life  could  have  been  contrived  more  likely  to  diminish  that 
propensity,  it  is  difficult  to  imagine. 

In  1770,  his  brother  John  died  at  Cambridge,  an  event  which  made  a  lasting,  but 

»  Cecirs  liU  of  NewtoD»  p.  US.  Mr.  MevtM  told  hi*  Uagmf^et  that  1m  thoogbthe  had  received  up- 
wards  of  3000(.  m  tliii  «my  from  Mr.  Tboraton,  doriiia  tU  tino  tiiat  be  r«Bd«d  s(  Olney,  little  nittet 
than  fifteeo  yeen.    C. 
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not  nnfiivourable  impression'  on  the  tender  and  affectionatd  mind  oi  our  pod«  Whfle 
the  circamstances  of  this  event  were  recent  he  committed  them  to  pqier,  and  Uwj 
were  published  by  Mr.  Newton  in  1 802.  Gowper  afterward*  introduced  some  Ima 
to  his  memory  in  the  Task : 


'  r  had  a  brother  once 


Peace  to  the  mem'ry  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners  too,"  kc 

For  some  years  this  brother  withstood,  but  finally,  adopted,  our  authoi's  opimooi 
in  religious  matters;  and  severely  as  the  survivor  felt  the  loss  of  so  amiable  a  relatm 
'  it  produced  no  other  effect  on  his  mind  than  to  increase  his  confidence  in  the  pnno* 
pies  he  had  adopted,  and  to  rejoice  in  the  consolations  he  derived  from  them. 

From  thb  period,  his  life  affords  little  of  the  narrative  kind,  until  ]  77S9  when,  in  the 
language  of  his  biographer,  '^  he  sunk  into  such  severe  paroxysms  of  rdigious  despon- 
dency, that  he  required  an  attendant  of  the  mo^  gentle,  vigilant,  and  inflexible  spirit* 
Such  an  attendant  he  found  in  that  faithful  guardian  (Mrs.  Unwin)  whom  he  bad  pro- 
fessed to  love  as  a  mother,  and  who  watched  over  him,  during  thb  long  fit  of  depres- 
sive malady,  extended  through  several  years,  with  that  perfect  mixture  of  tenderoes 
and  fortitude^  which  constitutes  the  inestimable  influence  of  maternal  protection.  I 
wish  to  pass  rapidly  over  this  calamitous  period,  and  shall  only  observe,  that  nothiog 
could  surpass  the  sufferings  of  the  patient,  or  excell  the  care  of  the  n^rse.  That  nien- 
torious  care  received  from  Heaven  the  most  delightful  of  all  rewards,  in  seeing  the  pare 
and  powerful  mind,  to  whose  restoration  it  has  contributed  so  much,  not  oolj 
gradually  restored  to  the  common  enjoyments  of  life,  but  successively  endowed  with 
new  and  marvellous  funds  of  diversified  talents,  and  courageous  application." 

His  recovery  was  slow,  and  he  knew  enough  of  bis  malady  to  abstain  from  literarj 
employment  while  his  mind  was  m  any  degree  unsettled.  The  first  amusenient  which 
engaged  his  humane  affections  was  the  taming  of  three  hares,  a  drcnmstance  tbt 
would  have  scarcely  deserved  notice  uuless  among  the  memoranda  of  natural  history, 
it  he  had  not  given  to  it  an  extraordinary  interest  in  every  heart  by  the  animateil  ac- 
count he  wrote  of  this  singular  family.  In  the  mean  time,  his  friends  Mrs.  Unwin  and 
Mr.  Newton  redoubled  their  efforts  to  pitom'ote  bis  happiness,  and  to  recbnole  bioi  to 
the  world  in  which  he  had  yet  a  very  important  part  to  act:  but  as,  in  17S(),  Mr. 
Newton  was  obliged  to  leave  Olney  and  accept  of  the  living  of  St.  Mary  WooIdoIIi, 
London,  he  contrived  to  introduce  Cowper  to  the  friendship  of  the  rev.  Mr.  Bull  of 
Newport  Pagnell.  This  gentleman,  who  had  many  excellent  qualities  to  recommejad 
him  as  a  fit  successor  to  Mr.  Newton,  soon  acquired  the  unreserved  coiifideiice  of  our 
author  \  It  was  at  Mr.  Bull's  request  that  he  translated  several  spiritual  soiigs  fVcn 
the  French  of  Madame  De  La  Mothe  Guion  \  which  have  since  been  publidied  sepa- 
rately. His  recovery  from  this  second  illness  may  be  dated  from  the  summer  of  irr$i 
after  which  he  began  to  meditate  those  greater  exertions  upon  which  his  faibeitsls. 

About  this  time  he  was  advised  to  make  application  to  lord ^urlow.  Who' badb^en 

s  See  Cowper's  character  of  him.    Hayley,  vol.  ii.  p.  90.    C. 

<  Cowper  say",  **  Her  vene  is  the  only  French  verse  I  ever  read  that  I  fiiiind  agreeable :  'tiiwe «  » 
naatnefls  in  it  eqoal  to  that  which  wa  applaud,  with  10  much  reason,  10  the  compostions  of  Prior.** 
Haylcy,  vol.  ii.  p.  51.    C. 
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>Dne  of  his  javenile  eompanionSy  for  aome  situation  of  emolument,  but  lie  declined  this 
from  motives  of  highly  justifiable  delicacy,  intimating  that  he  had  hopes  from  tlyit 
•quarler,  and  that  it  would  be  better  not  to  anticipate  his  patron's  favours  by  solicita- 
tion. He  afterwards  sent  a  copy  of  his  first  vohime  of  poems  to  hb  lordship,  accom- 
panied with  a  very  elegant  letter,  and  seems  to  murmur  a  little,  on  more  occasions 
than  one,  at  his  lordship's  apparent  neglect.  A  conespoudence  took  place  between 
them  at  a  more  distant  period,  but  whether  from  want  of  a  proper  representation  of 
his  sitoatbn,  or  from  forgetfulness,  it  is  to  be  lamented  that  this  nobleman's  interest 
was  employed  when  too  late  for  the  purpose  which  Cowper  s  friends  hoped  to  pro- 
mote. It  will  be  difficult  to  impute  a  want  of  liberality  to  lord  Thurlow,  while  his 
voluntary  and  generous  ofier  to  Dn  Johnson  ivmains  on  record. 

In  the  mean  time»  our  author  continued  to  amuse  himself  with  reading  such  new 
books  as  his  friends  could  procure,  with  writing  short  pieces  of  poetry^  tending  his  tame 
bares,  and  birds,  and  drawing  landscapes,  a  talent  which  he  discovered  in  himsetf  very 
late  m  life,  and  which  he  employed  with  considerable  skill.  In  all  this  perhapi  ther« 
was  not  much  labour,  but  it  was  not  idleness.  A  short  plusage  in  oue  of  his  letters  to 
the  rev.  William  Unwio,  dated  May  1780,  will  serve  to  make  the  dbtinctifMi.  **  Excel- 
lence is  providentially  pkced  beyond  the  reach  of  indolence,  that  success  may  be  the 
reward  of  industry,  and  that  idleness  may  be  punished  with  obscurity  and  disgrace. 
So  long  as  I  am  pleased  with  an  employment,  I  am  capable  of  unwearied  application, 
because  my  feelings  are  all  of  the  intense  kind :  I  never  received  a  liitk  pleasure  from 
any  thing  in  my  life:  if  I  am  delighted,  it  is  in  the  extreme.  The  unhappy  conse- 
quence of  this  tempemture  is»  that  my  attachment  to  any  occupation,  seldom  ontlivea 
the  novelty  of  it." 

Urged,  however,  by  his  amiable  friend  and  companion,  Mrs.  Unwin,  he  employed 
the  winter  of  i7S0-l,  in  preparing  his  first  volume  of  poems  for  the  press,  consisting 
of  the  Table-Talk,  Hope,  the  Progress  of  Errour,  Charity,  ice  But  such  was  his  diffi* 
denoe  in  their  success,  that  h^  appears  to  have  been  in  doubt  whether-  any  bookseller 
would  be  willing  to  print  them  on  his  own  account.  He  was  fortunate  enough,  how- 
ever, to  find  in  Mr.  Johnson  of  St.  Paul's  Church  Yard,  (his  friend  Mr.  Newton's  pub- 
lisher,) one  whose  spirit  and  liberality  immediately  set  his  mind  at  rest.  The  volume 
was  accordingly  completed,  and  Mr.  Newton  furnished  the  preface,  a  circumstance 
which  his  biographer  attributes  to  "  his  extreme  difiidence  in  regard  to  himself,  and 
Jiis  kind  eagerness  to  gratify  the  affectionate  ambition  of  a  friend  whom  he  tenderly 
esteemed*"    It  was  published  in  1782. 

The  success  of  this  volume  was  undoubtedly  not  equal  to  its  merit,  for,  as  his  bio- 
grapher has  justly  observed,  '*  it  exhibits  such  a  diversity  of  poetical  powers,  as  have 
been  given  very  rarely,  indeed,  to  any  individual  of  the  modern,  or  of  the  anciait 
world."  As  an  apology  for  the  inattention  of  the  public  to  a  present  of  such  value, 
Mr.  Hayley  has  supposed  that  he  gave  offence  by  his  bold  eulogy  on  Whitfield, 
^  whom  the  dramatic  satire  of  Foote,  in  his  comedy  of  the  Minor,  had  taught  the  nation 
to  deride  as  a  mischievous  fanatic  f  and  that  he  hazarded  sentiments  too  precise  and 
etrict  for  pn1>lic  opinion.  The  character  of  Whitfield,  however,  had  been  long  rescued 
from  the  impious  buffooneries  of  Foote,  and  the  pnblic  could  now  bear  his  eulogium 
with  tolerrible  patience,  but  that  there  are  austerities  in  these  poems^  which  indicate 
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the  morosenest  of  a  rechiaey  Conrper  wat  not  nnwllliiig  to  doar.  Wbedwf  lie  softcael 
Ih^in  in  Ihe  subseqaent  editions,. his  biogniplier  hat  nel  iofomed  us.  Hna^be 
added  that  the  voIubm  was  introduced  iato  the  worid  without  any  of  the  qoadnh  iNh 
rade  so  frequently  adof^ted,  and  bad  none  of  tboae  emhellnhneiitB  bj  whiebthre^ 
of  the  porehaser  is  caught  at  the  eipeiice  of  his  pocket.  The  peiiodieal  critics,  wh«e 
opinioiu  Cowper  watched  with  more  anxiety  thm  couM  have  been  wilted  hi  a  man  is 
superior  to  the  common  candidatta  for  poetic  fiuae,  were  dhMed,  and  eves  theae  whs 
were  most  favourahlci  betrayed  no  eatraordhnry  raptures.  In  the  mean  time  the  woik 
crept  fek>wly  into  notice,  and  acquired  the  praise  of  those  who  ktiew  the  ntee  of  suck 
mu  addition  to  our  stock  of  English  poetiy. 

Some  time  before  the  puUicaition  of  this  folwhe»  Mf «  Cowper  aoade  a  most  ni|MN» 
taat  acquisition  m  the  fri^dshipand  conversation  of  faidy  Aosteo  (widow  of  air  Robert 
Attstea)  whom  he  found  a  woman  of  elegant  taste,  and  such  critieat  powers  as  enaUed 
her  to  direct  his  studies  by  her  judgment  and  eneowage  them  by  her  praise.  An  acci- 
dental  ?isit  which  this  hidy  made  to  Ofaiey  serred  to  introduce  her  to  the  poet,  whose 
shynesi  generally  gai«  way  to  a  display  of  mental  exodenee  and  pcMied  mannen. 
In  m  short  time,  lady  Anslen  shared  his  esteem  widi  his  older  fiiend  Mia.  Unwin, 
although  not  without  excitmg  some  little  degvee  of  jealousy,  which  Mr.  Mayley  has 
noticed  with  his  usual  delicacy.  Cowper,  withoutrnt  first  suspectmg  that  the  IbeBngs  of 
Mia.  Uowin  ooold  be  hurt,  **  considered  the  cheeifbl  and  «iin»tmg  society  of  his  new 
accompliilied  friend,  as  a  hlessmg  conferred  on  hhn  by  the  signal  iaToor  mf  Provi* 
dence.''  Some  SMUths  after  thek  fiivt  interview,  hdy  Austan  quitted  her  bouse  ia 
London,  and  hamg  taken  up  her  residence  hi  theparaenage  house  of  Ohsey,  Cow* 
per,  Mrk  Unwhi,  and  she,  became  almoatone  ftmily,  dhuog  always  together  ahenateiy 
ill  the  hottsea  of  the  two  ladies. 

Among  other  small  pieom  which  ha  eompoaed  at  the  suggettio*  of  haiy  Auateo,  wai 
the  oelebiatedbalfaid  of  John  Gilpin,  tiMorigm  of  which  Mr.  Hayky  thw  reWes: 
*'  It  happened  one  afternoon,  that  lady  Austen  observed  hhn  sinhhig%ktohieMaskv 
direction:  it  was  her  custom,  on  thm  oeeasioni^  to  try  aH  the  iMiliiuaa  of  *her 
sptigbtlypowen  for  hbunmediate  relief.  ^eMdfahnthestoi^of  JehnOiplif(#iiih 
iMd  been  treasured  m  her  memory  fh>m  her  chihMood)  to  dteipale  the  gloeai'of  tb« 
passuig  hour.  Itsefiectonthefrncy  of  Cowper  hadlheairofcodmntment?  hehifoimet 
her  the  next  morning,  that  convulsions  of  hughter  brought  on  by  hii  recolietaion  of 
her  stoiy,  had  kept  bun  wakmg  during  the  greatest  part  of  the  ms^t,and^thlt^lte  had 
turned  it  mto  a  ballad.''  Mn.  Unwin  sent  it  to  the  Public  Advertiser,  whetrliNr  iMe 
Mr.  Henderson,  thepbyer,  fint  mw  H,  and  conceiving  it  might  serre  to  disph^lireomie 
powers,  read  it  at  Free«Mason's4iall,  in  a*  coune  ofstnufatretttertainmeDli' gives  fcy 
himself  and  Mr.  Thomas  Sheridan.^  It  became  aftefwards  extremely  popalir  amoeg 
ail  classes  of  readers^  but  was  not  geneiaUy  known  to  be  Con^m's,  miti  it  ivaa'ailM 
to  his  second  volume. 

The  pid)lic  was  aoon  kid  under  a  far  higher  obligation  to  lady  AnsHn  ftnr  hnvnf 
suggested  our  airthos's  priadpai  poen^  The  Teak,  "  a  pdem.^.sayo  Mr.  Hayley,  «*  ef 
suchinfiiute  vainety.tbat  ifc  aeemsf  to  inelede  every  suk^eet,  aod  ^nry  stf^  wtthoel 
any.  dissonance ^or  disorder:  and  tohaif«  dowed-  vrflfaitat  eibtt,  fltofA«inspiraA'  phitan' 
tbropy»  eaiet.  tQ  imprem  tupw  the  heaiU  <if  all  reader^  whatever  nOif  lead  thcD^ 
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most  bappQy,  to  ihe  fi^U  enjoyment  of  haman  Iife»  and  to  the  final  attainment  of 
heaven," 

This  admirable  poem  appears  to  have  been  written  in  the  years  1783  and  1784,  but 
underwent  many  careful  revisions.  The  public  had  done  much  for  Cowper,  but  he 
had  too  much  regard  for  it  and  for  his  own  character,  to  obtrude  what  was  incorrect, 
or  might  l>e  made  better.  It  was  his  opinion,  an  opinion  of  great  weight  from  such  a 
critic,  that  poetry,  in  order  to  attain  excellence,  must  be  indebted  to  labour ;  and  it  was 
his  correspondent  practice  to  revise  his  poems  with  scrupulous  care  and  severity.  In  a 
letter  to  lids  friend  Mr.  Bull,  on  this  poem,  he  says  *<  1  find  it  severe  exercise,  to  mould 
and  fashion  it  to  my  mind."  Much  of  it  was  written  in  the  winter,  a  season  generally 
unfavourable  to  the  author's  health,  but  there  is  reason  to  think  that  the  encourage- 
meut  and  attention  of  his  amiable  and  judicious  friends  animated  him  to  proceed,  and 
that  the  regularity  of  hb  progress  was  favourable  to  his  health  and  spirits.  Disorders, 
,  like  \u%  have  been  known  togive  way  to  some  species  of  mental  labour,  if  voluntarily 
undertaken*  and  pursued  with  steadiness.  The  Task  filled  up  many  of  those  leisure 
hours,  for  which  rural  walks  and  employments  would  have  amply  provided  at  a  more 
favourable  season.  It  may  be  added,  likewise,  that  no  man  appears  to  have  had 
a  more  keen  relish  for  the  snugness  of  a  winter  fiie-side,  and  that,  free  from  ambition  or 
the  love  of  grand  and  tumultuous  enjoyments,  his  heart  was  elated  with  gratitude  for 
those  humbler  comforts  which  a  mind  like  his  would  be  apt  to  magnify  by  reflecting  on 
the  mis^y  of  those  who  want  them. 

(n  MovembttT  178i«  The  Task  wi#  sent  to  the  press,  and  he  began  the  Tirocinium, 
tUs^purpoit  of  vfhkhp  in  bisown  words,  wias,  **  to  censure  the  want  of  discipline,  and  the 
scandalpw  inattention  tomorals^  that  obtain  inpulilic  schools;  especially  in  the  largest: 
and  to  recommend  private  tuition  as  a  mode  of  education  preferable  on  all  accounts ;  to 
c^  i\ppn  fkthers  to  beoome  tutors  of  thaii*  own  sons,  where  that  is  practicable ;  to  take 
liO|l|l)li  4oip^stic  ttttfr  where  i^is  not :  and  if  neither  can  be  done,  to  place  them  un- 
4^  the.f^re  of  some  rural  clergyman  whose  attention  is  limited  to  a  few." 
,,  J[n  Ahiafav*  when  be  was  beginning  his  translationof  Homer,  the  quiet  and  even  tenour 
I^tt9#  li4a.  was  disturbed  by  the,  necessity  he  felt  of  parting  with  lady  Austen.  A  short 
^0ftyX{{i!9m  Mr*  Hayley  will  give  thb  matter  as  clear  explanation  as  delicacy  dm  per- 
aait««  Th^  who. cannot  apologize  for  the  feelingk  of  both  Uidies  on  this  occasion,  know 
littt  little  of.  the  hnman  heart. 

.  *<  Delightful  and  advantageous  as  his  friendship  with  lady  Austen  had  proved,  he 
i|OW  began  fx^.feel,  that  it  grew  impossible  to  preserve  that  triple  cord,  which  hb  own 
H^jieart  had  led  him  to  suppose  not  speedily  to  be  broken.  Mrs.  Unwin,  though  by  no 
xneaBi  deslatAtte /of  mental  accomplishmenis,  was  eclipsed  by  the  brilliancy  of  the  poet's 
new  fiaendy  and  naturally  became  uneasy,  under  the  apprehension  of  being  so,  for  to 
a  woman  of  sensibility,  what  evil  can  t>e  more  afflictmg,  than  Ae  fear  of  losing  all  men-- 
tal  influence  over  a  man  of  genius  and  vurtue,  whom  she  has  long  been  accustomed  to 
^pqiipt  and  to.gnidef 

I  "  Cowper.pe^eeived  the  painful  necessity  of  sacrificing  a  great  portion  of  his  present 
IpratificatiQUk  He  felt,  that  he  must  relinquish  that  ancient  friend,  whom  he  regarded 
as  a  y«pnrable  pareptt  or  the  new  associate  whom  he  idolued,  as  a  sister  of  a  heart  and 
suind  peculiarly  congenial  to  his  own.    His  gratitude  for  past  services  of  unexampled 

Vm.  XYUl.  Q  q 
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taagaitttde  and  weight,  wovld  flot  allow  him  to  hesitate ;  with  a  reiolotioi)  and  deSci- 
cy,  that  do  the  highest  honour  to  his  feelings,  he  wrote  a  faiew^U  letter  to  lady  Aioten, 
explaining  end  lamenting  the  circumstances,  thatfereed  hfan  to  reBouDoethe  society  of 
a  frieud  whose  enchanting  talents  aad  kindness  had  proved  so  agtceaMy  HttbiiiiRatal 
to  the  revival  of  his  spirits,  and  to  the  exercise  of  his  fiuKy. 

''  In  those  very  interesting  conferences  with  which  I  was  honoured  by  lady  Aartea, 
I  was  irresistibly  led  to  express  an  anxioos  desire  for  the  sight  of  a  letter  written  by 
CoWper  in  a  situation  that  must  have  called  fordiall  the  finest  powers  of  bisdoqtience 
as  a  monitor  and  a  friend.  The  lady  confirmed  me  in  my  opimon  that  a  more  admira- 
ble letter  could  not  be  written ;  and  had  it  exbled  at  that  time,  I  am  persuaded  from 
her  noble  frankness  and  zeal  for  the  honour  of  the  departed  poet,  she  would  have  given 
me  a  copy ;  but  she  ingenuously  confessed,  that  in  a  moment  of  natural  mortification,  she 
burnt  this  very  tender,  yet  resolute  letter.  Had  it  been  confided  to  my  care^  I  am  per- 
suaded 1  should  have  thought  it  very  proper  for  publication,  as  it  displayed  both  the  ten- 
denicss  and  the  magnanimity  of  Cowper,  nor  could  I  have  deemed  it  a  want  of  ddicacy 
towards  the  memory  of  lady  Austen,  to  exhibit  a  proof,  that  animated  by  the  wannest 
admiration  of  the  great  poet,  whose  fancy  she  could  so  successfully  call  forth,  she  was 
willing  to  devote  her  life  and  fortune  to  his  service  and  protection.  The  sentiment  is 
to  be  regarded  as  honourable  to  the  lady :  it  is  still  more  honourable  to  the  poet,  that 
with  such  feelmgs,  as  rendered  him  perfectly  senmble  of  all  lady  Austen's  lascmattng 
power,  he  could  return  her  tenderness  with  innocent  gallantry,  and  yet  resolutely  pre* 
elude  himself  from  her  society  when  he  could  no  longer  enjoy  it  without  npptmag 
deficient  ui  gratitude  towards  the  compassionafte  and  generous  guardian  of  his  seqaes- 
tared  life.  No  person  can  justly  blame  Mrs.  Unwin  for  feeling  apprehensive  tiait 
Cowper^s  intimacy  with  a  lady  of  such  extraordmary  talents,  migitt  lead  him  into  per* 
plexities  of  which  he  was  by  no  means  aware.  Tliis  remark  was  stsggested.b7  afew 
^gaut  and  tender  verses,  addressed  by  the  poet  to  lady  Austen,  and  shewn  to  me  by 
that  lady. 

**  Those  who  were  acquainted  with  the  unsuspecting  innpce&ce^  and  sportive  gaiety 
of  Cowper,  would  readily  allow,  if  they  hac)  seen  the  verses  to  which  I  aBude,  that  tbey 
are  such  as  he  might  have  addressed  to  a  real  sister:  but  a  lady  only  called  by  that 
endearing  name,  may  be  easily  pardoned,  if  she  was  induced  by  them  to  hope  that 
they  might  |K)ssibly  be  a  prelude  to  a  still  dearer  alliance.  To  me  they  appeared  ex- 
pressive of  ibat  peculiarity  in  his  character,  a  gay  and  tender  galhmtiy  perfectly  distmct 
from  amorous  attachment.  If  the  lady  who  was  the  subject  of  the  verses^  had  given 
them  to  me  with  a  permission  to  print  them,  I  should  have  thought  the  poet  himseif 
might  have  approved  of  their  appearance,  accompanied  with  such  a  commcBtaiy." 

Nolwitfastiiuding  this  interruption  to  his  tranquillity,  fdr  such  it  certainly  proved,  al* 
though  he  was  conscious  that  he  had  acted  the  part  which  was  most  honourable  to  him, 
he  proceeded  with  the  Tirocinium,  and  the  other  pieces  which  composed  his  second 
volume.  These  were  publishe<jl  in  1783,  and  soon  engaged  the  attentioa  and  admira- 
tion of  the  public  in  a  way  that  left  him  no  regret  for  the  cool  receptioo  fmd  alow  pro- 
gress of  his  first  volume.  Its  success  abo  obtained  for  him  another  female  friendand 
associate,  lady  Ht^skt th,  bis  cousin,  who  had  long  been  separated  from  liim.  Their  in- 
tarcQUfsa  was  first  revived  by  a  correspondence,  of  which  Mr,  Hnyl^  bat  pnblisbed  nnmy 
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indereitjng  specimens,  and  says,  with  great  truth,  that  Cowper's  letters  **  are  rivals  to  his 
poems  in  the  rare  excellence  of  representing  life  and  nature  with  graceful  and  endearing 
fidelity/'  lo  explaining  the  nature  of  his  situation  to  lady  Hesketh,  who  came  to  reside 
mt  Olney  in  the  moiith  of  June  1786,  he  informs  her,  that  he  had  lived  twenty  year* 
with  Mrs.  Uowb,  to  whose  aifectionate  care  it  was  owing  that  he  lived  at  all,  but  that 
fer  thirteen  of  those  years  he  had  been  in  a  state  of  muid  which  made  all  her  care  and 
attention  neceasaiy.  He  mfornis  ber  at  the  same  time  that  dejection  of  spirits,  which 
may  have  prevented  many  a  man  from  becoming  an  author,  made  him  one.  He 
Ibond  employment  necessary,  and  therefore  look  care  to  be  constantly  employed. 
Manual  occupations  do  not  engage  the  mind  sufficiently,  as  he  knew  by  experience, 
having  tried  many.  But  composition,  especially  of  verse,  absorbs  it  wholly.  It  was 
his  practice,  therefore,  to  write  generally  three  hoars  in  a  rooming,  and  in  a«  evening 
be  tratascribed.  He  read  also,  but  less  than  he  wrote,  for  bodily  exercise  was  neces- 
Mty,  and  he  never  passed  a  day  without  it.  All  this  shows  that  Cowper  understood" 
iiis  own  case  most  exactly,  and  that  he  was  not  ane  of  those  melancholies  who  are  said 
to  give  way  to  their  disorder.  No  man  could' have  discussed  the  subj^t  with  more 
pcnpicuityp  or  tKated  himself  with  more  judgment  The  returns  of  his  malady^ 
tlwrefere,  appear  to  have  been  wholly  unavoidable,  and  wholly  ind^endeiit  of  bb  em- 
ploynient,  whether  of  a  religious  or  literary  kind. 

hk  October  1765,  he  had  reached  the  twentieth  book  of  his  translation  of  Honiei^ 
although  probably  no  part  was  finished  as  he  could  have  wished.  His  stated  number 
was  forty  lines  each  day,  with  transcription  and  revbion.  His  immediate  object  was 
€0  pnbltBh  the  Homer  by  subscription,  in  order  to  add  something  lo  his  income,  which 
appears  to  have  been  always  scanty,  and  in  thb  resolution  he  persisted,  notwithstand- 
jog  offers  horn  hb  liberal  bodkseller  far  more  advantageous  than  a  subscription  was 
then  like!y  to  have  produced.  He  seems  Xq  have  felt  a  certain  degree  of  pleasure,  not 
wholly  unmited,  m  watching  the  progress  of  his  subscription,  and  the  gradual  aocessioa' 
of  names  known  to  the  learned  world,  or  dear  to  himself  t>y  past  recollections. 

Durmg  the  composition  of  thb  work,  he  at  first  declined  what  he  had  done  before^ 
'^hetdhig  specii/iens  to  hkfrienis,  and  on  this  subject,  mdeed,  his  opinion  seems  to 
ha^e  dndergbne  a  complete  change.  To  his  friend  Mr.  Unwin,  who  informed  him 
diat  a  genfleman  ^ated  a  sample,  he  says  with  some  humour,  **  When  1  deal  in  wine, 
dbtV,  or  cAeese,  I  will  give  samples,  tmt  of  verse,  never.  No  conskleration  would 
ilkv%  induced  me  to  comply  with  the  gentleman's  demand,  unless  he  could  have  assured 
ihe  that  hb  wife  had  longed.**  From  this  resolution  he  aAerwards  departed  in  a 
irariety  of  instances.  He  first  sent  a  specimen,  with  the  proposals,  to  hb  relation 
general  Cowper:  it  consbted  of  one  hundred  and  seven  linef^,taken  from  the  inter- 
tieW  l>e(Ween  Priam  and  Achilles  in  the  last  book.  Thb  specimen  fell  into  the  hands 
of  Mr.  Puseli,  Uie  celebrated  painter,  whose  critical  knowledge  of  Homer  b  universally 
acknowledged :  and  Cowper  likewise  agreed  that  if  Mr.  Maty,  who  then  published  a 
Review,  wbhed  to  see  a  book  of  Homer,  he  should  be  welcome ;  and  the  first  book 
add  a  part  of  the  second  were  accordingly  sent  ^.    Mr.  Fuseli  aAerwards  was  petlftTtted 

•  ^  Ttierc  is  tone  ctmfbtkm  id  t9b^  at^coant  of  thb  aiattvr  in  Cov[ier*8  Letters.  It  wodtd' appear  that 
a  tptclvam  was  priMfld  Mbiv  Marfnir  this  mantaeript,  «nd  the  t^verity  of  tb  roaaailKs  b  iofefntialtd 
t«  have  ariiea  from  tbbcircmBrtaaoe.    Hayby*!  Coir|w,  vol.  ii.  p.  391« 
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to  revise  the  whole  of  the  manuscrifit,  and  how  well  Cowper  was  satisfied  in  falling  ta 
with  such  a  critic^  appears  (among  other  proofs  of  hb  high  esteem)  from  the  short 
character  he  gives  of  him  in  one  of  his  letters.  **  For  his  knowledge  of  Homer,  he 
has»  I  verily  believe,  no  fellow •"*  Colman,  likewise,  his  old  companion,  with  whom  be 
had  1 3uewed  an  epistolary  intimacy,  revised  some  parts  io  a  manner  which  afforded  the 
author  much  satisfaction,  and  appears  to  have  corrected  the  sheets  for  Uie  press.  With 
Maty  he  w^s  less  pleased,  as  his  criticisms  appeared  "  unjust  and  in  part  flliberaL** 

While  thus  intent  on  his  Homer,  he  was  enabled,  by  the  kindness  of  lady  Hesketh, 
*o  remove  in  November  I79ff,  from  Ohiey  to  Weston,  about  two  miles  distant,  where 
the  house  provided  for  him  was  more  sequestered  and  commodious.  Here  too  he  bad 
access  to  the  society  of  Mr.  Throckmorton,  a  gentleman  of  fortune  in  that  ne^bbour- 
bood,  whose  family  had  for  some  time  studied  to  add  to  his  comforts  in  a  manner  the 
most  delicate  and  affectionate.  It  is,  indeed,  not  easy  to  apeak  of  the  conduct  of 
Cowper's  fgeuds  in  terms  adequate  to  their  merit,  their  kindness,  sensibility  and  judg* 
uient.  Their  attentions  exceeded  much  of  what  we  read,  and  perhaps  all  that  we 
commonly  meet  with  under  the  name  of  frieudship.  In  the  midst  of  these  fair 
prospects,  how'ever,  he  lost  his  steady  and  beloved  friend  Mr.  Unwin,  who  died  in 
December  of  this  year. 

The  translation  of  Homer,  after  innumerable  interruptions,  was  sent  to  press  about 
November  179^,  and  published  on  the  first  of  July  1791,  in  two  quarto  volumes,  the 
Iliad  being  inscribed  to  carl  Cowper,  his  young  kiusman,  and  the  Odyssey  to  the 
dowager  lady  Spencer.  Such  was  its  success  with  the  subscribers  and, non-subscribers 
that  the  edition  was  nearly  out  of  print  in  less  thaa  six  months.  Yet  afler  all  the 
labour  he  had  employed,  and  all  the  amiety  be  felt  for  this  work,  it  fell  so  short  of 
the  expectation  formed. by  the  public,  and  of  the  perfection  which  he  hoped  he  had 
attained,  that  instead  of  a  second  edition,  he  began,  at  no  long  distance  of -.time,  what 
may  be  termed  a  new  translation.  To,  himself,  however,  his  first  attempt  had  been 
of  great  advantage,  nor  were  any  number  of  his  years  spent  in  more  general  tranquu- 
lity,  than  the  five  which  he  had  dedicated  to  Homer. 

*  One  of  the  greatest  benefits  he  derived  from,  his  attention  to  this  translation j  was 
the  renewed  roovictiop  that  labour  of  this  kind,  although  with  intermissions  sometimes 
of  relaxation  aud  sometimes  of  anxiety,  was  necessary  to  his  health  and  happiness ; 
and  this  conviction  led  him  very  soon  to  accede  to  a  proposal  made  by  bis  book- 
seller, to  undertake  a  magnificent '  edition  of  Milton's  poetical  works,  the  beauties  of 
which  had  engaged  his  wonder  at  a  very  early  period  of  life.  -  These  he  was  now  to 
illustrate  by  notes,  original  and  selected,  and  to  translate  the  Latin  and  Italian  poems, 
while  Mr.  Fiiscli  was  to  paint  a  series  of  pictures  to  be  engraven  by  the  first  artists. 
To  this  scheme,  when  v^itt  its  infancy,  the  public  is  indebted  for  the  firieudship  which 
Mr.  Hayley  contracted  with  CoW]wr,  and  one  of  its  happiest  consequences,  such  a  spe- 
cimen of  biography,  minute,  elegant  and  highly  instructive,  as  can  seldom  be  expected. 

Mr.  Hayley  about  this  time  had  written  a  life  of  Milton  to  accompany  the  splendid 
editlott  published  by  Messrs.  Boydells:  and  having  been  represented,  in  a  newspaper, 
af  the  rival  of  Cowper,  he  immediately  wrote  to  him  on  the  subject.  Cowper  an- 
swered hiin  in  such  a  manner  as  drew  on  a  closer  correspondence,  which  soon  termi- 
nated in. ouAiAal  esteem  and  cordial  friendftbip.  Personal  ibteniiewfe  fbUoved,  and  Mr. 
Hayle;  has  gratified  his  readers  with  a  very  inter»tiiig  accotanTbf  birfirst  visit  t6  Wes- 
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ton,  and  of  the  return  by  Cowper  and  Mrs.  Unwin  at  his  seat  Eartham,  in  Sussex,  but 
in  a  style  so  peculiarly  affectionate  as  to  be  wholly  incapable  of  abridgment.  On  Cow- 
per's  journey  to  Eartharo,  he  passed  through  London,  but  without  stopping,  the  only 
time  he  had  seen  it  for  nearly  thirty  years ;  thirty  such  years !  What  his  feelings  were 
on  this  occasion,  who  would  not  wish  to  be  informed  ? 

The  edition  of  Milton  went  on  but  slowly.  A  revisal  of  Homer  presented  itself  in 
the  mean  time,  as  a  more  urgent  as  well  as  pleasing  undertaking,  and  from  179^  ^^ 
find  our  author  employed  in  correcting,  re-writing  and  adding  notes.  In  1793  he  ap- 
pears to  have  been  solely  occupied  in  these  labours,  and  wished  to  engage  Mr.  Hayley 
with  him  in  a  regular  and  complete  revisal  of  his  Homer.  Mr.  Hayley,  with  every  in- 
clination for  an  office  so  agreeable,  and  a  partnership  so  honourable,  still  imagined  that 
at  this  lime  he  might  render  more  essential  service  to  the  poet  by  an  application  to  his 
more  powerful  friends.  This  delicate  office  was  undertaken  in  consequence  of  what  he 
had  observed  in  Cowper  on  a  late  visit  \a  Weston.  **  He  possessed  completely  at  this 
period,"  says  his  biographer,  '*  all  the  admirable  faculties  of  his  mind,  and  all  the  na- 
tive tenderness  of  his  heart ;  but  there  was  something  indescribable  in  his  appearance, 
which  led  me  to  apprehend,  that  without  some  signal  event  in  his  favour,  to  re-ani. 
mate  ^is  spirits,  they  would  gradually  sink  into  hopeless  dejection.  The  stute  of  his 
aged  and  infirm  companion  (Mrs.  Unwin)  afforded  additional  ground  for  increasing 
solicitude.  Her  cheerful  and  beneficent  spirit  could  hardly  resbt  her  own  accumu- 
lated maladies,  so  far  as  to  preserve  ability  sufficient  to  watch  over  the  tender  health  of 
him,  whom  she  had  watched  and  guarded  so  long.  Imbecility  of  body  and  mind  must 
gradually  render  this  tender  and  heroic  woman  unfit  for  the  charge  which  she  had  so 
laudably  sustained.  The  signs  of  such  imbecility  were  beginning  to  be  painfully  visible : 
nor  can  nature  present  a  spectacle  more  truly  pitiable  thau  imbecility  in  such  a  shape  eager- 
ly grasping  for  dominion,  which  it  knows  neither  how  to  retain,  or  how  to  relinquish." 

For  some  time,  however,  the  fears  of  Mr-  Cowper's  affectionate  friend,  appeared  to 
be  groundless.  His  correspondence  after  the  departure  of  Mr.  Hayley,  in  November 
1793,  bespoke  a  mind  considerably  at  ease,  and  even  cheerful  and  active.  From  vari- 
ous circumstances,  the  scheme  of  publishing  an  edition  of  Milton  appears  to  have  been 
totally  relinquished,  and  as  his  enthusiasm  for  this  undertaking  bad  abated,  he  expresses 
considerable  satisfaction  that  he  could  devote  the  whole  of  his  time  to  the  improve- 
ment of  his  translation  of  Homer.  A  new  scheme,  more  suitable  to  his  original  ta- 
lents, had  been  suggested  in  1791,  by  the  rev.  Mr.  Buchanan,  curate  of  Ravcnstone, 
a  man  of  worth  and  genius.  This  was  a  poem  to  be  entitled  The  Four  Ages,  or  the 
four  distinct  periods  of  Infancy,  Youth,  Manhood,  and  Old  Age.  For  some  time  our 
poet  meditated  with  great  satbfaction  on  this  design,  and  probably  revolved  mauy  of  the 
subordinate  subjects  in  his  mind.  It  seems  to  have  been  particularly  calculated  for  • 
his  powers  of  reflection,  bis  knowledge  of  the  human  heart,  and  his  exquisite  talent  for 
depicting  life  and  manners,  and  it  was  intended  likewise  to  unite  the  fascinations  of 
the  graphic  art.  Mr.  Hayley  has  published  a  fragment  of  this  work,  hnperfect 
as  the  author  led  it,  but  more  than  enough  to  make  us  regret  that  his  situation 
and  the  situation  of  his  aged  companion  soon  forbade  all  hopes  of  its  being  executed  ^ 

^  Mk.  HavUy  ineotidns  two  owodertf  poems  on  The  Pour  Ages  of  Man;  the  one  by  M.  Warlhmullert 
•  citizen  of  Zuricb,  and  aootber  br  M.  Z^chane,  profeaor  of  poetry  at  Brans  wick.    Tv  ihvMi  1  uia/ 
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In  January  ^794,  he  informed  his  friend  Mr.  Rose\  that  he  had  juitabiEty  caoogfi 
to  transcribe,  and  that  he  wrote  at  that  moment  under  the  pressure  of  sadness  not  to 
he  described.  In  the  expressive  language  of  bis  biographer,  **  his  heahh,  his  comforty 
;uid  his  little  fortune,  were  perishing  most  deplorably.^  Mrs.  Unwin  had  passed  into  a 
state  of  second  childhood,  and  Something  seemed  wanting  to  cheer  the  nnnd  of  CUmpcTi 
jf  possible,  against  the  prospect  of  decayii^g  oomforts  and  competence.  Application 
was  accordingly  made  to  those  who  had  it  in  their  power  to  procore,  wliatao  much 
merit  mast  hate  dignified,  a  pension ;  bttt  many  months  elapsed  before  cfledori  at- 
tention could  be  obtained.  What  power  refused,  however,  was  in  some  degree  per- 
formed by  friendship ;  hdy  Hesketh,  with  her  aecnstonicd  benevolence  of  chaiader, 
and  with  an  affection  of  which  the  instances  are  very  rare,  removed  to  WeAon«  and  he- 
came  the  tender  nurse  bf  the  two  drooping  invalids,  of  Mrs.  Unwin,  who  was  dedining 
hy  years  and  infirmities,  and  of  Cowper,  who»  m  April  1794,  had  relapsed  into  his 
worst  state  of  mental  inqoietude. 

At  this  time,  fn  consequence  of  ahtunane  and  jfadirious  letter  from  the  rev.  Mr.Great- 
head  of  Newport  Fagnell,  Mr,  Hayley  paid  a  visit  to  this  house  of  momtdng^  but  feond 
his  poor  friend,  ^  too  much  overwhelmed  by  his  oppresdve  malady  to  diea^  even  the  least 
glimmering  of  sati^aetion  at  the  appearance  of  a  guest,  whom  be  used  to  receive  with 
the  ipost  lively  expressions  of  afl^ctionate  delight."  In  this  deplorable  state  he  coati 
nued  during  Mr.  Hayfey's  v&if  of  some  weeks,,  and  the  only  circnmstance  which  contri- 
buted in  any  degree  to  cheer  the  hearts  of  the  Aiesids  who  were  now  watehmg  ove^  him, 
was  the  intelligence  that  his  majesty  MA  been  pleased  to  confer  upon  him  such  a  pen- 
sion as  wonld  insiire  an  honourable  competence  for  his  life,  fiitl  Spenett  was  the  nn- 
mediate  agent  hi  procuring  thtt  favour,  and  it  would  no  doubt  have  added  to  Us  v^lnc^ 
had  the  object  of  it  known  that  he  was  indebted  to  ont^  who  of  all  %is  ooble  fiiciids, 
stood  the  highest  m  his  esteem.  But  he  was  now,  and  fof  the  Mknanider  of  hs  mi- 
Happy  Vife,  beyond  the  power  of  knowing  or  acknowledging  the  behevoicikioa  in  whkh 
his  heart  def^t^.  '  Mr.  Hayley  left  hhn  for  tb<i  last  time,  hi  the  spring  of  I^^  and 
from  that  (kfriod  tin  the  hitter  end  of  StAy  \T9i,  Cowtf^r  tetiuJiied  in  a  tfale  of  tbt 
deepest  melancholy.  .    »    m  .    ,- .i» 

His  removal  from  Weston  now  apj^eared  to  his  fiffends  a  necfesmtf  ea^^eAikiht,  to 
try  what  cliange  of  air  and  of  objecb  miglit  produce :  and  his  yMMg  kinsiiftu;ilib  rev. 
Mr.  JohnsQto,  undertook  'to  convey  him  and  Mrs.  'Unwhi  fltrttf  Itkl  phci  to'  Nbrth 
Tuddeubam  m  Norfblk,  ifbete  they  arrived  in  the  beghltdng  «tf  Abgi^  1/^,  and 
resided  till  the  nineteenth.  Of  Cowper's  statfe  during  Ihb  time,  at!  ihal  wV  are  told 
is,  that  he  exhibited  some  regret  on  Waving  Weston,  and  some  composure  of  mind 
duiing  a  conversation  of  which  the  poet  Thomson  was  the  subject.  He  was  abk 
also  to  bear  coOMderabie  exercise,  and  on  one  occasion  widked  with  Mf.*i!dBftioAl''to 

•       •».       i  M'.li-     •••• 

add  a  tbir4  IW  my  venmMs  Weak  the  rsv.  Jk,  JqbQ  <%ilne<  t^^M  »mmMH9MMk  vMflMI 
hiMn^me„ia\m.    a  .  .  ..  .  ,  ,,,,,.,   f,,,..    ... 

*>  Another  of  tbote  frieoda  whom  Prey'idepee  rsiKed  up  to  teroneile  Cowper  wiOi  tbe  world,  wbicb  te 
•iiifce  had  tolltmeot  his  lost. '  Mr.  Hayley  has  giren  a  very  interesthMc  accoantof  ttiaainiiit»leVp$aWa,^ 
wlio^rottfti!M^-ftf  be  an  omalnefirioi  hisprdfesnon  and  to  tb«*  repobtlc of  If^tm.' '  IM  wiMthSaWe^'k^ 
Campet^n catomi'aiiA  rMadanoa'ior  sone  years.  After  thb,  it  U  ^oac  |iiaiM4i>«dl  tlia^ilM^  Imnf 
a  man  more  jiwtly  endeared  to  a  nanerona  ciicle  of  friends,  t»y  tlie  mott  valoaUe  qnatitiesof  liBMi  or 
hearty  or  one  whom,  saMing  the  many  whoa  1  have  sarviTcdj  1  aft»a  ireiyieaSly  bum.    €• 
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tbe  oeigkbourifig  Tillage  of  M^tiUiall,  on  a  visU  to  his  couBln  Mrs.  BodhavL  "  On 
surveying  his  owd  portrait  by  Abbot,  in  the  house  of  that  lady»  be  clasped  bis  hands 
in  a  paroxysm  of  paio,  and  utisrcd  a  tebenient  wish*  tha^  his  present  sensations  might 
be  such  as  Ibey  wers  when  that  picture  was  painted.*' 

After  this  short  residence  at  Tuddeaham,  Mr.  Johnson  conducted  his  two  invalids 
to  Muiidsley>  a  village  on  the  Norfolk  coast,  where  they  continued  till  October,  but 
without  deriving  any  af^rent  benefit  from  the  sea  air.  Sope  calm  recollection  of 
past  .scenes*  however,  returned,  enough  to  prompt  him  to  write  a  letter  to  Mr.  Bu- 
chanan, enquiring  after  matters  at  Weston,  But  this  was  almost  the  last  of  his  cor- 
respondence. In  October,  Mr.  Johnson  removed  him  and  Mrs.  Unwin  to  Dereham, 
which  they  left  in  November  for  Dunham  Lodge,  a  house  situated  on  high  ground  in 
a  park  about  four  miles  from  Swafiam« 

Here  his  afiectionate  kinsman  endeavoured  by  various  means  to  rouse  in  him  an  at- 
tention to  literary  or  common  subjects,  soch  as  might  prevent  his  mind  from  preying 
on  itself,  and  on  some  occasbns  he  appears  to  have  succeeded  in  a  small  degree ;  but  the 
recune^ce  of  fixed  mehmcholy  was  so  frequent  as  to  destroy  the  transient  hopes  which 
these  promising  appearances  excited.  In  tbe  foUowiug  year,  change  of  scene  was 
again  adopted,  and  not  vdthout  .such  effect  as  justified  the  measure,  even  when  all 
proqiect  of  permanent  advantage  had  vankbed.  In  December  1796,  death  removed 
Mrs.  Unwin  by  a  chaoge  as  tranquil  as  her  decayed  body  and  mind  promised.  Cow- 
per,  about  an  hour  after  her  departure,  looked  at  the  corpse,  but  started  suddenly 
away  with  a  broken  sen^nce  of  passionate  sojcyow,  and  apoke  of  her  no  more.  He  was 
now  in  that  stfite  and  at  that  age,  when  grief  is  neither  exasperated  by  memory,  nor 
reli^v^  by  consolation^  a;^  iqys  mercifully  relieved  from  feelings  wbicti  n^ier  relir 
gioo  nor  VfJ^f^  could  any  loogef;  legfikte.  , 

His.  su\>;»eqi|ent  intervals  of  bodily  bealtb^  few  as  they  were,  appear  ^obave  been  at- 
tenj^lf ^  W^  ?f^^^  return  of  attention  to  his  favourite  punuits*  HiftaoAM(aus  anrt  tender 
fsie|]^d  ]^r.  Johnson  embraced  such  opportunities  to.le^d  hini  to  take,  delight  in  the  re- 
viajon  .gf.  his  Homer«  and  from  Septembejp  1797*  to  Marc^  1.799m  he  coiyipleted,  by 
saatcbesy  the  revisal  of  the  Odyssey.  Of  the  returns  of  his  disorder,  he  appears  to 
hf^vebeen  sensible* and  coyld  defcipbeit  on  its.comn|»eocemeot»  anc)  Ifefi^e  it  totally 
oy<;nH>wei3^d  his  fiicnlties.  .  In  a  letter  to  lady  Hesketh,  dated  CH^  ^3t  t7S8,  which 
Mr^  llayley  has  preserved,  he  ({escribes  bimself  as  one;  to  whom  naim;e,  **  in  ^i^e  day,  in 
ope.mioute»  became  an  universal  blanL"  On  this  his  biog0qphejr.qo)jpes  ^e  opinion  of 
t^ffi^  of  his  fijends,  that  his  dkorder  arose  from  a  scorbutic  habit^  Y<hi<;h»  when  perspi- 
r^tioif^was  (f^tWcted^  pccastooed  ap  unsearchable  obstructioq  :in  t^^e.^nfipMi  of  his 

yVt  intenals  l|e.stin  ^rptfi  a  few  original  verses,  of  which  Tbe  CastrayFay*  bis  too 
favourite  suliject,  was  the  hist  that  came  from  his  pen,  but  he  amused  himself  occa- 
sISBaMy  nilk  lianslations  from  Latin  and  Greek  epigrams.  His  last  effort  of  the  fite- 
rary  kind»  was  an  improved  version  of  a  passage  in  Homei>  which  he  wrote  at  Mr.  Hay« 
ley's  suggestion,  and  whicti  that  gentleman  received  on  the  thirty-first  oX^fanuary  ISOO. 
Ip4k^  following  month  be  exhibited  ^  tl^e  symptoms  of  droppy,  wbicb  a^oamade  % 
rapid  psogresa.^  On  AprikoSSy  about  fire  in  tbe  aftermMMH  be  expired  so  qaieily  that 
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not  one  of  bis  friends  who  were  present  perceived  his  departure,  but  from  the  twM 
stillness  which  succeeded. 

On  Saturday,  May  3,  he  was  buried  in  St  Edmund's  chapel  in  Dereham  cboitb, 
where  lady  Hesketh  caused  a  marble  tablet  to  be  erected,  with  the  following  inacriptioD : 

In  Memory 

of 

WILLIAM    COWPER,  Esq. 

Bom  in  Hertfordshire 

1731. 

Buried  in  this  church 

1800. 

YE  who  with  warmth  the  paUic  trinniph  feel 

Of  talents,  dignified  by  sacred  zeal. 

Here  to  devotion's  bard  devoutly  just. 

Pay  your  fond  tribute  due  to  Cowper's  dust ! 

England,  exulting  in  his  spotless  fame, 

Rfinks  with  her  dearest  sons  his  fiivourite  name : 

Sense,  fancy,  wit,  suffice  not  all  to  raise 
'  So  clear  a  title  to  aflfection's  praise : 

His  highest  honours  to  the  heart  belong ; 
'  His  virtues  formM  the  magic  of  his  song. 

That  such  a  man  should  have  been  doomed  to  endure  a  life  of  mental  distracUon, 
relieved  by  few  intervals^  will  probably  ever  be  the  subject  of  wonder ;  but  that  won- 
der will  not  be.  removed  by  curious  inquiries  into  the  state  of  Cowper^s  mind,  as  dis- 
playing  circumstances  that  have  never  occurred  before.  Awful  as  his  case  was,  and 
most  deeply  as  it  ever  must  be  deplored,  there  was  nothing  singular  in  the  dispensa- 
tion, unless  that  it  befel  one  of  more  than  common  powers  of  genius,  and  conse- 
quently  excited  more  genecal  sympathy,  Mr.  Hayley,  who  has  often  endeavoured  to 
reason  on  the  subject,  seems  to  resolve  it  at  last  into  a  bodily  disorder,  a  sort  of  scorbutic 
affection  which,  when  repelled,  brought  on  derangement  of  more  or  less  duration*  It 
appears  to  the  present  writer,  from  a  careful  perusal  of  that  instructive  piece  of  biography 
published  by  Mr.  Hayley,  that  Cowper,  from  his  infancy,  had  a  tendency  to  errations  of 
mind ;  and  without  admitting  this  fact  in  some  degree,  it  must  seem  extremely  improbable 
that  the  mere  dread  of  appearing  as  a  reader  in  the  house  of  lords  should  have  brought 
on  his  $rst  settled  fit  of  lunacy.  Much,  indeed,  has  been  said  of  his  uncommon  shyness 
and  diffidence,  and  more,  perhaps,  than  the  history  of  his  early  life  will  justify.  Shyness 
and  diffidence  are  common  to  all  young  persons  who  have  not  been  early  introduced 
into  company,  and  Cowper,  who  had  not,  perhaps,  that  advantage  at  home,  might  have 
continued  to  be  shy  when  other  boys  are  forward.  But  had  his  mind  been,  even  in 
this  early  period,  in  a  healthful  state,  he  must  have  gradually  assumed  the  free  mannen 
of  an  ingenuous  youth,  conscious  of  no  unusual  imperfection  that  should  keep  him 
back.  At  school,  we  are  told,  he  was  trampled  upon  by  ruder  boys  who  took  advao* 
tage  of  his  weakness,  yet  we  find  that  he  mixed  in  their  amusements,  which  mtrst  in 
some  degree  have  advanced  him  on  a  level  with  them :  and  what  is  yet  more  extra- 
ordinary, we  find  him  for  some  years  associating  with  men  of  more  gaiety  than  pure 
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monlily  adAits,  and  sportn^  with  the  utmMl  ibtmiti  and  tviidnest wMi  Thurlow  and 
others,  when  it  wai  natural  to  expect  that  he  would  have  beea>^1ad»t^  cdurt  solitude 
for  the  purposes  of  study^  as  wett  as  for  the  bidalganteof  his  habitual  sbjness,  if,  in- 
deed, at  this  period  it  was  to  habitual  as^we^alreiaoght  to  beheYe;    * 

Altfaongh,  therefore^  it  be  inconsistent  with  the  common  theories  of  mania,  to 
ascribe  his  first  attack  to  his  avernon  to  (he  situation  which  was  provided  for  Mm,  or 
to  the  operation  of  delicacy  or  sensibility  on  a  healthy  mind^  it  is  certain  that  at  that 
time,  and  when,  by  his  own  account,  he  was  an  entire  stranger  to  the  religious  system 
which  he  afterwards  adopted,  he  was  visited  by  the  first  attack  of  his  disorder,  which 
was  so  violent  and  of  such  a  length  as  to  put  an  end  to  all  prospect  of  advancement  in 
hk  profession.  It  is  particularly  incumbent  on  all  who  venerate  the  sound  and  amiable 
mind  of  Cowper,  the  clearness  of  hi^  understanding,  and  his  powers  of  reasoning,  to  no* 
t  ice  the  date  and  circumstances  of  this  first  attack,  because  it  has  been  the  practice  with 
sopetficidl  observers,  and  professed  infidels,  who  are  now  rumifng  down  all  the  impor- 
tant doctrines  of  revealed  religion  under  the  name  of  methodisiii,  to  ascribe  Cpwper^s 
malady  to  hisreligious  principles,  and  his  religious  principles  to  the  company  he  kept. 
But  important  as  it  may  be  to  repeLinsinuations  of  thb  kind,  it  is  become  less  necessary 
aiDcethe  publication  of  Mr.  Ha^fley's  Life,  which  afibrds  the  most  complete  vindication 
of  Mr.  Cowper^s  friends,  and  decidedly  proves  that  his  religious  system  was  no  more' 
cotmected  with  his  malady  than  with  his  literary  pursuits;  tlia(t  his  malady  continued 
to  retnm  without  any  impulse  from  either,  and  that  no  means  of  the  most  judicious 
kind  were  oipitted  by  hinuelf  or  his  friends  to  have  prevented  the  attack,  if  boman 
meaos  could  have  availed.  With  respect  to  his  friends,  there  can  be  nothing  con- 
ceived more  consolatory  to  him  who  wishes  to  cherish  ^  good  opinion  of  mankindt 
than  to  contemplate  Cowpcr  in  the  midst  of  those  friends,  men  and  women  ei^quisitely 
tender,  kind,  and  disinterested,  animated  by  the  most  pure  benevolence  towards  the 
helpless  and  interesting  sufferer,  enduring  cheerfully  every  species  of  fatigue  and  pri- 
vation, to  administer  the  least  comfort  to  him,  and  sensible  of  no  gratification  but  what 
arose  from  their  succes9.,ln  prolonging  and  gladdening  the  life  on  which  they  set  so 
high  a  value. 

To  add  much  to  this  sketch,  respecting  the  merit  of  Cowper  as  a  poet,  would  be 
superfluous.  AAer  passing  through  the  many  trials  which  criticism' has  instituted,  he 
remains,  b^  universal  acknowledgment,  one  of  the  first  poets  of  the  eighteenth  century. 
Even  without  awaiting  the  issue  of  sucli  trials,  he  attained  a  degree  of  popularity  which 
b  almost  without  a  precedent,  while  the  specie^  of  popularity  which  he  has  acquired  is 
yet  more  honourable  than  the  extent  of  it.  No  man's  works  ever  appeared  vith  less 
of  artificial  preparation ;  no  venal  herdlds  proclaimed  the  approach  of  a  new  poet,  nor 
toUi  the.  world  vi^hat  it  was  to  admire.  He  emerged  from  obscurity,  the  object  of  ao 
patronage,  and  the  adherent  of  no  party.  His  fame,  great  and  extensive  as  it  is,  arose 
from  gradual  cpoviction^  and  gratitude  for  pleasure  received.  The  genius,  tiie  scholar^ 
the  f:ritic,the  man  of  the  worlds  and  the  man  of  piety,  each  found  in  Cowpec's  works 
somethin|;  to  excite  their  surprize  and  their  admiration,  something  congenial  with  their 
hab|ts,an<|  feeling,  something  which  taste  readily  selected,  and  judgment,  d^dedly 
eoufycp^^.  Cowper  was  found  to  possess  that  combination  of  energies  ivvhich  narks 
tb«  <H>if)prebensive  mind  of  a  great,  and  inventive  genius,  and  to  furnish  e^^amples  of 
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the  svblime,  tlit  psitb«tie,  tb«  de«ciiptiv9»  tbe  aioii|)»  and  Ibe  satirical,  i^i 

that  notbing  leemed  b^ond  bis  grasp,  and  so  oi%iiial»  that  noibiiig  vemiiida  ns  of  any 

fonner  poet 

If  this  praise  be  adiiutted»  it  will  be  needless  to  inqnire  in  what  peculiar  chanM 
Cowper's  po^ms  consist,  or  why  he,  above  all  poets  of  recoit  tispiei^  has  bacoae  tbe 
uoiyeriial  favourite  of  bis  natioq.  Yet  as  be  appears  to  have  been  formed  not  qbIji 
to  betan  omameot  but  a  model  t^  bis  brethren,  it  nugr  not  be  useless  to  feniiid  thui, 
that  in  bim  the  virtues  of  the  mauaod  the  genius  of  the  poet  were  los^puabki  tfart 
in  every  thing  he  respected  the  highest  interests  of  human  kindt  ^  promotion  of  le- 
ligion,  morality,  apd  benevolence,  and  that  while  he  enchants  the  imaginatioa  by  tlis 
decorations  of  genuine  poetry,  and  even  condescends  to  trifle  with  moocent  gaie^,  Ini 
serious  purposes  are  all  of  the  noUer  kind.  He  secures  the  judgment  by  deptb  of  re- 
flection on  morals  and  manners,  and  by  a  vigour  of  sentiment,  and  a  knowla^ge  of 
human  nature,  such  as^eveiy  man's  taste  and  every  man's  eiperience  muct  confina. 
In  description,  whether  of  objects  of  nature^  or  of  artificial  society,  be  has  torn  equafa^ 
and  whether  he  passes  from  description  to  reasoning,  or  illustrates  the  one  by  the 
other,  he  has  found  the  happy  art  of  administering  to  the  picasuict  of  the  sasMea,  and 
those  of  the  intellect  with  equal  success*  But  what  adds  a  peculiar  cham  to  Cowper  h, 
that  his  language  is  every  where  the  hmguage  of  the  heart.  The  pathetic,  in  wh^  be 
aiLcels,  is  exclusively  consecrated  to  sulyeets  worthy  of  it  He  obtrudea  uooe  of  Umms 
assunied  feeUngs  by  which  some  have  obtained  the  cbaiacter  .of  iwotalt  tender,  ani 
sympathetic,  who  m  private  life  are  known  to  be  gross,  arifisb,  and  unfieeiiag.  la 
Cowper  we  have  every  where  thet  happineai  to  eonten^whte  not  only  the  asost  ftvounla 
pf  poets,  but  the  beat  of  men« 
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When  ali  antlior,  by  appesring  in  printy  nqiuiii  an  andiaoce  of  tbe  pnblic,  md  is  upon  the  prnnl 
of  fpeaking  Hmt  himself,  whoever  presumes  to  step  lelbre  |ilm  with  a  preftMoe,  aad  to  say,  "  Nay»  but 
hear  me  first,*'  shoald  have  something  worthy  of  attention  to  offer,  or  he  will  be  justly  deemed  offioioqa 
and  impertiDent  The  judicioiis  reader  has  probably,  upon  other  occasions,  been  beforehand  with  me  in 
this  reflection :  and  I  am  not  very  willing  it  shonld  now  be  applied  to  me,  bowerer  1  may  seem  to  ex- 
pose myself  to  the  danger  of  it.  Bnt  the  thought  of  having  my  own  name  perpetuated  in  connexion 
with  the  name  in  the  title  page  Is  so  pleasing  and  llatteriqg  to  the  feelings  of  my  heart,  that  I  am 
content  to  risk  something  fxr  the  gratification* 

This  preface  is  not  designed  to  conmieod  the  poems,  to  which  it  is  prefixed.  My  testimony  wonld 
be  insufficient  for  those,  who  are  not  qualified  to  judge  properly  for  themselves,  and  unnecessary  to 
those,  who  are.  Besides,  the  reasons,  which  render  it  improper  and  unseemly  for  a  man  to  celebrate 
his  own  performances,  or  those  of  his  nearest  relatives,  will  have  some  mfluence  in  suppressing  much  of 
what  he  might  otherwise  wish  to  say  in  foyonr  of  a  friend,  when  that  friend  is  indeed  an  alter  ttf«% 
and  exdtes  almost  the  same  emotions  of  sensibility  and  affection,  as  he  feels  for  himself. 

It  is  very  probable  these  poems  may  come  mto  the  hands  of  some  persom,  in  whom  the  sight  of  the 
author's  name  will  awaken  a  recollection  of  incidents  and  scenes,  which  through  length  of  time  they 
had  almost  forgotten.,  "Iliey  will  be  reminded  of  one,  vdho  was  once  the-  companion  of  their  chosen 
hours,  and  who  set  out  with  them  m  eariy  life  m  the  paths  which  lead  to  literary  honours,  to  influence 
and  aflSuenoe,  with  equal  prospects  of  success.  But  he  was  suddenly  and  powerfully  withdrawn  from 
those  pnrsnits,  and  he  left  them  without  regret ;  yet  not  till  he  had  suflkient  opportunity  of  oountii^ 
the  cottt,  and  of  knowing  ^  value  of  what  he  gave  up.  If  happiness  could  have  been  found  in 
classical  attainmenu,  in  an  elegant  taste,  in  the  exertions  of  wit,  fency,  and  genius,  and  in  the  esteem 
and  converse  of  such  persons,  as  in  these  respects  were  most  congenial  with  himself,  he  would  have 
been  bappy.  But  he  was  not — ^He  wondered  (as  thousands  in  a  similar  situation  still  do)  that  he  should 
oontinoe  dissatisfied,  with  all  the  means  apparently  eondacive  to  satisfaction  i^thin  his  reach— But  in 
due  time  the  nuse  of  his  disappointment  was  discovered  to  him — ^He  had  lived  without  God  in  the 
world.  In  a  memorable  hour  the  wisdom  whioh  is  from  above  visited  his  heart  llien  he  felt  himself  a 
wanderer,  and  then  he  found  a  guide.  Upon  this  change  of  views,  a  change  of  plan  and  oondnd 
followed  of  course.  When  he  saw' the  busy  and  the  gay  wodd  in  it's  true  light,  he  left  it  with  as  little 
reUictance  as  a  prisoner,  when  called  to  liberty,  leaves  his  dungeon.  N<it  that  he  became  a  Cynic  or 
•n  Ascetic — A  heart  filled  with  love  to  God  will  assuredly  breathe  benevolence  to  men.  But  the  turn 
of  his  temper  inclining  him  to  rural  life,  he  halnlged  it,  and  the  providence  of  God  evidently  preparing 
bis  vray  and  marking  out  his  retreat,  he  retired  mto  the  country.  By  these  steps  the  good  hand  of 
God,  Qoknown  to  me,  was  providing  for  me  one  of  the  principal  blessings  of  my  life ;  a  friend  and  a 
counsellor,  in  whose  company  for  almost  seven  years,  though  we  were  seldom  seven  successive  waking 
boura  separated,  I  always  found  new  pleasure.  A  friend  who  was  not  only  a  comfort  to  myself,  but  a 
;  to  the  affectionate  poor  people^  anong  whom  I  than  lived. 
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Some  time  after  inclinatioii  had  thiu  removed  him  from  the  harry  and  baalk  d  life,  he  was  atlD 
more  secloded  by  a  long  indiipositioii,  and  my  pleasure  was  sucoeeded  by  a  proportjooabk  degree  of 
aDiiety  and  concern.  But  a  hope,  that  the  God  whom  be  served  woo&d  support  him  under  his  affliction, 
and  at  length  vouchsafe  him  a  happy  deliverance,  never  forsook  me.  The  desirable  crisis,  I  trust,  a 
DOW  nearly  approaching.  The  dawn,  the  presage  of  returning  day,  is  already  arrived.  He  is  agaia 
enabled  to  resume  his  pen,  and  some  of  the  first  fruits  of  his  recovery  are  here  presented  to  the  pabtic 
In  bis  principal  subjects  the  same  acumen,  which  distinguished  him  in  the  early  period  of  life,  a 
happily  employed  in  illustrating  and  enforcing  thcttraths,  of  which  he  received  such  deep  and  vn. 
alterable  impressions  in  his  maturer  years.  Ills  satire,  if  it  may  be  called  so,  is  benevolent,  (like  tlit 
operations  of  the  skilful  and  humane  surgeon,  who  wounds  only  to  heal)  dictated  by  a  just  regaid  fcr 
the  honour  of  God,  and  indignant  grief  excited  by  the  profligacy  of  the  age»  and  a  tender  comptsaoo 
for  the  souls  of  men. 

His  favourite  topics  are  least  insisted  on  in  the  piece  entitled  Table  Talk  ;  which  therefore,  witk 
•ome  regard  to  the  prevailing  taste,  and  that  those,  who  are  governed  by  it,  may  not  be  disooaraged  tt 
the  very  threshold  from  proceeding  farther,  is  placed  first  In  most  of  tiie  laige  Poems  wlucfa  follov, 
bis  leading  design  is  more  explicitly  avowed  and  pursued.  He  aims  to  conununicate  his  own  percep- 
tions of  the  truth,  beauty,  and  influence  of  the  religion  of  the  Bible — A  religion,  which,  however  d»- 
credited  by  the  misconduct  of  many,  who  have  not  renounced  the  Christian  name,  proves  itself,  vbco 
rightly  understood,  and  cordially  embraced,  to  be  the  gprand  desideratum,  which  alone  can  leiieve  tk 
mind  of  a  man  from  painful  and  unavoidable  anxieties,  inspire  it  with  stable  peace  and  solid  hope, 
and  furnish  those  motives  and  prospects,  which,  in  the  present  state  of  things,  are  aheolutely  necessary 
to  produce  a  conduct  worthy  of  a  rational  oreiture,  distinguished  by  a  vastness  of  capacity,  which  ■ 
assemblage  of  earthly  good  can  satisfy,  and  by  a  principle  and  preintimation  of  immortality. 

At  a  time  when  hypothesis  and  conjecture  in  philosophy  are  so  justly  exploded,  and  Gttle  is  ooa- 
tldered  as  deserving  thevame  of  knowledge,  which  will  not  stand  the  test  of  experiment,  the  very  w 
of  the  term  experimental,  in  religious  concernments,  is  by  too  many  unhappily  rejected  with  disgust. 
But  we  well  know,  that  they,  who  affect  to  despise  the  inward  feelings,  which  religious  persons  speak  o^ 
and  to  treat  them  as  enthusiasm  and  folly,  have  inward  feelings  of  their  own,  which,  though  tef 
would,  they  cannot  suppress.  We  have  been  too  long  in  the  secret  ourselves,  to  accoont  the  prad, 
the  ambitious,  or  the  voluptuous,  happy.  We  must  lose  the  remembrance  of  what  we  once  were, 
before  we  can  believe,  that  a  man  is  satisfied  with  himself,  merely  because  he  endeavours  to  appear  sa 
A  smile  upon  the  face  is  often  but  a  mask  worn  occasionally  and  in  company,  to  prevent,  if  possible,  a 
mupicion  of  what  at  the  same  time  is  passing  in  the  haart.  We  know  that  there  are  people,  vl» 
seldom  smile  when  they  are  alone,  who  therefore  are  glad  to  hide  themselves  in  a  throng  from  tbe 
violence  of  their  own  reflections  ;  and  who,  while  by  their  looks  and  their  language  they  wish  to  per- 
suade us  they  are  happy,  would  be  glad  to  change  their  conditions  with  a  dog.  But  in  defianoe  rf  sil 
their  efforts  they  continup  to  think,  forebode,  and  tremble.  This  we  know,  for  it  has  been  mir  en 
state,  and  therefore  we  know  how  to  commi^rate  it  in  othcre. — ^From  this  state  the  Bible  relieved  os- 
When  we  were  led  to  read  it  with  attention,  we  found  ourselves  described. — ^We  learnt  the  causes c' 
our  mquietude — ^we  were  directed  to  a  method  of  relief— we  tried,  and  we  were  not  disappointed. 

Deus  nobis  hssc  otia  fecit. 

We  are  nofw  certain,  that  the  gospel  of  Christ  is  the  power  of  God  unto  salvalSon  tp  every  W  thit 
believeth.  It  has  reconciled  us  to  God,  and  to  ourselves,  to  our  dniy,  and  ouc  aituatitn.  Itiitbe 
balm  and  cordial  of  the  present  life,  and  a  sovereign  antidote  against  the  fbar  df^dnath;       <i    ' 

Sed  hactenttshac.  Some  smaller  pieces  upon  less  important  subjects  close  thevolbm^.'  NdtbM 
of  them,  I  believe,  wis  written  with  a  view  to  publicationi  but  I  was  nnwiHing  tl^'shoidd  be  omitted. 


Charles  Square,  Hoxton, 

February  18,  1182. 
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TABLE  TALK. 


Si  te  fort^  mes  grayis  aret  sarcina  chartse, 
Al^icito.  Hor.  Lib.  i.  Epist  13. 


A.  I OU  told  me»  I  remember,  "  Glory,  built 
3a  selfish  pri]x:iples,  is  thame  and  guilt ; 
rbe  deeds,  that  men  admire  as  half  divine, 
Wk  oaaght,  because  corrupt  in  their  deaif^." 
itnnge  doolrine  this  I  that  without  scruple  tears 
Hk  taiuel,  that  the  very  lightniBg  spwres^ 
kin^  down  the  warrior's  tn^hy  to  the  dust, 
iod  eats  into  his  bloody  sword  like  rust 

1.  I  gnm  that,  men  continuiag  what  they  are, 
rwri^,  avmricbus,  proud,  there  must  be  war. 
m  oever  meant  the  rule  siiould  be  applied 
fu  hiiu,  that  lights  with  justice  on  his  sjde. 

Ltt  laurels,  drench'd  in  pure  Parnassian  dews^ 
lewatd  his  mem'ry,  dear  to  ev*ry  Muse, 
^hoy  mink  a  courage  of  unshaken  root, 
B  htiuour*s  field  advancing  bis  firm  foot, 
^laots  It  upon  the  line  that  Justice  draws, 
Uhl  vi(l  prevail  or  peribh  in  her  cause.  . 
r»  to  nio  virtues  of  such  men,  man  owes 
&  portiun  hi  the  good,  tiiat  Heaven  bestows. 
|od  vhen  recording  History  displays 
'caUof  renown,  though  wroogbt  in  ancient  days, 
lelU  of  a  few  stout  hearts,  that  fought  and  died, 
^'brrc  duty  placed  them,^  at  their  country's  side ; 
"be  man.  that  is  not  mov'd  with  what  he  reads, 
^at  tak#s  not)  fife  art  their  heroic  deeds, 
Javurthy  of  the  blessings  of  the  biavie, 
t  Uae  jn  kind,  and  hpin  to  be  a  slave. 

Cut  let  etmuU  iofaoiy  pursue 
V  wretch  to  nought  but  bis  ambition  true, 
^^,  for  the  sake  of  filling  with  one  blast 
Ik  post^homs  of  all  Europe,  lays  her  waste, 
^ok  yourself  stAtion*d  on  a  tow'ring  rock, 
oiieea  ptople  sratter'd  like  a  flock, 
ume  toyal  mastiff  panting  at  their  heels, 
^'ith  all  the  savage  thirst  a  tiger  feels ; 
^Q  view  himself- prodaim'd  in  a  gazette 
hief  monster  that  baa  |ilaga'd  jthe  natiMis  yet. 


The  globe  and  soeptre  in  ineh  hands  misplae'd^ 
Tho»e  ensigns  of  dominion,  bow  disgraced  ! 
The  glass,  that  bids  man  mark  the  fleetinfp  hour. 
And  Heath's  own  sithe  would  belter  speak  his  pow'r; 
Then  grace  the  bony  phantom  in  their  stead 
With  the  king's  shoolderknot  and  gay  cockade; 
Clothe  the  twin  brethren  in  each  other's  dress. 
The  same  their  occupation  and  success. 

A.  'Tis  your  belief  the  world  was  made  for  man; 
Rings  do  but  reason  on  the  seHsaniA  plan  : 
Maintaining  yours,  yon  cannot  theirs  condemn. 
Who  think,  or  seem  to  think,  man  made  for  thenu  ~ 

B.  Seldom,  alas !  the  pow'r  of  logk:  reigns 
With  much  solBciency  in  royal  brains; 
Such  reas'ning  falls  like  an  ioverted  cone. 
Wanting  it's  proper  base  to  btand  upon. 

Man  made  for  kings  !  those  optics  are  but  dim. 
That  tell  yon  so— say,  rather,  they  for  him. 
That  were  indeed  a  king-ennobling  thought, 
Could  they,  or  would  they,  reason  as  tliey  ought 
The  diadem,  with  mighty  projects  I in*d 
To  catch  renown  by  ruining  mankind, 
Is  wort^i,  with  all  it's  gold  and  glitt*ring  store. 
Just  what  the  toy  will  sell  for,  and  no  more. 

Oh  !  bright  occasions  of  dispensing  good. 
How  seldom  us'd,  how  little  understood  ! 
To  pour  in  Virtue's  lap  her  just  reward ; 
Keep  Vice  restrain'd  behind  a  double  guard ; 
r^o  quell  the  faction, -that  affronts  the  throne. 
By  silent  magnauimity  alone ; 
To  nurse  with  tender  care  the  thriving  arts ; 
Watch  ev'ry  beam  Philosophy  imparts ; 
To  give  Religion  her  uo6ridl'd  scope, 
l^or  judge  by  sutute  a  believer's  hope; 
With  close  fidelity  and  love  unfeign'd 
To  keep  the  matrimonial  bond  unstaia'd  ; 
CoretQus  only  of  a  virtuous  praise  ; 
His  life  a  lesson  to  the  land  he  sways; 
To  touch  the  sword  with  conscientious  awe. 
Nor  draw  it  but  when  duty  bids  him  draw ; 
To  sheath  it  in  the  peace-restoring  cloea 
With  joy  beyond  what  victory  bestows  f 
Blest  country,  where  these  kingly  gJories  shine  ! 
Blest  England,  if  this  happiness  be  thine  1 

A.  Guard  what  yon  say ;  the  patriotic  tribe 
Will  sneer  and  charge  you  with  a  bribe.*—!.  A  bribe? 
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The  worth  of  his  three  kingdomt  I  defy^ 
To  lure  me  to  the  baseness  of  a  lie : 
And,  of  all  Hes,  (be  that  one  poet's  boost) 
The  lie  that  flatters  I  abhor  the  most. 
Those  arts  be  theirs,  who  hate  his  gentle  reign, 
But  he  that  loves  him  has  no  need  to  feign. 

A.  Your  smooth  eulogium  to  one  crown  addreit'd. 
Seems  to  imply  a  censure  on  the  rest. 

a.  Quevedo,  as  he  tells  his  sober  tale, 
Ask'd,  when  in  Hell,  to  see  the  royal  jail ; 
Approved  their  method  in  all  other  things : 
"  Bot  where,  good  sir,  do  you  confine  your  kingB  ?  *' 
"  There,"  said  his  guide,  '*  the  group  is  full  in  view,*' 
•<  Indeed  ?'*  replied  the  don,  "  there  are  but  few.*' 
His  black  interpreter  the  charge  disdained —     ,  ^ 
««  Few,  fellow  ?— there  are  all  that  ever  fefgn'd." 
Wit,  undistingnishing,  i^  apt  to  strike 
The  guilty  and  not  guilty  both  alike : 
I  grant  the  sarcasm  is  too  severe. 
And  we  can  readily  refute  it  here ; 
While  Alfred's  name,  the  father  <^  his  age. 
And  the  Sixth  Edward's  grace  th'  historic  page. 

A.  Kings  then  at  last  have  but  the  lot  of  all : 
By  their  own  cooduct  they  must  stand  or  falL 

.  I.  True.  While  they  live,  the  oonrtly  laureat  pays 
His  qaitrent  ode,  his  peppercorn  of  praise; 
And  many  a  dunce,  whose  fingan  itck  to  write. 
Adds,  as  he  can,  his  tributary  mite: 
A  subject's  faults  a  sulgect  may  proclaim, 
A  monarch's  errours  are  forbidden  game  ! 
Thus  free  from  censure,  overaw'd  by  feav. 
And  praised  for  virtues,  that  they  soom  to  wear, 
The  fleeting  forms  of  majesty  engage 
Bespect,  while  stalking  o'er  life's  narrow  sti^; 
Then  leai'e  their  crimes  for  history  to  scan, 
And  ask  with  busy  scorn,  «  Was  this  the  buui  ?" 

I  pity  kings,  whom  Worship  waits  npoa 
Obsequious  from  the  cradle  to  the  throne  ; 
Before  whose  infont  eyes  the  flatt'rer  bows. 
And  binds  a  wreath  about  their  baby  brows; 
Whom  EduoatioD  stifiiens  into  state. 
And  Death  awakens  from  tiiat  dream  too  late. 
Oh  !  if  Servility  with  supple  knees, 
Whose  trade  ii  is  to  smile,  to  crouch,  to  pleaae ; 
If  smooth  Dissimulation,  drili'd  to  gmce 
A  devil's  purpose  with  an  angel's  fece; 
If  smiling  peerenes,  and  simp'ring  peen. 
Encompassing  his  throne  a  few  short  yean  ; 
If  the  gilt  carriage  and  the  pamper'd  steed. 
That  wants  no  driving,  and  disdains  the  lestd  ^ 
If  guards,  meobanically  form'd  in  ranks, 
Flaying,  at  beatof  dmm,  their  martial  pranka, 
Should'riog  and  standing  as  if  stodc  to  stone. 
While  condescending  majesty  looks  en  $ 
If  monarchy  consist  in'soch  base  things. 
Sighing,  I  say  agaiu,  *<  I  pity  kings  !" 

To  t>e  suspected,  thwarted,  and  withstood, 
Ev'n  when  he  labours  for  his  country's  good  $ 
To  see  a  band,  cat  I'd  patriot  for  no  cause, 
Bot  that  they  catch  at  popular  applause. 
Careless  of  all  4h'  anxiety  he  feels. 
Hook  disappointment  on  the  public  wheels ; 
With  all  tbeir  flippant  fluency  of  tongue, 
Most  confident,  when  palpably  most  wrong  ; 
If  this  be  kingly,  then  ferewell  for  nfe 
-  All  kingship;  and  may  I  be  poor  and  free  1 

To  be  the  Table  Talk  of  clubs  np  sUirs, 
To  which  th'  unwash'd  artificer  repairs, 
T  indulge  his  genius  after  long  fotigne. 
By  diving  into  cabinet  intrigue  j 


(For  what  kings  deem  a  toil,  at  wdl  they  my, 
To  him  is  relasation  and  mere  play) 
To  win  no  praise  when  weU-vrooght  plans  pienil, 
But  to  be  rudely  censur'd  when  they  foil ; 
To  doubt  the  love  his  fiiv'rites  may  prstnd, 
And  in  reality  to  find  no  firiend ; 
If  he  bdnlge  a  cultivated  taste. 
His  gall'ries  with  the  works  of  art  well  grseU, 
To  hear  it  cali'd  extravagance  ttod  weste  ; 
If  these  attendants,  and  tf  such  as  these. 
Must  follow  royalty,  then  welcome  ease; 
However  humble  and  confined  the  sphere, 
Happy  the  state,  that  has  not  these  to  fesr.  [d«dt 

A.  Thus  men,  whose  thoughts  oootempbtiTehaTt 
On  situations,  that  they  never  feh. 
Start  up  sagacioot,  co^erM  With  the  dost 
Of  dreaming  study  and  pedantic  roit. 
And  prate  and  preach  about  what  others  prove. 
As  if  the  world  and  they  were  hand  and  ghm. 
Leave  kingly  backs  to  cope  with  kmgly  csrei; 
They  have  their  wei^t  to  carry,  subjects  than ; 
Poets,  of  all  inen,  ever  least  regret 
Increasing  taxes  and  the  natioo's  debt. 
Coald  you  contrive  the  payment,  and  rehesiss 
The  mighty  plan,  oracular,  in  verse. 
No  bard,  howe'er  majestic,  tfiA  or  new. 
Should  claim  my  fix*d  atleotioD  owre  than  70^ 

a.  Not  Brindley  aor  Bridgewater  would  efla| 
To  turn  the  cobrse  of  Helicon  that  way ; 
Nor  would  the  Nine  consent  the  sacred  tide 
Should  purl  amidst  the  traific  of  Cheapside, 
Or  tinkle  in  'Change  Afte^,  to  amns«r 
The  leathern  ears  of  stock)<ihber8  and  Jinn. 

A.  Vouchsafe,  at  least,  to  pitch  th^keyafAjS' 
To  themes  more  pertinent,  ifleas  sabUoie. 
When  nffniflters  and  uAiisterial  arts ; 
Patriots,  who  love  goed  places  at  ch^  heafts; 
When  admirals,  extpH'd  for  standing  still, 

Or  doing  nothing  with  a  deal  of  skiH; 
Geo*ral^  whd  ^tm  nt*  conqoer  when  they  iibt> 
Firm  frietids  to  peace,  to  pleasnns,  and  good  psy ; 
When  Freedom,  wounded  almost  te  denoir, 
Though  DIfcontent  alone  can  find  out  wbeie; 
When  themes  Kke  these  emptoy  the  poet's  toas«i 
I  hear  as  mote  as  if  a  syren  snng. 
Or  tell  me,  if  you  can,  what  poiPr  maliitams 
A  Briton's  scorn  of  arbttrafy  chains : 
That  were  a  theme  might  animate  the  dead, 
And  move  the  lips  of  poets  cast  in  lead.        [d^ 

B.  The  cause,  tbo'  worth  the  tfearcb,  aaf  ^ 
Coqiecture  and  rematk,  however  Shrevd. 
They  take  perhapa  a  welUlErected  aim. 

Who  seek  it  m  \m  climate  and  his  frsme, 
Lib'ral  in  aH  tldngs  ebe,  yet  Nature  here 
With  stem  severity  deals  out  the  year. 
Winter  invades  the  spring,  and  pfteo  poors 
A  chilling  flood  on  sommer^a  drooping  floa^f ; 
Unwelcome  vapCtirs  quench  autumoal  besini, 
Ungenial  blasts  attending  cut!  the  streams: 
The  peasants  urge  tbeir  harreat,  ply  the  fork 
With  double  toil,  and  shiver  at  their  work; 
Thus  with  a  rigotfr,  for  his  good  dedgn'd, 
She  rean  her  foT'rite  mmi  of  all  manfthid. 
His  form  robntt  and  of  eidktic  tone, 
Propoition'd  well,  hsAf  moscle  and  half  boee^ 
Supplies  witii  wmm  activity  and  force 
A  mind  well-loHg'd,  and  maKurineof  coone. 
Hence  Liberty,  sweet  Liberty  Inspires 
And  keepe  iKtt^  his  ileroe  hot  noble  fires. 
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VtHkni  of  ooostituiioiiftl  eonlrot. 
He  bean  it  with  meek  manlinets  of  soul } 
But  if  Authority  gnnr  wanton,  woe 
To  bim  that  treads  upon  his  fi-ee-born  toe ; 
One  step  beyond  the  boundary  of  the  laws 
Fires  hitn  at  once  in  Fineedoin's  glorious  cause. 
Thus  proud  PrerogatiTe,  not  much  reTer'd, 
Is  seldom  felt,  though  sometimes  seeo  and  heard, 
And  in  his  cage,  like  parrot  fine  and  gay. 
Is  kept  to  strut,  look  big,  and  talk  away. 
Bom  in  a  climate  softer  fer  than  oun. 
Not  formM  like  us,  with  such  Herculean  pow'ri, 
The  FrtBchman,  easy,  debonair,  and  brisk, 
Give  him  his  lasi,  his  fiddle,  and  his  frisk. 
Is  always  happy,  reign  whoever  may. 
And  laughs  the  sense  of  mis'ry  &r  away. 
He  drinks  his  simple  bev'rage  with  a  gust ; 
And.  feasting  on  an  onion  and  a  crust. 
We  never  feel  the  alacritv  and  joy, 
,     With  which  be  shouts  and  carols  Vive  le  Hoy, 
Fill*d  with  as  much  true  merriment  and  glee. 
As  if  he  heard  his  king  say — «  Slave,  be  free.'' 

Thus  happineas  depends,  as  Nature  shows. 
Less  on  exterior  things  than  most  suppose. 
Vigilant  over  all  that  he  has  made, 
>  Kind  Providence  attends  with  gracious  aid  { 

Bids  equity  throughout  his  works  prevail, 
,    And  weighs  the  nations  m  an  even  scale  ; 
He  can  encourage  Slav'ry  to  a  smile. 
And  fill  with  discontent  a  British  isle. 
I        A.  Freeman  and  slave  then,  if  the  case  be  such. 
Stand  oil  a  level ;  and  yoa  prove  too  much : 
If  all  men  indiscriminately  share 
His  festering  power  and  tutelary  care. 
As  well  be  yok*d  by  Despotism's  hand. 
As  dwell  at  targe  in  Britain's  chartar'd  land. 

a.  No.  Freedom  has  a  thousand  ehaross  to  show, 
That  slaves,  howe'er  contented,  never  kaow. 
The  mind  attahis  beneath  her  happy  reign 
The  growth,  that  Nature  meant  she  should  attain; 
The  varied  fields  of  science,  ever  new. 
Opening  and  wider  op'ning  on  her  view. 
She  ventures  onward  with  a  prosperous  force. 
While  no  base  fear  impedes  her  in  her  course. 
Religion,  richest  favour  of  the  skies, 
SUnds.moft  reveaPd  before  the  freeman's  eyes  j 
No  shacles  of  superstition  blot  the  day, 
Liberty^  chases  all  that  gloom  away ; 
Tbe  soul  emancipated,  unoppress*d, 
Frea  to  prove  all  things  and  hold  fast  the  be^ 
Ijeanis  mueb ;  and  to  a  thousand  listening  minds 
C6aiin«ntcates  with  joy  the  good  she  finds : 
Courage  in  arms,  and  ever  prompt  to  show 
His  manly  forehead  to  the  fiercest  fee ; 
Oloriooa  in  war,  hot  for  the  sake  of  peace, 
His  spirita  rising  as  bis  toils  iocrease, 
Guards  well  what  arts  and  industry  have  wod. 
And  Freedom  claims  him  for  her  first>bom  son. 
Slaves  fight  for  what  were  better  castaway-* 
llie  cbaio  that  binds  them,  and  a  tyrant's  sway; 
But  they,  that  fight  fer  freedom,  undertake 
The  noblesr  caase  mankind  can  have  at  stake : — 
Religion,,  virtue,  truth »  whatever  we  call 
A  bleftsinjr — freedom  is  the  pledge  of  all.        .   ' 
O   Lit>erty!  the  prk'neHt  pleasing  dream. 
The  poet's  mnse,  his  passion^  and  his  theme; 
ncnina  is  thine,  and  than  art  Faacy^s  nurse  ; 
VoBi  without  thee  th*  ennobling  petr*is  of  verse ; 


Heroic  song  from  thy  free  touch  acquires 

It's  clearest  tone,  the  rapture  it  inspires : 

Place  me  where  Winter  breathes  his  keenest  air. 

And  I  will  sing,  if  Liberty  be  there ; 

And  I  will  sing  at  Liberty's  dear  feet. 

In  Afric's  torrid  clime,  or  India's  fiercest  heat 

A.  Sing  where  you  please;  in  such  a  cause  I  grant 
An  English  poet's  privilege  to  rant : 

But  IS  not  Freedom — at  least  is  not  ours 
Too  apt  to  play  the  wanton  with  her  pow'rs. 
Grow  feeakuh,  and,  overleaping  ev'ry  mound, 
Spread  anarchy  and  terrour  all  around  ? 

B.  Agreed.    But  would  you  sell  or  slay  your  horse 
For  bounding  and  curvetting  in  his  course  ? 

Or  if,  when  ridden  with  a  careless  rein. 
He  break  away,  and  seek  the  distant  plain  ? 
No.    His  high  mettle,  under  good  control,     [goal. 
Gives  him  Olympic  speed,  and  shoots  him  to  the 

Let  Discipline  employ  her  wholesome  arts; 
Let  magistrates  alert  perform  their  parts. 
Not  skulk  or  put  on  a  prudential  mask. 
As  if  their  duty  were  a  desp'rate  task ; 
Let  active  Laws  apply  the  needful  curb. 
To  guard  the  Peace,  that  Riot  would  disturb  } 
And  Liberty,  preserved  from  wild  excess. 
Shall  raise  no  feuds  for  armies  te  suppress. 
When  Tumult  lately  burst  (lis  prison  door. 
And  set  plebeian  thousands  in  a  roar ; 
When  he  usurp'd  Authority's  just  place, 
And  dar'd  to  look  his  master  in  the  face ; 
When  the  rude  rabble's  watchword  was---destroy. 
And  blazing  London  seemed  a  second  Troy ; 
Liberty  blush'd,  and  hung  her  drooping  head. 
Beheld  their  progress  with  the  deepest  dr^d  ; 
Blush'd,  that  efiects  like  thes^  she  should  produce, 
Worse  than  the  deeds  oif  galley-slaves  broke  loose. 
She  loses  in  such  storms  her  very  name. 
And  fierce  Licentiousness  should  bear  the  blame. 

Incomparable  gem  !  thy  worth  untold ;     [sold  ; 
Cheap  tho'  blood -bought,  and  thrown  away  when, 
May  no  fees  ravish  thee,  and  no  felse  friend 
Betray  thee,  while  proflnsing  to  defend ! 
Prize  it,  ye  ministers;  ye  mooarohs,  spare; 
Ye  patriots,  guard  it  with  a  miser's  oare; 

A.  Patriots,  alas !  the  few  that  have  been  founds 
Where  most  they  flourish,  upon  English  ground. 
The  country's  need  have  scantily  supplied. 

And  the  last  left  tbe  scene,  when  Chatham  died. 

B.  Not  to — the  virtue  still  adorns  our  age. 
Though  the  chief  actor  died  upon  the  stage* 
In  him  Demosthenes  was  heaid  again ; 
Liberty  taught  him  her  Athenian  strain; 
She  cloth  d  him  with  authority  and  awe. 
Spoke  from  his  lips,  and  in  his  looks  gave  law. 
His  speech,  his  fmrm,  his  action,  full  of  grace. 
And  all  his  country  beaming  in  his  fece. 

He  stood,  as  some  inimitable  hand 
Would  strive  to  make  a  Paul  or  Tully  stand. 
No  sycophant  nr  slave,  that  dar'd  oppose 
Her  sacred  cause,  but  trembled  when  he  roM  ; 
And  ev'ry  venal  stickler  f«ir  the  yoke 
Felt  himself  crush'd  at  the  first  word  he  spoke. 
Such  men  are  rais'd  to  station  and  command. 
When  Providence  means  mercy  to  a  land. 
He  speaks,  and  they  appear;  to  him  they  owe 
Skill  to  direct,  and  strength  to  strike  the  blow  ; 
To  manage  with  address,  to  seize  with  pow/r 
The  crisis  of  a  dark  dteisive  hour. 
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So  Gideon  eaniM  a  victory  not  his  own ; 
Subsen-ieocy  his  praise,  and  that  atone. 

Poor  England !  thou  art  a  devoted  deer. 
Beset  with  evVy  ill  but  that  of  fear. 
The  nations  hunt ;  all  mark  thee  for  a  prey ; 
They  swarm  around  thee,  and  thou  stand'st  at  bay, 
Undaunted  still,  though  wearied  and  perpl^'d. 
Once  Chatham  sav'd  thee :  but  who  saves  thee  ntoA  ? 
Alas  !  the  tide  of  pleasure  sweeps  along 
All  that  should  be  the  boast  of  British  song. 
*Tis  not  the  wreath,  that  once  adom'd  thy  brow. 
The  prize  of  happier  tim«8,  will  serve  thee  now. 
Our  ancestry,  a  gallant,  christian  race, 
Patterns  of  ev*ry  virtue,  ev'ry  grace. 
Confessed  a  God  ;   they  kneePd  before  they  fought. 
And  praisVl  him  in  the  victories  he  wrought. 
Now  from  the  dust  of  ancient  days  bring  forth 
Their  sober  zeal,  integrity,  and  worth  ; 
Conrage  ungrac'd  by  these,  affronts  the  skies. 
Is  but  the  fire  without  the  sacrifice. 
The  stream,  that  feeds  the  wcllspring  of  the  heart. 
Not  more  invigorates  life's  noblest  part, 
Than  Virtue  quickens  with  a  warmth  divine 
The  powers,  that  Sin  has  brought  to  a  decline. 

A.  Th*  inestimable  Estimate  of  Brown 
Rose  like  a  paper- kite,  and  charmed  the  town  ; 
But  measures  plannM  and  executed  well. 
Shifted  the  wind  that  raised  it,  and  it  fell. 

He  trod  the  very  self- same  ground  you  tread. 
And  Victory  refuted  all  he  said. 

B.  And  yet  his  judgment  was  not  fram*d  amiss; 
It's  errour,  if  it  crr'd,  was  merely  this — 

He  thought  the  dying  hour  already  come. 
And  a  complete  recov'ry  struck  him  dumb. 

But  that  effeminacy,  folly,  lust. 
Enervate  and  enfeeble,  and  needs  mast ; 
And  that  a  nation  shamefully  debas'd, 
Will  be  despis'd  and  trampled  on  at  last. 
Unless  sweet  Penitence  her  powers  renew ; 
Is  truth,  if  history  itself  be  true. 
7%ere  is  a  time,  and  Justice  marks  the  date* 
For  long-forbearing  Clemency  to  wait; 
That  hour  elaps'd,  th*  incurable  revolt 
Is  punish 'd,  and  down  comes  th&  thunderbolt 
If  Mercy  then  put  by  the  threatening  blow 
Must  she  perform  the  same  kind  office  notr  * 
May  she  !  and,  if  offended  Heav'n  be  still 
Accessible,  and  prayV  prevail,  she  will. 
»Tis  not,  however,  insolence  and  noise,  ^         ' 

The  tempest  of  tumultuary  joys. 
Nor  is  it  yet  despondence  and  dismay 
Will  win  her  visits  or  engage  her  stay ; 
Pray'r  only,  and  the  penitential  tear. 
Can  call  her  smiling  down,  and  fix  her  here. 

But  when  a  country  (one  that  I  could  name) 
In'prostitntion  sinks  the  sense  of  shame ; 
When  hifamons  Venality,  grown  bold. 
Writes  on  his  bosom,  to  he  let  or  sold  ; 
When  Peijury,  that  Hcav'n-defying  vice, 
Sells  oaths  by  tale,  and  at  the  lowest  price. 
Stamps  God's  own  name  upon  a  lie  just  made. 
To  .turn  a  penny  In  the  way  of  trade ; 
When  Av'rice  starves  (and  never  hides  his  fiu») 
Two  or  three  millions  of  the  human  race. 
And  not  a  tongue  inquires,  how,  where,  or  when, 
Tliough  conscience  will  have  twinges  n«w  and  then ; 
YfhtVL  profanation  of  the  sacred  cause 
In  all  it*€  parts,  times,  ministry,  and  laws. 


Bespeaks  a  land,  once  christian,  fall'n,  and  kit, 
In  all,  that  wars  against  that  title  most; 
What  follows  next  let  cities  of  great  name. 
And  regions  long  since  desolate  proclaim. 
Nineveh,  Babylon,  and  ancient  Rome, 
Speak  to  the  present  times,  and  times  to  come; 
They  cry  aloud  in  ev'ry  careless  ear, 
"  Stop,  while  ye  may;  suspend  your  mad  career  j 
O  learn  from  our  example  and  our  fate, 
Learn  wisdom  and  repentance  ere  too  late.* 
.  Not  only  Vice  disposes  and  prepcues 
The  Mind,  that  slumbers  sweetly  in  her  snsiei^ 
To  stoop  to  Tyranny's  usurp'd  command. 
And  bend  her  polish'd  neck  beneath  his  hsod, 
(A  dire  effect,  by  one  of  Nature's  laws 
Unchangeably  connected  with  it's  cause ;) 
But  Providence  himself  will  intervene. 
To  throw  his  dark  displeasure  o'er  the  scene. 
All -are  his  instruments;  each  form  of  war. 
What  bums  at  home,  or  threatens  from  afikr, 
Nature  in  arms,  her  elements  at  strife. 
The  storms,  that  overset  the  joys  of  life, 
Are  but  his  rods  to  scourge  a  guilty  land, 
And  waste  it  at  the  bidding  of  his  hand. 
He  gives  the  word,  and  Mutiny  soon  roais 
In  all  her  gates,  and  shakes  her  distant  shores; 
The  standards  fk  all  nations  are  unfurPd ; 
She  has  one  foe,  and  that  one  foe  the  worid. 
And,  if  he  doom  that  people  with  a  frown, 
And  mark  them  with  a  seal  of  wrath  press'd  don, 
Obduracy  takes  place ;  callous  and  tough, 
The  reprobated  race  grows  judgment  proof: 
Earth  shakes  beneath  them,  and  Heav'n  roarsabore; 
But  nothing  scares  them  from  the  course  they  lore- 
To  the  lascivious  pipe  and  wanton  song. 
That  charm  down  foar,  they  fn>1rc  it  along. 
With  mad  rapidity  and  unconcern, 
Down  to  the  gulf,  from  which  is  no  return. 
They  trust  in  navies,  and  their  navies  fisil — 
God's  curse  can  cast  away  ten  thousand  sail ! 
They  trust  in  armies,  and  their  courage  dies ; 
In  wisdom,  wealth,  in  fortune,  and  in  lies; 
But  all  they  trust  in  withers,  as  it  must. 
When  He  commands,  in  whom  they  place  no  tnst. 
Vengeance  at  last  pours  down  upon  their  coast 
A  long  despis'd,  but  now  victorious,  host; 
Tyranny  sends  the  chain,  that  must  abridge 
The  noble  sweep  of  all  their  privilege; 
Gives  liberty  the  last,  the  mortal  shock : 
Slips  the  slave's  collar  on,  and  snaps  the  kKk. 

A.  Such  lofty  strains  embellish  what  you  teach, 
Mean  you  to  prophesy, ^r  but  to  preaeh  ? 

B.  I  know  tiie  mind,  that  feels  indeed  the  fire 
The  Mose  imparts,  and  can  command  the  lyre, 
Acts  with  a  force,  and  kindles  with  a  zeal, 
Wbaie'er  the  theme,  that  others  never  feet. 

If  hum^n  woes  her  soft  attention  claim, 

A  tender  sympathy  pervades  the  finame» 

She  pours  a  sensibility  divine 

Along  the  nerve  of  ev'ry  feeling  Une. 

But  if  a  deed  not  tamely  to  be  borne 

Fire  Indignatkm  and  a  seose  of  scorn. 

The  strings  are  svvept  with  such  a  powT,  to  lend. 

The  storm  of  music  shakes  th'  asUmisfa^d  crowd. 

So,  when  remote  fntority  is  brooi^t 

Before  the  keen  enquiry  of  her  thought, 

A  terrible  sagacity  mforms 

The  poet's  heart;  be  looks  to  distant  i 
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He  bean  the  thooder  ere  the  tempest  low'n  ; 
And,  arm*d  with  strengtb  surpossiDg  hunum  pow'n^ 
Seize!  e? enU  as  yet  unknown  to  mao. 
And  darts  his  soal  into  the  dawning  plan. 
Hence,  in  a  Roman  mouth,  the  graceful  name 
Of  prophet  and  of  poet  was  the  same ; 
Hence  British  poets  too  tbe  priesthood  shar'd. 
And  every  hallow'd  druid  was  a  bard. 
Bat  no  prophetic  fires  to  me  belong ; 
I  play  with  syllables,  and  sport  in  song. 

A.  At  Westminster,  where  little  poets  strive 
To  set  a  distich  upon  sbc  and  five. 
Where  Discipline  helps  opening  buds  of  sense^ 
And  makes  his  pupils  proud  with  stiver  pence, 
1  was  a  poet  too ;  but  modem  taste 
Is  so  refinM,  and  delicate,  and  chaste, 
That  Terse,  whatever  fire  the  fancy  wanns, 
Without  a  creamy  smoothness  has  no  charms. 
Thus,  all  success  depending  «n  an  ear, 
And  thinking  I  miffht  purchase  it  too  dear. 
If  sentiment  were  sacrificM  to  sound, 
And  truth  cut  short  ta  make  a  period  round, 
I  judged  a  man  of  sense  cuuld  scarce  do  worse, 
Than  caper  in  the  moriis-dance  of  verse. 

a.  Thus  reputation  is  a  spur  to  wit, 
And  some  wits  flag  through  fear  of  losing  it 
Give  me  the  line,  that  ploughs  it's  stately  course 
like  a  proud  sn^an,  conqVing  the  stream  by  force  ; 
That,  like  some  cottage  beauty,  strikes  the  heart, 
Quite  unindebted  to  the  tricks  of  art. 
When  Labour  and  when  Dulness,  club  in  hand, 
Like  the  two  figures  at  St  Dunstan's  stand. 
Beating  alternately ,  in  measurM  time. 
The  clock-work  tintinabulum  of  rhime, 
Exact  and  regular  the  sounds  will  be ; 
But  aucb  mere  quarter-btrokes  are  not  for  me. 
From  him,  who  rears  a  poem  lank  and  long. 
To  him  who  strains  his  all  into  a  song  j 
Perhaps  some  bonny  Caledonian  air, 
All  birks  and  braes,  though  he  was  never  there ; 
Or,  having  whelp'd  a  prologue  with  great  pains. 
Feels  himself  spent,  and  fumbles  for  his  brains ; 
A  prologue  interdash'd  with  many  a  stroke— 
An  art  contrived  to  advertise  a  joke, 
So  that  the  jest  is  clearly  to  be  seen,    . 
Not  in  the  words — but  in  the  gap  between : 
Manner  is  all  in  all,  whate'er  is  writ, 
The  substitute  for  genius,  sense,  and  wit 

To  dally  much  with  subjects  mean  and  low 
Proves  that  the  mind  is  weak,  or  makes  it  so. 
Neglected  talents  rust  into  decay. 
And  ev'ry  efibrt  ends  in  pushpin  play. 
The  man  that  means  success,  should  soar  above 
A  soldier's  feather,  or  a  lady's  glove ; 
Blse  summoning  the  Muse  to  such  a  theme, 
The  fruit  of  all  her  Ubour  is  whipped  cream. 
As  if  ao  eagle  flew  alofl,  and  tben-^ 
Stoop*d  from  it's  highest  pitch  to  pounce  a  wren. 
As  if  the  poet,  purf)osing  to  wed, 
SiKKild  carve  himself  a  wife  in  gingerbread. 
Ages  elaps'd  ere  Homer's  lamp  appeared. 
And  ages  ere  the  Mantuan  swan  was  heard. 
To  carry  nature  lengths  unknown  before. 
To  give  a  MiHon  birth,  ask'd  ages  more. 
Thus  Genius  rose  and  set  at  order'd  times. 
Ami  shot  a  dayspring  into  distant  climes, 
Knoobling  ev'ry  region  that  he  chose  ^ 
He  sank  in  Greece,  in  Italy  he  rose : 

vofc.  xvni. 


•And,  tedioQB  years  of  Gothic  darkness  pass'd, 
Emerg'd  all  splendour  in  our  isle  at  last 
Thus  lovety  halcyons  dive  into  the  main. 
Then  show  for  off  tlieir  shining  plumes  again. 

A.  Is  genius  only  found  in  epic  lays } 
Prove  this,  and  forfeit  all  pretence  to  praise. 
Make  their  heroic  pow'rs  your  own  at  once, 
Or  candidly  confess  yourself  a  dunce. 

B.  These  were  the  chief:  each  interval  of  night 
W^  grac'd  with  many  an  undulating  light. 

In  less  illustrious  bards  his  beauty  shone 
A  meteor,  or  a  star ;  in  these  the  Son. 

The  nightingale  may  claim  the  topmost  bough, 
While  the  poor  grasshopper  must  ehirp  below. 
Like  him  unnoticed,  I,  and  such  as  I, 
Spread  little  wings,  and  rather  skip  than  fly  ; 
Perch'd  on  the  meagre  produce  of  the  land. 
An  ell  or  two  of  prospect  we  command ; 
But  never  peep  beyond  the  thorny  bound. 
Or  oaken  feoce,  that  hems  the  paddock  round . 

In  Eden,  ere  yet  innocence  of  heart 
Had  faded,  poetry  was  not  an  art ; 
Language,  above  all  teaching,  or  if  taught. 
Only  by  gratitude  and  glowing  thought. 
Elegant  as  simplicity,  and  warm 

J  As  ecstasy,  unmanacled  by  form, 
Not  prompted,  as  in  our  degen'rate  days, 

I  By  low  ambition  and  the  thirst  of  praise, 
Was  natural  as  is  the  flowing  stream. 
And  yet  magnificent-~A  God  the  theme  ! 
That  theme  on  Earth  exhausted,  though  above 
'Tis  found  as  everlasting  as  his  love, 
Man  lavish'd  all  his  thoughts  on  human  thing^^ 
The  feats  of  heroes,  and  the  wrath  of  kings  $ 
But  still,  while  Virtue  kindled  his  delight, 
The  song  was  moral,  and  so  far  was  right. 
'Twas  thus  till  Luxury  seduc'd  the  mind 
To  joys  less  innocent,  as  less  refin'd;  \ 

Then  Genius  danc'd  a  bacchanal ;  he  crown'd 
The  brimming  goblet,  seiz'd  the  thyrsus,  bound 
His  brows  with  ivy,  rush'd  into  tbe  field 
Of  wild  imagination,  and  there  reel'd. 
The  vi(:tim  of  his  own  lascivioas  fires. 
And,  dizzy  with  delight,  profon'd  the  sacred  wires. 
Anacreon,  Horace,  play'd  in  Greece  and  Rome 
This  bedlam  part;  and  others  nearer  home. 
When  Cromwell  fought  for  pow'r,  and  while  ha 

reigii'd 
The  proud  proteo(i6r  of  tbe  pow'r  he  gatn'd. 
Religion,  harsh,  intolerant,  austere. 
Parent  of  manners  like  herself  severe, 
Ihiew  a  rough  copy  of  the  Christian  face 
Without  the  smile,  the  sweetness,,  or  the  grace  ; 
The  dark  and  sullen  hijroour  of  the  time 
Judg'd  ev'ry  effort  of  the  Muse  a  crime ; 
Verse,  in  the  finest  mould  of  fancy  cast. 
Was  lumber  in  an  age  so  void  of  taste : 
But  when  the  second  Charles  assum'd  the  sway» 
And  arts  reviv'd  beneath  a  softer  day, 
Then,  like  a  how  long  forc'd  into  a  curve, 
The  mind,  released  from  too  constrain'd  a  nerve. 
Flew  to  it's  first  position  with  a  spring, 
That  made  the  vaulted  roofs  of  Pleasure  ring. 
His  court,  the  dissolute  and  hateful  school 
Of  Wantonness,  where  vice  was  taught  by  rule, 
Swarm'd  with  a  scribbling  herd,  as  deep  inlaid 
With  brutal  lust  as  ever  Circe  made. 
From  these  a  long  succestiiony  in  the  rags 
Of  rank  obsocnitr«  debaucU'd  their  age  i 
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Kor  ceased,  till,  erer'anxiocts  to  redrett 
The  abuses  of  her  sacred  charge,  the  press. 
The  Mase  inttnicted  a  well-nartur'd  train 
Of  abler  votaries  to  cleanse  the  stain, 
/nd  elaim  the  palm  fbr  purity  of  song. 
That  Lewdness  had  asurp'd  and  worn  so  long. 
Then  decent  Pleasantry  and  sterling  Sense, 
Tlvit  neither  gave  nor  would  endure  offence, 
Wliipp'd  out  of  sight,  with  satire  just  and  keen. 
The  puppy  pack,  that  hat]  defilM  the  scene. 

In  front  of  these  came  Addison.    In  him 
Humour  in  holiday  and  sightly  trim, 
Sublimity  and  attic  taste,  combinM, 
To  polish,  fiimish,  and  delight,  the  mind. 
Then  Pope,  as  harmony  itself  exact. 
In  versie  well  disciplin'd,  complete,  compact^ 
Gave  virtue  and  morality  a  grace, 
That,  quite  eclipsing  Pleasure's  painted  fece, 
Levied  a  tax  of  wonder  and  applause, 
£y'n  on  the  fools  that  trampled  on  thdr  laws. 
But  he  (his  musical  finesse  was  such. 
So  nice  his  ear^so  delicate  his  touch) 
Made  poetry  a  mere  mechanic  art ; 
And  evVy  warbler  has  bis  tune  by  heart 
Nature  imparting  her  satiric  gift. 
Her  serious  mirth,  to  Arbuthnot  and  Swift, 
With  droll  lobriety  they  rais'd  a  smile 
At  Folly's  cost,  themselves  unmov'd  the  while. 
That  constellation  set,  the  world  in  vain 
l^ust  hope  to  look  upon  their  tike  again. 

A.  Are  we  then  left^ — b.  N<ft  wholly  in  the  dark ; 
Wit  now  and  then,  strock  smartly,  shows  a  spark. 
Sufficient  to  redeem  the  modern  race 
From  total  night  and  absolute  disgrace. 
While  servile  trick  and  imitative  knack 
Confine  the  million  in  the  beaten  track, 
Perhaps  some  courser,  who  disdains  the  road, 
Snuifs  .up  the  wind,  and  flings  himself  abroad. 

Contemporaries  all  surpasb'd,  see  one ; 
Short  his  career  indeed,  but  ably  run '; 
Churchill^  himselfunconsciousof  his  pow'rs 
In  penury  coufumM  his  idle  hours ; 
And,  like  a  scattered  seed  at  rjindom  sown. 
Was  left  to  spring  by  vigour  of  his  own. 
Lifted  at  length,  by  dignity  of  thought 
And  dint  of  genius  ^o  an  affluent  lot. 
He  laid  his  head  in  Luxury's  soft  lap, 
And  took,  too  often,  there  his  easy  nap. 
If  brighter  beams  than  all  he  threw  not  forth, 
nVas  negligence  in  him,  not  want  of  worth. 
Surly,  and  slovenly,  and  bold,  and  coarse, 
Too  pruod  for  art,  and  trusting  in  mere  force, 
Spendthrift  alike  of  money  and  of  wit. 
Always  at  speed,  and  never  drawing  bit, 
He  struck  tbe  l3rre  in  such  a  careless  mood, 
And  so  disdain'd  the  rules  he  understood, 
The  laurel  seem'd  to  wait  on  his  command. 
He  snatch'd  it  rudely  from  the  Muses'  band. 
Nature,  exerting  an  unwearied  powV, 
Forms,  opens,  and  girea  scent  to  ev'ry  flew'r  ; 
Spreads  the  fresh  verdure  of  the' field,  and  leads 
The  dancing  Naiads  through  the  dewy  meads  : 
She  fills  profuse  ten  thousand  little  throats 
With  music,  modulating  all  their  notes; 
And  charms  the  woodland  scenes,  and  wilds  un- 
known. 
With  artless  airs  and  concerts  of  her  own  i 
But  seldom  (as  if  fearful  jef  expencc) 
YtiMhsafes  to  man  a  poet's  just  pr«t«nc9-« 


Fervency,  freedom,  fluency  of  tMight, 
Harmony,  strength,  words  exquisitely  sooglit ; 
Fancy,  that  from  the4iow,  that  ^wns  the  sky. 
Brings  colours,  dipped  in  Heav'n,  that  never  die^ 
A  s6u?  exalted  above  F^rtb,  a  mind 
SkillM  in -the  characters  that  form  mankind ; 
And,  aa  the  Sun  in  rising  lieauty  dress'd. 
Looks  to  the  westward  from  the  dappled  east. 
And  marks,  whatever  clonds  may  interpose. 
Era  yet  his  race  begins,  it's  glorions  elose; 
An  eye  like  his  to  catch  the  distant  goal ; 
Or,  ere  the  wheels  of  verse  begin  to  roll. 
Like  his  to  shed  illuminating  rays 
On  ev'ry  scene  and  subject  it  surveys : 
Thus  gracM,  the  man  asserts  a  poet's  name, 
And  the  world  cheerfully  admits  the  daim. 
Pity  Religion  has  so  seldom  found 
A  skilful  guide  into  poetic  ground  ! 
The  flow'rs  would  spring  where'er  she  deign'd  to  strav. 
And  cv'ry  Muse  attend  her  in  her  way. 
Virtue  indeed  meets  many  a  rhyming  firieod, 
And  many  a  compliment  |H>litely  penn'd; 
But,  unattir'd  in  that  becoming  vest 
Religion  weaves  for  her,  and  half  nndresM* 
Stands  in  the  deseit,  shivVing  and  fbrlom, 
A  wint'ry  figure,  like  a  wither'd  tboro. 
The  shelves  are  full,  all  other  themes  are  sped  f 
Hackney'd  and  worn  to  the  last  flimsy  thretd. 
Satire  has  long  since  dope  his  best ;  aiid  curst 
And  loathsome  Ribaldry  has  done  his  worst ; 
Fancy  has  sported  all  her  pow'rs  away 
la  tales,  in  trifles,  and  in  children's  play ; 
And  'tis  the  sad  complaint,  and  almost  tiue, 
Whate'er  we'write,  we  bring  forth  liiithtng  new. 
'Twere  new  indeed  to  see  a  bard  all  fire. 
Touch 'd  with  a  coal  from  Heav'n,  assume  the  lyre, 
And  tell  the  world,  still  kindling  as  he  sung. 
With  more  than  mortal  music  on  his  tongue. 
That  He,  who  died  below,  and  reigns  above, 
Inspires  the  song,  and  that  his  name  is  Lore. 

Fbr,  after  all,  if  merely  to  l^eguile. 
By  flbwing  numbers  and  a  flowVjr  style. 
The  tsQdium  that  the  lazy  rich  endure. 
Which  now  and  then  Sweet  poetry  may  core; 
Or,  if  to  see  the  name  of  kite  self, 
Stamp'd  on  the  well-bound  quarto,  grace  the  sbelfi 
To  float  a  bubble  on  the  breath  of  Fame, 
Prompt  his  endeavour  and  engage  his  mm^ 
Debas'*d  to  servile  purposes  of  pride. 
How  ore  the  pow'rs  of  genius  misapplied ! 
The  gift,  <rhoae  ofllce  is  the  Giver's  praise. 
To  trace  him  In  his  word,  his  works,  bis  ways! 
Then  sprrad  the  rich  discov'ry,  and  invite 
Mankind  to  share  in  the  divine  delight. 
Distorted  from  it's  use  and  just  design. 
To  make  the  pitiful  possessor  shine. 
To  purcba!«e,  at  the  fodl-freqoented  ^r 
Of  vanity,  a  wreath  ibr  seff  to  wear. 
Is  profanation  of  the  basest  kind-^ 
Proof  of  a  trifling  and  a  worthless  mind. 

A.  ^Hail  Sternhold,  then ;  and  Hopkins,  ball  ■'-• 
B.  Amen. 
If  flattVy,  folly,  lust,  employ  the  pen; 
If  acrimony,  slander,  and  abase, 
Give  it  a  charge  to  blacken  and  tradnce ; 
Though  Buller^s  wit.  Pope's  nifmbers,  Prior's  case, 
With  all  that  fancy  can  invent  to  please, 
Adorn  the  poU^b'd  periods  as  they  &II, 
One  madrigal  of  theirs  is  wortb  tbaos-alV 


\ 
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A.  Tvoulii  thin  the  vnkM  of  tbe  poetic  tribe. 
To  dash  the  pen  through  all  that  you  proscribe. 

s.  Nomattei^-^re  could  shift  when  they  were  not; 
And  ibottldy  ao  doubt,  if  they  were  all  fbi^ot. 


PROGIIESS  OF  ERROUR. 


Si  quid  loqoar  aodiendnm.    Hor.  Lib.  W,  Od«  2. 


StMc,  Muse,  (if  toch  a  theme,  bo  dark,  so  loog. 
May  find  a  Muse  to  grace  it  with  a  song) 
By  what  umeen  and  unsuspected  arte 
The  serpent  Enour  twines  round  hnman  hearts  ; 
Tell  where  she  lurks,  beneath  what  fiow'ry  shades^ 
rhat  not  a  glimpse  of  genuine  light  perrades, 
rhe  pois'noQS,  black,  insinuating  worm 
^Qocessftilly  conceals  her  loathsome  form. 
Take,  if  ye  can,  ye  careless  and  supine, 
Miiiei  and  caution  from  a  voice  like  mioe ! 
(Vuths,  that  the  theorist  could  n^er  reach, 
Ind  obserration  taught  me,  I  would  teach. 

Not  all,  whose  eloquence  the  fancy  fills, 
^Tusical  as  the  chime  of  tinkling  rilb, 
Veak  to  perform,  though  mighty  to  pretend, 
■'an  trace  her  mazy  windings  to  their  end ; 
)iscem  the  fraud  beneath  the  specious  lure, 
Prevent  the  danger,  or  prescribe  the  cure* 
rh«  clear  haiangae,  and  cold  as  it  is  clear^ 
Uls  soporific  on  the  listlem  ear  ; 
Jke  qnicksilTer,  the  rhetoric  they  display 
•liioes  as  it  nms,  but  giasp'd  at  slips  away* 

Placed  Cor  his  trial  on  this  bustling  stage» 
Vom  thoughtless  youth  to  ruminatiog  age, 
'ree  in  Us  will  to  choose  or  to  refuse, 
fan  may  impiove  tl^e  crisis,  or  abuse ; 
ii»e,  on  the  fttalist*s  unrighteous  plan, 
ay  to  what  bar  amenable  were  man  ? 
V'ith  nought  in  charge,  he  could  betray  no  trust; 
Jid,  if  he  fell,  would  fall  because  he  must  i 
r  Love  reward  him,  or  if  Vengeance  strike, 
lis  recompense  in  both  unjust  alike* 
divine  authority  within  his  breast 
brings  ev^ry  thought,  word,  action,  to  the  test ; 
Tarns  him  or  prompt  approves  him  or  restrains^ 
a  Reaaoo,  or  as  Passkm,  takes  the  reins. 
[cwv^  from  above,  and  Conscience  tnm  within, 
ries  in  hie  startled  ear— «  Abstam  from  sin  !*' 
he  world  aroond  solicits  his  desire, 
nd  kindles  in  his  soni  a  treadi'ruus  fire ; 
i^hile,  all  his  pm  poses  and  steps  to  guard, 
eace  follows  virlne  as  it's  sore  reward  ; 
od  Pleasure  briogs  us  surely  in  her  train 
emorse,  nod  Sorrow,  and  vindictive  Pain* 

Man,  tfatu  endn'd  with  an  elective  veiee,    • 
fust  he  aopplied  with  ok^ects  of  his  choice, 
^here'er  be  turns,  enjoyment  and  delight, 
r  present,  or  in  prospect,  meet  his  si^; 
hose  opea  on  the  spot  their  honey*d  store  } 
bese  eati  him  loodly  to  piiisait  of  more* 
is  wMshsuMtod  mine  tbe  sordid  vice 
raxiB»  ihowi,  —d  virtue  is  the  price. 


Her  various  motives  his  ambition  raise— 
Pow'r,  pomp,  and  splendour,  and  tbe  thirst  of  praise  { 
There  Beauty  wooes  him  with  expanded  arms; 
Ev'o  Bacchanalian  madness  has  it's  charms. 

Nor  these  alone,  whose  pleasures  less  refin'd 
Might  well  alarm  the  most  unguarded  mind. 
Seek  to  supplant  bis  inexperieiic'd  youth. 
Or  lead  him  devious  from  tbe  path  of  truth  ;  ^ 
Hourly  allurements  on  his  passions  press;, 
Safe  in  thenwelves,  but  dang'rous  in  th'  excess.    ^ 

Hark  !  how  it  floats  upon  the  dewy  air !  • 

O  what  a  dyhig,  dying  close  was  there  ! 
Tis  harmony  from  yon  sequestered  bow'r. 
Sweet  harmony,  that  sooths  the  midnight  hour ! 
Long  ere  the  charioteer  of  day  had  run 
His  morning ooorse,  th'  enchantment  was  begun; 
And  he  shall  gild  yon  mountain's  height  again. 
Ere  yet  tbe  pleasing  toil  becomes  a  pain. 

Is  this  the  ragged  path,  the  steep  aapent. 
That  Virtue  poiou  to  ?    Can  a  life  thus  spent 
Lead  to  the  bliss  she  promises  the  wise,        [skies  } 
Detach  the  soul  from  Earth,  and  speed  her  to  the 
Ye  devotees  to  your  adored  employ, 
Enthusiasts,  drunk  with  an  unreal  joy. 
Love  makes  the  music  of  the  blest  above, 
Heav'n's  hermony  is  universal  love  $ 
And  earthly  sounds,  tho'  sweet  and  well  combined. 
And  lenient  as  soft  opiates  to  tbe  miud, 
lisave  Vice  and  Folly  unsubdu'd  behind. 

Gray  dawn  appears ;  the  sportsman  and  big  tnuA 
Speckle  the  bosom  of  the  distant  plain ; 
Tis  he,  the  Nimrod  of  the  neigbb'ring  lairs  j 
Save  that  his  scent  is  less  acute  than  theirs. 
For  persevering  chase,  and  headlong  leaps. 
True  beagle  as  tbe  stauncbest  hound  be  keeps. 
Cbarg'd  with  the  folly  of  his  life's  mad  scene. 
He  takes  ofience,  and  wonders  what  you  mean  ; 
Tbe  joy  the  danger  and  tbe  toil  o'erpay»--  * 

'Tb  exercise,  and  health,  and  length  of  days* 
Again  impetuous  te  the  field  he  fliet; 
Leaps  ev'ry  fence  but  one,  there  fells  and  dies^ 
Like  a  slain  deer,  the  tumbrel  brings  him  home« 
Unmiss'd  but  by  bis  dogs  and  by  bis  groom. 

Ye  clergy,  while  your  orbit  is  your  place. 
Lights  of  the  world,  and  stars  d  human  race  ; 
But  if  eccentric  ye  forsake  your  sphere. 
Prodigies  ominous,  and  view'd  with-fesur; 
The  comet's  baneful  influence  is  a  dream  ; 
Yours  real  and  pernicious  in  th'  extreme. 
What  then  1— are  appetites  and  lusts  laid  down- 
With  the  same  ease  that  man  puts  on  his  gown  ? 
Will  Av'rwe  and  Concnpiaoenoe  give  place, 
Charm'd  by  the  sounds— Your  Rev'renoe,  or  Your 

Oracef 
No.    But  his  own  engagement  bmds  him  festj 
Or,  if  it  does  not,  brands  him  to  the  last. 
What  atbeisU  call  him— a  designing  knave, 
A  mere  church  juggler,  hypocrile^  and  slava. 
Oh,  laugh  or  moum  with  me  the  rueful  jest, 
A  cassock'd  hnnUman,  and  a  Addling  priest  i 
He  from  Italian  songsters  takes  his  cue: 
Set  Paul  to  music,  he  shall  quote  him  toou 
He  takes  the  field,  the  master  of  the  pack     [back* 
Cries— «  WelldoBesaint !"  and  daps  him  on  the 
Is  this  the  path  of  sanctity  i  Is  this 
Tofittnd  a  waymark  in  the  rood  to  blies  I         ^ 
Himself  a  wand*rer  from  the  narrsw  way, 
His  silly  sheep  what  wonder  if  they  stray  ? 
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COWPER'S  POEMS. 


Go,  6a8t  your  ordeiii  at  your  Bnhop^s  feet. 
Send  your  dishotioor'd  gown  to  Monmouth  street ! 
The  sacred  function  in  your  hands  is  made—* 
Sad  sacrilege !  Do  function,  but  a  trade ! 

Oeciduus  is  a  pastor  of  renown, 
When 4m  has  prayed  and  preachM  the  sabbath  doum. 
With  wire  and  catgut  he  concludes  the  day^ 
Qi4|I^Viog  and  semiquav'ring  care  away. 
The  full  concerto  swells  upon  your  ear ; 
All  elbows  shake.    Look  in,  and  you  would  swear 
The  Babylonian  tyrant  with  a  nod. 
Had  suonmon*d  them  to  serve  his  golden  God. 
So  well  that  thought  th'  employment  seems  to  suit, 
Psalt'ry  and  sackbut,  dulcimer  and  flute. 
O  fie  !  His  erangelical  and  pure ; 
Obserre  each  face,  how  sober  and  demure  f 
Ecstasy  sets  her  stamp  on  ev'ry  mien ; 
Chiitt  fail'n,  and  not  an  eyeball  to  be  seeni 
Still  I  insist,  though  music  heretofore 
Has  charmVl  me  much,  (nut  evHi  Oioeidaas  mtte) 
liove,  joy,  and  peace  make  harmony  more  meet 
for  sabtiath  ev'nings,  and  perliaps  as  sweet. 

Will  not  the  sickliest  sheep  of  ev'ry  floek 
Resort  to  this  example  as  a  rock  ; 
There  stand,  and  justify  the  foul  abuse 
Of  sabt^eth  hours  with  plausible  excuse; 
If  apostolic  gravity  be  ft'ee 
To  play  the  fool  on  Sundays,  why  not  we  ^ 
If  he  the  tinkling  harpsichord  regards 
As  inoffensive,  what  offence  in  cards  ^ 
Strike  up  the  fiddles,  let  us  all  be  g^j, 
Laymen  have  leave  to  dance,  if  parsons  play. 

Oh  Italy  !— Thy  sabbaths  will  be  soon 
Our  sabbaths,  clos'd  with  mumm'ry  and  bnffiion. 
Preaching  and  pranks  will  share  the  motley  scene. 
Ours  parcell'd  out,  as  thine  have  ever  been, 
God's  worship  and  the  mountebank  between. 
What  says  the  prophet  ?  Let  that  day  be  blest 
With  holiness  and  consecrated  rest. 
Pastime  and  business  both  it  should  exclude. 
And  bar  the  door  the  moment  they  intrude : 
Nobly  dlstingudPh^d  above  all  the  six 
By  deeds,  in  which  the  world  must  ni^er  mix. 
Hear  him  again.     He  calls  it  a  delight, 
A  dagr  ef  Imiury  observ'd  aright, 
When  the  glad  sout  is  made  Hea  Vnli  welcome  guest, 
Sits  banqfuetiag,  and  God  provides  the  feast. 
But  trtftBrs  are  eiigag'd  and  cannot  come ; 
Their  answer  to  the  call  is — "  Koi  at  home.** 

O  the  dear  pleainres  of  the  velvet  plain. 
The  painted  tablets,  dealt  end  dealt  again  f 
CarHs  with  what  rapt  ore,  and  the  polish'd,  die,     ' 
The  yawning  chasm  of  indolence  supply  ! 
Then  to  the  dance,  and  make  the  sober  Moon 
Witntas  of  joys  that  shun  the  sight  of  noon. 
Blame,  cynic,  if  yon  can,  quadrille  or  ball, 
7*he  snug  close  paity,  or  the  splendid  hall. 
Where  Night,  down-stoopiag  from  her  ebon  throne, 
Views  constellations  brighter  than  her  own.' 
'Tis  inaoeent,  and  harmless,  and  refin'd,  . 
The  balm  of  care,  Elysiitm  of  the  mind. 
Innocent !  Oh  if  venerable  Time 
filain  at  the  foot  of  Pleasure  he  no  crime. 
Then,  with  his  silver  beard  and  magic  waod^ 
Let  Gomus  rise  archbishop  of  the  land ; 
Let  him  your  rubric  and  your  feasts  prescribe, 
Grand  metropolitan  of  all  the  tribe. 

Of  mauners  roughs  and  coarte  athletic  ^^ast, 
Tb«  rank  debauch  suits  Clodio's  &Uby  tasle. 


Rufillus,  exquisitely  fbrm'd  by  rule. 

Not  of  the  moral  but  the  dancing  school. 

Wonders  at  Godio's  follies,  in  a  tone 

As  tragical,  as  others  a^his  own. 

He  cannot  drink  fire  bottles,  bilk  the  score^ 

Then  kill  a  constable,  and  drink  five  more  ; 

But  he  can  draw  a  pattern,  make  a  tart. 

And  has  the  ladies'  etiquette  by  heart. 

Go,  fool ;  and,  arm  iu  arm  with  Clodk>,  plead 

Your  cause  befofe  a  bar  you  little  dread ; 

But  know,  the  law,  that  bids  the  drunkard  die. 

Is  far  too  just  to  pass  the  trifler  by. 

Both  baby4eaturM,  and  of  iofisnt  nze, 

View'd  from  a  distance,  and  with  heedless  eyes. 

Folly  and  Inuocenoe  are  so  alike. 

The  difiPrence,  though  essential,  fails  to  sttike. 

Yet  Tolly  ever  has  a  vacant  stare. 

A  simpVing  count*nanee,  and  a  trifling  air  ; 

But  Innocence,  sedate,  serene,  erect. 

Delights  us,  by  engaging  our  respect* 

Man,  Nature^s  guest  by  invitation  sweet. 

Receives  from  her  both  appetite  and  treat; 

But,  if  he  play  the  glutton  and  exceed. 

His  be*iefbetre8S  blushes  at  the  deed. 

For  Nature,  nice,  as  lib'ral  to  dispense. 

Made  nothing  but  a  brute  the  slave  of  sense. 

Daniel  eat  pulse  by  choico    example  rare !       [fair. 

Heav'n  bless'd  the  yontb,  and  made  him  firesh  and 

Gofgonius  sits,  abdominous  and  wan. 

Like  a  fat  squab  upon  a  Chinese  fan  : 

He  snofls  far  off  th'  anticipated  joy; 

Turtle  and  ven'son  all  bis  thoughts  employe  ^ 

Prepares  lor  meals  as  jookies  take  a  sweat. 

Oh,  nauseous  !— an  emetic  for  a  whet ! 

Will  Prewidenee  o'erkwk  the  wasted  good  ? 

Temperance  were  no  virtue  if  he  oould. 

That  pleasures,  thefefbre,  or  what  such  we  call. 
Are  hurtful,  is  a  truth  oonfias*d  by  alL 
And  some,  that  seem  to  threaten  virtue  leas. 
Still  hurtful  in  tti*  abuse,  or  by  th'  excess. 

Is  man  then  only  fbr  his  torment  plac'd 
The  centre  of  delights  he  may  not  taste  r 
Like  fabled  Tantalus,  condemnM  to  hear 
The  precious  stream  still  purling  in -bis  ear. 
Lip-deep  in  what  he  longs  fbr,  and  yet  curst 
With  prohibition,  and  perpetual  thint  > 
No,  wrangler — destitute  of  shame  aad  seose. 
The  preoept,  that  enjoins  him  abstinence. 
Forbids  him  none  but  the  licentious  joy. 
Whose  fruit,  though  fiur,  tempts  only  to  destroy, 
Remone,  the  fatal  egg  by  Pleasure  laid 
In  ev*ry  bosom  where  her  nest  is  made 
Hfttch*d  by  the  beams  of  truth  denies  him  rest. 
And  pnyves  a  raging  scorpion,  in  his  breast. 
No  pleasure  ?  Are  domestic  comfbrts  dead  ^ 
Are  all  the  nameless  sweets  of  friendship  fled  ? 
Has  time  worn  ont,  or  fashion  put  to  shame. 
Good  sense,  good  healtlh  good  oonseieDce,  and  goad 

fhme? 
All  these  belong  to  vhrtue,  and  all  prove;. 
That  virtue  has  a  title  to  yoor  love. 
Have  you  no  touch  of  pity,  that  the  poor 
Stand  starv'd  at  your  inhospitable  door  ? 
Or  if  yourself  too  scantily  supplied 
Need  help,  let  honest  industry  provider 
Earn,  if  you  want ;  if  you  abcmnd,  import : 
These  both  are  pleasures  to  the  feelmg  heart. 
No  pleasure  >  Has  some  sickly  eastecn 
Sent  OS  a  wind  to  paich  na  at  a  blast  * 
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Ctn  BrttSih  PaFadue  fio  scenes  a£K>rd 
To  please  her  sated  and  indifferent  lord  ? 
Are  sveet  philoaopby*!  ei^oyments  run 
Quite  to  the  lees  >  And  has  religion  none  ? 
Brutes  capable  would  tell  you  *tis  a  lie, 
And  judge  you  from  the  kennel  and  the  stye. 
Delights  like  these,  ye  sensual  and  profane. 
Ye  are  bid,  begg*d,  besought  to  enteruin ; 
Giird  to  these  ehrystal  streams,  do  ye  turn  off 
Ofasoeoe  to  smll  and  swallow  at  a  trough  ? 
Envy  the  beast  then,  on  whom  Heav'n  bestows 
Yoar  pleasures,  with  no  curses  in  the  close. 

Pleasore  admitted  in  undue  degree 
Enslaves  the  will,  nor  leaves  the  judgment  free, 
n^  not  alone  the  grape's  enticing  juice, 
Ufmaves  the  moral  pow'rs,  and  mars  their  4ue; 
Ambition,  avarice,  and  the  lust  of  fame. 
And  woman,  lovelv  woman,  does  the  same. 
Tbe  heart,  snrrender'd  to  the  ruling  pow*r 
Of  some  ungoTem'd  iMssion  ev'ry  hour, 
Finds  by  degrees  the  truths,  that  once  bore  away, 
And  all  their  deep  impressions,  wear  away ; 
So  coin  grows  smooth,  in  traffic  current  passed. 
Till  GoBsar's  image  is  efiac'd  at  last 

Tbe  breach,  tho*  small  at  first  sopn  op'ning  wide. 
In  rubies  folly  with  a  full-moon  tide. 
Then  welcome  errours  of  whatever  size. 
To  justify  it  by  a  thousand  lies. 
As  creeping  ivy  clings  to  wood  or  stone. 
And  hides  the  ruin  that  it  feeds  upon ; 
So  sophistry  cleaves  close  to  and  protects 
8in*8  rotten  trunk.  Concealing  it's  defects. 
Moitals,  whose  pleasures  are  their  only  care, 
Fint  wish  to  be  imposed  on  and  then  are. 
And,  lest  the  fulsome  artifice  should  fail. 
Themselves  will  hide  it*s  coarseness  with  a  veil. 
Not  more  industrious  are  the  just  and  true. 
To  give  to  Virtue  what  is  Virtue's  due— 
The  praise  of  wisdom,  oomeliness,  and  worth, 
And  call  her  charms  to  public  notice  forth— 
Than  Vice's  mean  aud  disingenuous  race. 
To  hide  the  shocking  features  of  her  foce. 
Her  form  with  dress  and  lotion  they  repair ; 
Then  kits  their  idol  and  pronounce  her  foir. 

The  sacred  implement  I  now  employ 
Might  prove  a  mischief,  or  at  best  a  toy ; 
A  trifle,  if  it  move  but  to  amuse ; 
But,  if  to  wrong  tbe  judgment  and  abuse, 
'^orse  than  a  poniard  in  the  basest  hand. 
It  sUbs  at  OBoe  the  morals  of  a  land. 

Ye  writers  of  what  none  with  safety  reads  ; 
Footing  it  in  the  dance  that  Fancy  leadiL; 
Ye  novelists,  who  mar  what  ye  would  mend, 
Sniv'iriQgaod  driv'Uing  folly  without  end  i 
Whose  cornesponding  misses  fill  the  ream 
With  sentimental  frippery  and  dream. 
Caught  in  a  delicate  soft  silken  net 
By  some  lewd  earl,  or  rakehell  baronet : 
Ye  pimps,  who  under  virtue*s  (air  pretence. 
Steal  to  the  closet  of  young  innocence. 
And  teach  her,  unexperienc'd  yet  and  green,  • 
To  scribble  as  you  scribbled  at  fifteen  ', 
Who  kindling  a  combustion  of  desire, 
With  some  cold  moral  think  to  quench  the  fire  ; 
Though  all  your  engineering  proves  in  vain. 
The  dribbling  stseam  ne^er  puts  it  out  ^again : 
O  that  a  verse  had  pow'r,  and  could  command 
Far,  for  away  tbeta  flash  flies  of  the  land  ; 


Who  fasten  without  mercy  on  the  fair, 
And  suck,  and  leave  a  cravine:  maggot  there  J 
However  disguis'd  tb'  inflamniatory  tale. 
And  cover'd  with  a  fine-spun  specious  veil ; 
Such  writers,  and  such  readers,  owe  the  gust 
And  relish  of  their  ple^ure  all  to  lust. 

But  the  Muse,  eagle-pinionM,  has  in  view 
A  quarry  more  important  still  than  you  ; 
Down,  dowu  the  wind  she  swims,  and  sails  away. 
Now  stoops  upon  it,  and  now  grasps  tbe  prey. 

Petrooius !  all  the  Muses  weep  for  thee; 
But  ev'ry  tear  shall  scald  thy  memory : 
Tbe  Graces  too,  while  Virtue  at  their  shrine 
Lay  bleeding  under  that  soft  hand  of  thine. 
Felt  each  a  mortal  stab  in  her  own  breast, 
Abhorr'd  the  sacrifice,  and  curs'd  the  priest. 
Thou  polish'd  and  high  fiaish'd  foe  to  truth. 
Greybeard  corrupter  of  our  lisfning  youth. 
To  purge  and  skim  away  the  filth  of  vice. 
That  so  refiu'd  it  might  the  more  entice. 
Then  pour  it  on  the  morals  of  thy  son ; 
To  taint  his  heart,  ^as  worthy  of  thine  own  1 
Now,  while  the  poison  all  high  life  pervades, 
Write,  if  thou  canst,  one  letter  from  the  shades. 
One,  and  one  only,  charg'd  with  deep  regret. 
That  Ihy  worse  part,  thy  principles,  live  yet. ' 
One  sad  epistle  thence  may  cure  mankind 
Of  the  plague  spread  by  bundles  left  behind. 
'Tis  granted,  and  no  plainer  'truth  appears. 
Our  most  important  are  our  earliest  years^ 
The  Mind  impressible  and  soft,  with  ease  i 

Imbibes  and  copies  what  she  hears  and  sees. 
And  through  life's  labyrinth  holds  fast  the  clew. 
That  JSducation  gives  her,  false  or  true. 
Plants  raised  with  tenderness  are  seldom  strong; 
Man's  coltish  disposition  asks  tbe  tbong ; 
And  without  discipline  the  fav'rite  child. 
Like  a  neglected  forester,  runs  wild. 
But  we,* as  if  goad  qualities  would  grow 
Spontaneous,  take  but  little  pains  to  sow; 
We  give  some  Latin,  and  a  smatch  df  Greek; 
Teach  him  to  fence  and  figure  twice  a  week ; 
And  having  done,  we  think,  tbe  best  we  can. 
Praise  bis  proficiency,  and  dub  h'm  man. 

From  soiool  to  Cam  or  Isia,  and  thence  home ; 
And  thenpe  with  all  convenient  speed  to  Rome, 
With  rev'rend  tutur  clad  in  habit  lay, 
To  tease  for  cash,  aud  quarrel  with  all  day  j 
With  memorandum-book  for  ev'ry  town, 
And  ev'ry  poet,  and  where  tbe  chaise  broke  do«rn  ; 
His  stock,  a  few  French  phrases  got  by  heart. 
With  much  to  learn,  but  nothing  to  impart. 
The  youth,  oberiieot  to  his  sire's  commandi^ 
Sets  off  a  waad'rer  into  foreifcu  lands. 
■Sorpris'd  at  all  they  meet,  the  gosling  pair, 
With  awkward  gait,  stretch'd  neck,  and  silly  stare. 
Discover  huge  cathedrals  built  with  stone. 
And  steeples  topr'ring  high  much  like  our  own; 
But  show  peculiar  light  by  many  a  grin 
At  ))opish  practices  observ'd  within. 

Ere  long  some  bowing,  smirking,  smart  abbd 
Remarks  two  loit'rtrs,  that  have  lost  their  way  ; 
And  being  always  prlm'd  wiih  politesse 
For  men  of  their  ap{)earance  and  address, 
With  much  compassion  undertakes  the  task. 
To  tell  them  more  than  they  have  wit  tf>  ask ; 
Points  to  inscriptions  wheresoever  they  tread, 
$uch  Bn,  when  legible,  were  never  read. 
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But,  being  cankered  new  and  half  worn  ont. 
Craze  anttqnarian  brains  with  endtess  doubt ; 
Some  beadteas  hero,  or  aome  Canar  shows — 
Defective  only  in  his  Roman  nose ; 
•  Exhibits  elevations,  drawings,  plans, 
Models  of  Herculanean  pots  and  pans ; 
And  sells  them  medals,  which,  if  neither  rare 
Nor  ancient,  will  be  so,  preserv'd  with  care. 

Strange  the  recital !  from  whatever  cause 
His  great  improvement  and  new  light  he  draws, 
The  squire,  once  bashful,  is  shamefac'd  no  more, 
But  ttems  with  paw*rs  he  never  felt  before : 
Whether  increased  momentum,  and  the  force, 
With  which  from  clime  to  clime  he  sped  his  cottrse, 
(As  axles  sometimes  kindle  as  they  go) 
ChaPd  him,  and  brought  dull  nature  to  a  glow  ; 
Or  whether  clearer  skies  and  softer  air. 
That  make  Italian  flow'rs  so  sweet  and  fiiir, 
Freshhiing  his  lazy  spirits  as  he  ran, 
Unfolded  genially  and  spread  the  man ; 
Returning  he  proclaims  by  many  a  grace. 
By  shrugs  and  strange  contortions  of  his  fiice. 
How  much  a  dunce,  that  has  baen  sent  to  roam. 
Excels  a  dunce,  that  has  been  kept  at  home. 

Accomplishments  have  taken  virtue's  place, 
And  wisdom  611s  before  exterior  grace  i 
We  slight  the  precious  kernel  of  the  stone. 
And  toil  to  polish  ii*s  rough  coat  alone. 
A  just  deportment,  manners  grac*d  with  ease, 
Elegant  phrase,  and  figure  form'd  to  please. 
Are  qualities  that  seem  to  comprehend 
Whatever  parents,  guardians,  schools,  intend ; 
Hence  an  unfumishM  and  a  listless  mind. 
Though  busy,  triflincr ;  empty,  though  refln'd ; 
Heooe  all  that  interferes,  and  dares  to  clash 
With  indolence  and  luxury^  is  trash  : 
While  learning,  once  the  man's  exclusive  pride. 
Seems  verging  fast  towards  the  female  side. 
Learning  itself,  received  into  a  mind 
By  nature  weajc,  or  viciously  inclin*d. 
Serves  but  to  lead  philosophers  astray, 
Where  children  would  with  ease  discern  the  way. 
And  of  alfarts  sagacious  dupes  invent. 
To  cheat  themselves  and  gain  the  world's  assent. 
The  worst  is — Scripture  warp*d  from  it*s  intent 

The  carriage  bowls  along,  and  all  are  pleas'd 
If  Tom  be  sober,  and  the  wheels  well  greas'd  ; 
But  if  the  rogue  have  gone  a  cup  too  far. 
Left  out  his  linchpin,  or  forgot  his  Ur, 
It  siiflers  interruption  aud  delay, 
And  meets  with  hindrance  in  the  smoothest  way. 
When  some  hypothesis  absurd  and  vain 
Has  filPd  with  all  it's  fumes  a  critic's  brain. 
The  text,  that  sorts  not  with  his  darling  whim, 
Though  plain  to  others,  is  obscure  to  him. 
The  will  made  subject  to  a  lawless  force, 
^11  is  irregular  and  out  of  course ; 
And  Judgment  drunk,  and  brib*d  to  lose  his  way, 
Winks  hard,  and  talks  of  darkness  at  noonday. 

A  critic  on  the  sacred  book  should  be 
Candid  and  leam'd,  diapassranate  and  free: 
Free  from  the  wayward  bias  bigots  feel, 
7fom  fancy's  influence,  and  intemp'rate  zeal : 
But  above  all,  (or  let  the  wretch  refrain. 
Nor  touch  the  page  he  cannot  but  profane) 
Free  from  the  domineering  pow'r  of  lust ; 
A  lewd  interpreter  is  never  just. 

How  shall  I  speak  thee,  or  thy  pow'r  address, 
Thou  fod  of  our  idolati^,  the  Press  ? 


By  thee  religion,  liberty,  and  laws. 
Exert  their  infloeooe,  and  advance  their  eaoae; 
By  thee  worse  plagues  than  Pharaoh's  land  befel, 
DifTus'd,  make  Earth  the  vestibule  of  Hell ; 
Thou  fountain,  at  which  drink  the  good  and  vise; 
Thou  ever-bubbling  spring  of  endless  lies; 
Like  Eden's  dread  probationary  tree, 
Knowledge  of  good  and  evil  is  from  thee. 

No  wikl  enthusiast  ever  yet  oould  rest, 
Till  half  mankind  were  like  himself  poisesi'd. 
Philosophers,  who  darken  and  put  out 
Eternal  truth  by  everlasting  doubt ; 
Church  quacks,  with  passkms  under  no  commaiid. 
Who  fill  the  world  with  doctrines  oontraband, 
Discov'rers  of  they  know  not  what,  conftn'd 
Witfam  no  bounds— the  blind  that  lead  tha  blind  ; 
To  streams  of  popular  opinion  drawn. 
Deposit  in  those  shallows  all  their  spawn. 
The  wrigling  IVy  soon  fill  the  creeks  around, 
Pois'ning  the  waters  where  their  swarms  abonnd. 
Soom'd  by  the  nobler  tenantt  of  tha  flood. 
Minnows  and  gudgeons  gorge  th^nnwholesome  lood. 
The  propagated  myriads  spread  ao  fast, 
Ev^  Lewenhoeck  himself  would  stand  aghast, 
Employ'd  to  calculate  th'  enormous  sum. 
And  own  his  crab-computing  pow'rs  o^erooBMu 
Is  this  hypethole  }  Hie  worid  well  known. 
Your  sober  thoughts  will  hardly  find  it  oae^ 

Fresh  confidence  the  speculatist  takes 
From  ev'ry  hair-brain'd  proselyte  he  makes  ; 
And  therefore  prints.    Himself  but  half  deoaiT'd^ 
Till  others  have  the  soothing  tale  believ'd. 
Hence  comment  after  comment  span  as  fine 
As  bloated  spiders  draw  the  flimsy  line. 
Hence  the  same  word,  tliat  bids  our  Insta  obey^ 
Is  nusapplied  to  sanctify  their  sway. 
If  stubborn  Greek  refuse  to  be  his  friend, 
Hebrew  or  Syriac  shall  be  fore'd  to  bend : 
If  languages  and  Copies  all  cry,  No- 
Somebody  prov'd  it  centuries  ago. 
Like  trout  pursued,  the  critic  hi  despair 
Darts  to  the  mud,  and  finds  hia  ntkf  there : 
Woman,  whom  custom  has  forbid  to  fly 
The  scholar's  pitch,  (the  scholar  best  knows  why) 
With  all  the  simple  and  unletter'd  poor. 
Admire  his  learning,  and  almost  adore. 
Whoever  errs,  the  priest  can  ne'er  be  wrong. 
With  such  fine  words  familiar  to  his  tongue. 

Ye  ladiea  !  (for  indiff'rent  m  your  cause, 
I  should  deserve  to  forfoit  all  applause) 
Whatever  shocks  or  gives  the  least  ofibnoe 
To  virtue^  delicacy,  truth,  or  sense, 
(Try  th^  criterion,  'tis  a  fisithful  gnide) 
Nor  has,  nor  can  have.  Scripture  oo  its  side. 

None  hot  an  author  knows  an  author's  cares. 
Or  Fancy's  fondness  for  the  child  she  bears. 
Committed  once  into  the  publte  arms. 
The  baby  seems  to  smile  with  added  charms, 
like  something  precious  ventur'd  for  from  shors^ 
'Tis  valued  for  the  danger's  sake  the  more. 
He  views  it  with  complecency  supreme. 
Solicits  kind  attention  to  his  dream; 
And  daily  more  eoamour'd  of  the  eheat. 
Kneels,  and  asks  Heav'n  to  bless  the  dear  deceik 
So  one,  whose  story  serves  at  least  to  show 
Men  lov'd  tbt^r  own  productions  long  ago, 
Woo'd  an  unfeelmg  statue  for  his  wife, 
Kor  rested  till  the  gods  had  giv'n  it  life. 
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ff^WMM  iDMedm'ler  mok  themgAed  fib. 
One  that  still  needs  his  leadiog  striog  and  bib. 
And  fmiae  bis  genius,  be  is  soon  repaid 
In  prai^  applied  to  the  same  part— bis  head  : 
For  tis  a  rale,  that  holds  for  ever  true, 
<*rant  me  disoennnent,  and  I  grant  it  you. 

Patient  of  contradictien  as  a  child, 
Affable,  humble,  diffident,  and  mild ; 
Soeh  was  sir  Isaac,  and  soch  Boyle  and  Locke  s 
Yoor  blunderer  it  as  sturdy  as  a  rock. 
The  creature  is  so  sure  to  kick  and  bite, 
A  muleteer 's  the  man  to  set  him  right. 
First  appetite  enlists  him  Truth's  sworn  Ibe, 
Then  obstinate  tJelf-wiU  confirms  him  so. 
Tell  him  he  wanders;  that  his  errour  leads 
To  latal  ills;  that,  though  the  path  he  treads 
Be  flow'ry,  and  he  see  no  cause  of  fear, 
Death  and  the  paiM  ef  Hell  attend  him  there : 
In  vain  ;  the  slave  of  arrogance  and  pride. 
He  has  do  hearing  ou  the  prudent  side. 
His  still  refutsd  quirks  be  still  repeats ;  . 
Kew  rais'd  olgections  with  new  quibbl^  meets  ; 
Till,  sinking  in  the  quicksand  he  defends. 
He  dies  disputing,  and  the  contest  end>-« 
But  not  the  miscbiefr;  they,  still  left  behind, 
like  thistle-seeds,  are  sown  by  e^ ry  wind. 

Thus  men  go  wrong  with  an  ingemous  skill ; 
Bend  the  straight  rule  to  their  o«n  crctoked  will ; 
And  with  a  clear  and  shining  lamp  supplied. 
First  put  it  out,  then  take  it  for  a  guidct 
Halting  on  crutches  of  unequal  size. 
One  leg  by  truth  supported,  one  by  lies; 
They  sidle  to  the  goal  with  awkward  pace. 
Secure  of  nothing-^-but  to  lose  the  race. 

Faults  in  the  life  breed  errours  in  the  brain, 
Jind  these  redprocally  those  again. 
The  mind  and  conduct  mutually  imprint 
Jknd  stamp  their  image  in  each  other's  mint: 
£acfa  sire  and  d^m,  of  an  infernal  nee. 
Begetting  tad  conceiving  all  that's  base. 

None  sends  his  arrow  to  the  mark  in  view. 
Whose  hand  is  feeble,  or  his  aim  untrue. 
For  though,  ere  yet  the  shaft  is  on  the  wing. 
Or  wWn  it  6rst  forsakes  th'  elastic  string, 
it  err  but  little  from  th'  intended  line. 
It  falls  at  last  fer  wide  of  his  design : 
eo  be,  who  seeks  a  mansion  iuAhe  sky. 
Must  watch  his  purpose  with  a  stediast  eye; 
That  priM  belongs  to  none  but  the  sincere. 
The  least  obfiquity  is  fatal  here. 

With  caution  taste  the  sweet  Ciroean  cup  t 
He  that  sips  often,  at  last  drinks  it  up. 
Habits  are  soon  assum'd ;  but  whea  we  strive 
Tb  strip  them  off,  'tis  being  flay'd  alive. 
Catl'd  to  tbe  temple  of  impure  delight. 
He  that  abstains,  and  he  alone«  does  right 
If  a  wi^h  wander  that  way,  call  it  home  ; 
He  cannot  long  be  safe  whose  wishes  roam. 
But,  if  you  pass  tbe  threshold  you  are  caught ; 
Die  then,  if  pow*r  Almighty  save  you  not. 
There  hard'ning  by  degrees,  till  double  steel'd. 
Take  leave  of  nature's  God,  and  God  reveal 'd  ; 
Then  laugh  at  all  you  trembled  at  before  ; 
And  joining  the  firee-thinkers'  brutal  roar, 
Swallow  the  two  grand  nostrums  they  i 
That  Scripture  lies,  and  bbMpbemy  is  sense. 
If  clemency  revolted  by  abuse 
£e  dgmnable,  then  damn'd  without  eicufe. 


Some  dream  that  they  can  sileace,  when  they  will^ 
The  storm  of  passion,  and  say,  '*  Peace,  be  still;'* 
But  *'  Thus  far  And  no  ferther."  when  address'd 
To  the  wild  wave,  or  wilder  human  breast. 
Implies  authority  that  never  can. 
That  never  ought  to  be  the  lot  of  man. 

But  Muse  forbear ;  long  flights  ferbode  a  fall ; 
Strike  on  the  deep-ton'd  chord  the  sum  of  all. 

Hear  tbe  just  law — the  judgment  of  the  skiesi 
He  that  hates  truth  shall  be  tbe  dupe  of  lies : 
And  he  that  will  be  cheated  to  tbe  hist, 
Delusions  strong  as  Hell  shall  bind  him  fest. 
But  if  the  wand'rer  his  mistake  discern, 
Judge  his  own  ways  and  sigh  for  a  return, 
Bewilder'd  once,  must  he  bewail  his  less 
forever  and  for  vcver?  No— tbe  cross! 
There  and  there  only  (though  the  deist  rave. 
And  atheist,  if  Earth  bear  so  base  a  slave) ; 
There  and  there  only  is  the  pow'r  to  save. 
There  no  delusive  hope  invites  despair ; 
No  mock'ry  meets  you,  no  deception  there. 
The  spells  and  charms,  that  blinded  you  before. 
All  vanish  there,  and  fhscinate  no  more.    » 

I  am  no  preacher,  let  this  hint  suffice — 
The  cross  once  seen  is  death  to  ev'ry  vice : 
Else  he  that  hung  there  suffsr'd  all  bis  pain. 
Bled,  groau'd,  and  agonis'd,  and  died,  in  vain. 


,    TRUTiL 

Pensantur  trutinft.    Hor.  Ub.  ii,  Epist  l« 

Man,  on  the  dubious  waves  of  errour  toss'd. 
His  ship  half  feunder'd,  and  his  compass  lost. 
Sees,  far  as  human  optics  may  command, 
A  sleeping  fog,  and  fancies  it  dry  land  :  ^ 
Spreads  all  his  canvass,  cv'ry  sinew  plies ; 
Pants  for't,  aims  at  it,  enters  it,  and  dies  i 
Then  ferewell  all  self-satisfying  schemes. 
His  well  built  systems,  philosophic  dreams  ; 
Deceitful  views  of  future  bliss  farewell  i 
He  reads  his  sentence  at  tbe  flames  of  Hell, 

Hard  lot  of  man — ^to  toil  for  the  reward 
Of  virtue,  and  yet  lose  it !   Wherefore  bard  ?— 
He  that  would  win  tbe  race  must  guide  bis  horse 
Obedient  to  the  customs  of  tiie  course ; 
Else,  though  unequalPd  to  the>goal  he  flies, 
A  meaner  than  himself  shall  gain  tbe  prize. 
Grace  leads  the  right  way :   if  you  choose  tbe  wrong. 
Take  it-aad  perish;  but  restrain  your  tongue; 
Charge  oot,  with  light  sufficient,  and  left  free. 
Your  wilful  suicide  on  God's  decree. 

O  how  unlike  the  complex  works  of  man, 
Heav'n's'.easy,  artless,  unincumber'd  plan  I 
No  meritricious  graces  to  beguile. 
No  dust'ring  ornaments  to  clog  the  pile  ; 
From  ostentatkm  as  from  weakness  free, 
U  stands  like  tbe  cerulean  arch  we  see. 
Majestic  in  it's  ow|i  simplicity. 
Inscribed  above  the  portal,  from  afar     ' 
Oonspicuous  as  tbe  brightness  of  a  star. 
Legible  only  by  tbe  light  they  give, 
Stand  the  sonl-quidk'ning  words — settEVB  and  live. 
Too  many,  shock'd  at  what  should  charm  them  mo&t. 
Despise  the  ptaio  direction,  and  are  lost. 
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"  HeaT'n  ODsaeh terms !"  (they  cry  with  proaddta- 

'*  Incredible,  impossible,  aiid  vaio  !"— .         [dain) 

Bebel,  because  His  easy  to  obey; 

And  scorn,  for  it's  own  sake,  the  gracious  way. 

These  are  the  sober,  in  whose  cooler  brains 

Some  thought  of  immortality  remains  ; 

The  rest  too  busy  or  too  gay  to  wait 

On  the  sad  theme,  their  everlasting  state, 

Sport  for  a  day,  and  perish  in  a  night, 

dHie  foam  upon  the  waters  not  so  light. 

Who  judg'd  the  pbarisee }  What  odious  cause 
Exposed  him  to  the  vengeance  of  the  laws  ? 
Had  be  seduc'd  a  virgin,  wrong'd  a  friend. 
Or  stabb'd  a  man  to  serve  some  private  end  ? 
Was  blasphemy  his  sin  ?  Or  did  he  stray 
From  the  strict  duties  of  the  sacred  day  ? 
Sit  long  and  late  at  the  carousing  board  ? 
(Such  were  the  sins  with  which  he  charged  his  Lord.) 
No->the  man's  morals  were  exact,  what  then} 
Twas  his  ambition  to  be  seen  of  men ; 
His  virtues  were  his  pride  ;  and  that  one  vice 
Made  all  his  virtues  gewgaws  of  no  price ; 
Ue  wore«them  as  fine  trappings  for  a  show, 
A  praying,  sjrnagogue-freiqueuting,  beau. 

The  self-applauding  bird,  the  peacock  se^— 
Mark  what  a  sumptuous  pbarisee  is  he ! 
Meridian  sun-beams  tempt  him  to  unfold 
His  radiant  glories,  azure,  green,  and  gold : 
He  treads  as  if,  some  solemn  music  near. 
His  measur'd  step  were  governed  by  his  ear ; 
And  seems  to  say — <<  Ve  meaner  fowl,  give  place, 
1  am  all  splendour^  dignity,  and  grace  !*' 

Not  so  the  pheasant  xm  his  charms  presumes, 
Though  be  too  has  a  glory  in  his  plumes. 
He,  Christian-like,  retreats  with  modest  mien 
To  the  close  copse,  or  far  sequester'd  green. 
And  shines  without  desiring  to  be  seen. 
The  plea  of  works,  as  arrogant  and  vain, 
Heav'n  turns  from  with  abhorrence  and  disdain  ; 
Not  more  affronted  by  avow'd  neglect, 
Than  by  the  mere  dissembler's  feign'd  respect. 
What  is  all  righteousness  that  men  devise  ? 
What— 'but  a  sordid  bargain  for  the  skies  } 
But  Christ  as  soon  would  abdicate  his  own. 
As  stoop  from  Heav'n  to  sell  the  proud  a  throne. 

His  dwelling  a  recess  in  some  rude  rock. 
Book,  beads,  and  maple-dish,  his  meagre  stock ; 
In  shirt  of  hair  and  weeds  of  canvass  dress'd. 
Girt  with  a  bell-rope  that  the  pope  has  bless'd  j 
Adust  with  stripes  told  out  for  ev'ry  crime. 
And  sore  tormented  long  before  his  tioie ; 
His  pray'r  pTeferr'd  to  saints  that  cannot  aid  ; 
His  praise  postponNl,  and  never  to  bp  paid ) 
See  the  sage  hermit,  by  mankind  admir'd. 
With  all  that  bigotry  adopts  inspired. 
Wearing  out  life  in  his  religious  whim. 
Till  his  religious  whimsy  wears  out  him. 
His  works,  his  abstinence,  his  zeal  allow'd. 
You  think  him  humble— ^Qod  accounts  him  preod ; 
High  in  demand,  though  lowly  in  pretence. 
Of  all  his  conduct  this  the  genuine  sense» 
My  penitential  stripes,  my  eiremmiifgc  blood. 
Have  purchased  Heav'n,  and  prove  iWflMe^ood. 

Tuni  eastward  now,  and  fancy  shall  apply 
To  your  weak  sight  her  telescopic  eye. 
The  bramin  kindles  on  h»  own  Uire  head 
The  sacred  fire,  sdf-torturing  his  trade, 
Jlis  voluntary  pains,  severe  aod  long, 
Wauld  give  a  barb'rous  air  to  British  song  ; 


No  grand  inquisitor  oootd  wane  inrent, 
Than  be  contrives  to  suffer  well  eonleat. 

Which  is  the  sanitlier  worthy  of  the  two  ? 
Past  alf  dispute,  yon  anchorite,  say  you. 
Your  sentence  and  mine  differ.    What's  a  nsme  ? 
I  say  the  bramin  has  the  fairer  claim. 
If  sufferings.  Scripture  no  where  recommends, 
Devis'd  by  self  to  answer  selfish  ends. 
Give  saintsbip,  then  all  Europe  must  agree 
Ten  starv'ling  hermits  suffer  lest  than  he. 

The  truth  is  (if  the  truth  may  mit  your  ear. 
And  prejudice  have  left  a  passage  clear) 
Pride  has  attain'd  it's  most  luxuriant  growth. 
And  poison'd  ev*ry  virtue  in  them  botL 
Pride  may  be  pamper'd  while  the  flesh  grows  lesa; 
Humility  may  clothe  an  English  dean ; 
That  grace  was  Cowper'»— his,  confess'd  by  all— 
Though  plac'd  in  golden  Durham's  second  stall. 
Not  fill  the  plenty  of  a  bishop's  board. 
His  palace,  and  his  lacqneys,  and  *'  My  lord," 
More  nourish  pride,  that  oondesoeDding  viee^ 
Than  abstmence,  and  beggary,  and  lice ; 
It  thrives  in  mis'ry,  and  abundant  grows: 
In  mis'ry  fools  upon  themselves  impose. 

But  why  before  us  protestants  produce 
An  Indian  mytfic,  or  a  French  recluse  ? 
Their  sin  is  plain ;  but  what  have  we  to  iear, 
Reformed  and  well  instructed  ?  You  shall  bear. 

Yon  ancient  prude,  whose  withered  features  show 
She  might  be  young  some  forty  years  ago. 
Her  elbows  pinionM  close  upon  her  hips. 
Her  head  erect,  her<fan  upoa  her  lips, 
Her  eye-brows  arch'd,  her  eyes  both  gone  astiay 
To  watch  yon  am'rous  couple  in  their  play, 
With  booy  and  unkerchiefd  neck  defies 
The  rude  inclemency  of  wintiy  skies, 
Aod  sails  with  lappet-head  and  minciagairs 
Duly  at  chink  of  bell  to  morning  pray*n. 
To  thrift  and  (nrsimony  much  inclio'd. 
She  yet  allows  herself  that  boy  behind ; 
The  ^hiv'ring  urchin,  bending  as  be  goes. 
With  slipshod  heels,  and  dewdrop  at  his  nose; 
His  predecessor's  coat  advanc'd  to  wear, 
Which  future  pages  yet'are  doom*d  to  share, ' 
Carries  her  Bible  tuck'd  beneath  his  arm. 
And  hides  his  hands  to  keep  his  fingers  warn. 

She,  half  an  angel  in  her  own  flcooant. 
Doubts  not  hereafter  with  the  saittts  to  mount. 
Though  not  a  grace  appean  on  strictest  search. 
But  that  she  fasts,  and  item,  goes  to  church. 
G>nsck>us  of  age  she  recollects  her  youth. 
And  tells,  not  always  with  an  eye  to  truth* 
Who  spann'd  her  waist,  and  who^  where'er  bt 

came,. 
Scrawl'd  upon  glass  miss  Bridget's  lovely  name; 
Who  stole  her  slipper,  fill'd  it  with  tokay. 
And  drank  the  little  bumper  ev'ry  day. 
Of  temper  as  envenom'd  as  an  asp. 
Censorious,  and  her  ev'ry  word  a  wasp ; 
In  faithful  mem'ry  she  records  the  crimes 
Or  real,  or  fictitious,  of  the  times  j 
Laughs  at  the  reputatmos  she  has  torn. 
And  holds  them  dangling  at  ana^s  length  in  Kon, 

Such  are  the  ftuits  of  sanctimonious  pride. 
Of  malice  fed  while  flesh  is  mortified : 
Take,  madam,  the  reward  of  all  your  prayers, 
Where  hermits  and  where  brsmins  meet  with  theiri; 
Your  postioD  is  with  them — ^Nay,  never  fitHm^ 
But,  if  you  please,  tone  fathoms  tower  down. 
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Arikt  itteoA— yoor  bniihet  and  yoar  punt— 
Produce  tlien»«-tahe  a  chair — ^oow  draw  a  Mint 
Ob  forrowftil  and  aad  !  the  itreaming  teais 
Channel  her  cheekt — a  Niobe  appears  1 
Is  this  a  saint }  Throw  tints  and  all  away- 
True  Piety  is  chaerfnl  as  the  day. 
Will  weep  indeed  and  heave  a  pitying:  gttmn 
For  otheis'  woes,  but  smiles  upon  her  own. 

What  pnrpoee  has  the  King  of  saints  in  ^iew  ? 
Why  Ihlls  the  Gospel  like  a  gracioos  dew  > 
To  call  up  plenty  fram  the  teeming  earth. 
Or  cnrM  the  desert  with  a  tenfold  dearth  ? 
Is  it  that  Adam's  oApring  may  be  savM 
From  servile  fear,  or  be  the  mora  enslav'd  } 
To  looea  the  links,  that  gall*d  mankind  before. 
Or  bind  them  foster  on,  and  add  still  more } 
The  freebom  Christian  has  no  chains  to  prore^ 
Or,  if  a  chain,  the  golden  one  of  love : 
No  fear  attends  to  quench  his  glowing  fires, 
Whatfear  he  foels  his  grstitode  iosptres. 
Shall  he,  for  such  .deiiv*ranoe  freely  wrought. 
Recompense  ill  ?    He  trembles  at  the  thought 
His  master's  interest  and  his  own  combined 
Prompt  ev*ry  movement  of  his  heart  and  mind : 
Thought,  word  and  deed,  his  libeity  evince. 
His  freedom  is  the  freedom  of  a  prince. 

Man's  obligations  infinite,  of  course 
His  life  should  prove  that  he  perceives  their  force ; 
His  utmost  he  can  render  is  but  small— 
The  principle  aad  motive  all  in  all. 
Yeo  have  two  servants— Tom,  an  arch,  sly  rogue. 
From  top  to  toe  the  Oeta  now  in  vogue, 
Genteel  in  figure,  easy  m  address. 
Moves  without  noise,  and  swift  as  an  express. 
Reports  a  message  with  a  pleaang  grace. 
Expert  in  all  fiM  duties  of  his  place ; 
Say,  on  what  hinge  does  his  obedience  move  } 
Has  he  a  world  of  gratitude  and  love  ? 
No,  not  a  spark— *ttf  all  mere  sharper's  play ; 
He  likes  your  house,  your  housemaid,  and  your  pay ; 
Reduce  his  wages,  or  get  rid  of  her, 
Tom  quits  you  with  *'  Your  most  obedient,  sir." 

The  dinner  serv'd,  Charles  takes  his  usual  stand, 
Watches  your  eye,  anticipates  command  ; 
Sighs  if  perhaps  your  appetite  should  foil  $ 
Avd  if  he  but  suspects  a  frown,  turns  pale; 
Consults  all  day  your  iot'rest  and  your  ease. 
Richly  rewarded  if  be  can  but  please ; 
And,  proud  to  make  bis  firm  attachment  known. 
To  save  your  lifo  wouM  nobly  risk  his  own. 

Now  which  stands  highest  in  your  serious  thought } 
Charles,  without  doubt,  say  you— and  so  he  ought ; 
One  act,  that  from  a  thankful  heart  proceeds, 
JBxcels  ten  thousand  mercenary  deeds. 

Thus  Heav'n  approves  as  honest  and  sincere 
The  work  of  gen'roos  love  and  filial  fear ; 
But  with  averted  eyes  th'  omniscient  Judge 
Scorns  the  base  hireling,  and  the  slavish  drudge. 
Where  dwell  these  matchless  sainU?— old  Curio 

cries. 
F.v'n  at  your  side,  sir,  and  before  your  eyes, 
The  favoured  few — th'  enthusiasts  you  despise. 
And  pleas'd  at  heart  because  on  holy  ground 
Sqpietimes  a  cantmg  hyprocrite  is  found. 
Reproach  a  people  with  his  single  foil, 
Aud  cast  his  filthy  raiment  at  them  all. 
Attend !— «n  apt  similitude  shall  show 
Whence  springs  the  conduct  that  offends  you  80» 


See  where  it  smokes  along  the  comiduig  plain. 
Blown  all  aslant,  a  driving,  dashing  rain. 
Peal  upon  peal  redoubling  all  around, 
Shakies  i^  again  and  faster  to  the  ground  ; 
Now  flashing  wide,  now  glandng  as  in  play. 
Swift  beyond  thought  the  lightnings  dart  away. 
Ere  yet  it  came  the  trav>ller  urg'd  his  steed. 
And  hurried,  but  with  unsuccessful  speed ; 
Now  dranch*d  throughout,  and  hopeless  of  his  case. 
He  drops  the  rein,  and  leaves  him  tohis  pace. 
Suppose,  unlook^d  for  in  a  scene  so  nide. 
Long  hid  by  interposing  hill  or  wood. 
Some  mansion,  neat  and  elegantly  dress'd. 
By  some  kind  hospitable  heart  possessed. 
Offer  him  warmth,  security,  and  rest; 
Think  with  what  pleasure,  safo  and  at  his  ease. 
He  hears  the  tempest  howling  in  the  trees; 
What  glowing  thanks  his  lips  and  heart  employ, 
While  danger  past  is  turo'd  to  present  joy. 
So  fares  it  with  the  sinner,  when-  he  feels 
A  growing  dread  of  vengeance  at  his  heels : 
His  conscience,  like  a  glassv  lake  before, 
Lash'd  nito  fbaming  waves  begins  to  roar ; 
The  law  grown  clamorous,  though  silent  lopg. 
Arraigns  him— chaiges  him  with  ev'ry  wrong- 
Asserts  the  rights  of  his  offended  Lord, 
And  death  or  restitution  is  the  word : 
The  lastimpossible,  he  fears  the  first. 
And,  having  well  deservM,  expects  the  worst 
Then  welcome  refuge,  and  a  peaceful  home; 
Oh  for  a  shelter  from  the  wrath  to  come ! 
Crush  me  ye  rocks ;  ye  falling  mountains  hide. 
Or  bary  me  in  ocean's  angry  tide.— 
The  scrutiny  of  those  all-seeing  eyes 
I  dare  not— And  you  need  not,  God  replies ; 
The  remedy  you  want  I  freely  give : 
The  book  shall  teach  you — read,  believe,  and  live ! 
'Tis  done— the  raging  storm  is  heard  no  more, 
Mercy  receives  him  on  her  peaceful  shore : 
And  Justice,  guardian  of  the  dread  command. 
Drops  the  red  vengeance  from  his  willing  hand. 
A  soul  redeem*d  demands  a  lifo  of  praise ; 
Hence  the  complexion  of  his  future  days. 
Hence  a  demeanor  holy  and  unspeck'd. 
And  the  world's  hatred,  as  it's  sura  effiNCt. 

Some  lead  a  life  unblamable  and  just, 
Their  own  dear  virtue  their  unshaken  trust  i 
They  never  sin— or  if  (as  all  ofiend) 
Some  trivial  slips  their  daily  walk  aUend, 
The  poor  are  near  at  hand,  the  charge  is  small, 
A  slight  gmtuity  atones  for  all. 
For  though  the  pope  has  tost  his  inf  rest  here,    . 
And  pardons  are  not  sold  as  once  they  were. 
No  papist  more  desirous  to  compound. 
Than  some  grave  sinners  upon  English  ground. 
That  plea  refuted,  other  quirks  they  seek— 
Mercy  is  infinite,  and  man  is  weak ; 
The  future  shall  obliterate  the  past, 
And  Heav'n  no  doubt  shall  be  their  home  at  last. 

Come  then— a  still,  small  whisper  in  yonr  ear   j 
He  has  no  hope  who  never  had  a  fear ; 
And  he  that  never  doubted  of  bis  state. 
He  may  perhaps— perhaps  he  may— loo  late. 

The  path  to  bliss  abounds  with  many  a  snare  ; 
Learning  is  one,  and  wit  however  rare. 
The  Frenchman,  fint  in  literary  feme, 
(Mention  him  if  you  please.  Voltaire  ?— The  same. ) 
With  spirit,  genius,  eloquence,  supplied, 
Liv'd  long,  wrote  moch,  laugh'd  heartily,  and  died  ; 
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The  Seriptme  wm  kit  jesUbook,  wheaet  Im  dtim 
Boa  moU  to  gall  the  CbristMn  wad  the  Jew  j 
An  infidel  in  health,  but  what  when  lick  ? 
Oh — then  a  text  would  touch  btm^t  the  q^aick  s 
View  him  at  Paris  ic  bis  last  career. 
Surrounding  throngs  the  demifod  lefera. 
Exalted  on  his  pedestal  of  pride, 
And  fum'd  with  franluDcence  on  ev'ry  side. 
He  begs  their  flaU'ry  with  his  latest  breath. 
And  soMther'd  in'tat  last,  is  prais>d  to  death. 

Yon  cottager,  who  weaves  at  her  own  door. 
Pillow  and  bobbins  all  her  little  store  ; 
Gonteot  though  mean,  and  cheerful  if  not  gay» 
Shuffling  her  thi^eads  about  the  livelong  daj» 
Just  eanis  a  scanty  pittance,  and  at  ni^t 
Lies  down  secure,  her  heart  and  pocket  light; 
She,  for  her  humble  sphere  by  nature  fit. 
Has  little  undisrstanding,  and  no  wit. 
Receives  no  praise ;  but,  though  her  lot  be  such, 
(Toilsome  and  indigent)  she  renders  much ; 
Just  knows,  and  knows  no  more,  her  Bible  tme— 
A  truth  the  brilliant  Freodiman  nem*  knew ; 
And  in  that  charter  reads  with  ^[Mrkliug  eyes 
Her  titled  a  treasure  in  the  skies. 

O  happy  peasaife !  Oh  unhappy  bard ! 
Bis  the  mere  tinsel,  hers  the  rich  reward; 
He  prais'd  perhaps  for  ages  yet  to  coma* 
She  never  heard  of  half  a  mile  from  hooM : 
He  lost  in  errours  his  vain  heart  prefers. 
She  safe  in  the  simplicity  of  hers. 

Not  many  wise,  rich,  noble,  or  profound 
In  science,  win  one  inch  of  heav'nly  ground. 
And  is  it  not  a  mortifymg  thought 
The  poor  should  gain  it,  and  the  rich  should  not  ? 
No— the  voioptuartes,  who  ne'er  feiget 
One  pleasure  lost,  lose  Heav'n  without  regret; 
Regret  would  rouse  them,  and  give  birth  to  paray*r, 
Pray'r  would  tfdd  £uth,  and  feith  would  fix  them 
there. 

Not  that  the  Former  of  us  all  in  this. 
Or  aogbt  he  does,  is  goveni'd  by  caprice ; 
The  supposition  is  replete  with  sin, 
And  bears  the  brand  of  blasphemy  burnt  in« 
Not  so— the  silver  trumpet's  heaVnly  call 
Sounds  for  th^poor,  but  sounds  alike  for  all  t 
Kings  are  invited,  uid  would  kings  obey. 
No  slav^  on  Earth  more  welcome  were  than  they : 
But  royalty,  nobility,  and  state. 
Are  such  a  dead  preponderating  weight. 
That  endless  bliss  (hpw  strange  soe'er  it  seem) 
In  counterpoise,  flies  up  and  kicks  the  beam, 
nis  open,  and  ye  canqot  entei^— why  } 
Because  ye  will  not,  Gonycrs  would  reply—- 
And  he  says  much  that  nsany  may  dixputa 
And  cavil  at  with  ease,  but  none  refute. 
O  bless'd  effect  of  penury  and  want. 
The  seed  sown  there,  how  vig'rons  is  the  plant ! 
No  soil  like  povertyHbr  growth  divine. 
As  leanest  land  supplies  the  richest  wine. 
Earth  gives*  too  little,  giving  only  bread. 
To  nourish  pride,  or  torn  the  weakest  head  : 
To  them  the  sounding  jargon  of  the  sdiools 
Seems  what  it  ia— «  cap  and  bell  for  foob : 
The  light  they  walk  by,  kmdled  from  above. 
Shows  them  the  shortest  wiiy  to  life  and  love  t 
They,  strangers,  to  the  ooutroveinal  field, 
Where  deists,  always  foil'd,  yet  scorn  to  yieidy 
And  never  check'd  by  what  impedes  the  wke, 
Relieve,  rush  forwaid,  and  pusseai  the  prise. 


Envy,  ye  gnat,  Iha  doll  nnlakter*d  mall: 
Ye  have  muob  cause  fov  envy— but  uot  all. 
We  boast  soaia  rich  ones  whom  the  Gospsl  wnyt. 
And  one  who  wears  a  coronet  and  prays; 
Like  gleanings  of  an  olive-tree  they  show, 
Here  and  there  one  upon  the  tqpmcst  bongh. 

How  readily  upon  Uie  Gospel  plan, 
That  question  has  it's  answw^-What  is  man } 
Sioful  and  weak,  in  et'ry  sense  m  wretch; 
An  instniment,  whose  chords  upon  the  iueteb. 
And  strain'd  to  the  last  screw  that  he  can  besr, 
Yiekl  only  discord  in  his  Mak«r*a  ear : ' 
Once  the  blest  rasideoee  of  truth  divine, 
GkNfiotts  as  Solyma*s  interior  shrine. 
Where,  hi  his  own  oracular,  abode, 
Dwelt  visibly  the  light  croatiog  Ood; 
But  made  long  since,  like  Babylon  of  oU, 
A  den  of  mtsehiefi  never  to  be  told : 
And  she,  oooe  mistress  of  tiie  realms  arooad. 
Now  scattered  wide  and  no  where  to  be  foood« 
As  soon  shall  rise  and  re-aacend  the  throne, 
By  native  pow'r  and  energy  her  cnrn. 
As  nature  at  her  own  peculiar  cost. 
Restore  to  man  the  Tories  he  baa  l«si. 
Go— bid  the  winter  cease  to  chill  the  year. 
Replace  the  wand'ring  oomet  in  his  sphere, 
Then  boast  (but  wait  foir  that  unhop'd-for  hoor) 
TI^  self-restoring  arm  of  human  pow'i^ 
But  what  is  man  in  his  own  pnud  esteem  ? 
Hear  him-«*himsdf  the  poet  and  the  theme: 
A  monarch  ckAh'd  with  migesty  and  awe. 
His  mind  his  kiiq^om,  and  his  will  his  law, 
Grace  in  bis  mien,  and  gkiry  in  his  eyes, 
Supreme  on  Baith,  and  worthy  of  the  skiei, 
Strength  in  his  heart,  domimon  in  bis  nod. 
And,  thimderiralts  excepted,  quita  a  God ! 
So  smgs  ha,  4diantt'd  with  his  own  mind  and  iotm, 
The  song  magnificent--the  theme  a  worm! 
Himself  so  much  the  source  of  hie  delight, ' 
His  Maker  has  no  beauty  m  his  sight. 
See  where  he  sits  oontemplative  and  tx^ 
Pleasure  and  wonder  in  his  features  mix'd. 
His  passions  tam'd  and  all  at  his  coatroul. 
How  perfect  the  composure  of  his  sonl ! 
Complacency  has  breath'd  a  gentle  gale 
0*er  all  his  thoughts,  and  swell'd  hia  ensy  sail: 
His  books  well  trimm'd  and  in  the  gayest  style 
like  regimental  coxcombs  rank  and  file. 
Adorn  bis  mteliects  as  well  as  shelves. 
And  teach  him  notions  splendid  as  thcanselves: 
The  Bible  only  stands  n^ected  there, 
Tl^oogh  that  of  all  most  worthy  of  his  care ; 
And  like  an  infant  troublesome  awake. 
Is  left  to  sleep  for  peace  and  quiet  sake. 

What  shall  the  man  drterve  of  humaakind^ 
Whose  happy  skill  and  industry  oombinM 
Shall  prove  (what  argument  oould  never  yet) 
The  Bible  an  imposture  and  a  cheat  ? 
The  praises  of  the  libertine  professed. 
The  worst  of  men,  and  curses  of  the  besL 
Where  should  the  living,  weeping  o^er  b»  woes; 
The  dying,  trembling  at  the  awfdl  dose ; 
Where  the  betray'd,  forsaken,  and  oppresM, 
The  thousands  whom  the  world  forbids  to  rest, 
Where  should  they  find,  (those  comforu  at  so  ea 
The  Scripture  yields)  or  hope  to  find  a  friend? 
Sorrow  might  moee  herself  to  madness  thee. 
And  sadcing  exile  from  the  sight  ufmea» 
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Grow  frantic  wttb  iier  paogt,  and  bite  tbe  gvomid. 

That  «ften  Unbelief,  gnivn  ack  of  life, 

Fiief  to  tlie  tmnpting  pool,  or  feloo  knife. 

Tbe  Jory  meet,  the  oorooer  is  ihort, 

And  lunacy  the  ^eidict  of  the  conrt ; 

RevefM  the  senteoce,  le%  the  trath  be  known^ 

Soeh  lunacy  is  ignorance  akme ; 

They  knew  not,  what  some  bishops  may  not  know, 

That  Scripture  is  the  only  cnra  of  wo ; 

That  field  of  promise,  hopr  it  flings  abroad 

If  s  odour  o'er  the  GhiMan*s  thorny  nmd  I 

The  soul,  reposinf  on  assor*d  rslie^ 

Feels  herself  hap^  amidst  all  her  grief^ 

Forgets  her  labeor  as  she  toils  along, 

Weeps  tears  of  joy,  and  borrts  into  a  song. 

But  the  saaM  word,  that,  Ilka  the  polish'^  share. 
Ploughs  up  the  vooCa  of  a  belierer's  care, 
Kills  too  the  flow'ry  weeds,  where'er  they  gi«w. 
That  bind  the  sinner's  Bacchanalian  brow. 
Oh  that  unwelcome  ^ruios  of  heaT'nly  love. 
Sad  messenger  of  mercy  from  above  I 
How  does  it  grate  upon  his  thanklen  ear, 
CrippUng  bis  pleasures  with  the  cramp  of  fear ! 
Bis  will  and  jodgment  at  continnal  strife. 
That  otvil  war  imbitters  all  his  life : 
In  Tain  he  points  his  powers  against  the  skies. 
In  vpin  he  doses  or  averts  his  eyes, 
Truth  will  intrude    she  bids  him  yet  beware ; 
And  shakes  the  socnitic  in  the  scomer's  chair. 
.  Though  various  foes  agafant  the  Truth  combine 
Pride  above  all  opposes  her  design ; 
Pride,  of  a  growth  superior  to  the  rest, 
Tbe  subtlest  serpent  with  the  loftiest  crest. 
Swells  at  tbe  "thought,  and,  kindling  into  rage. 
Would  hiss  the  cherub  Mercv  from  the  stage. 
And  is  tiie  soul  indeed  so  lost  ?— she  cries, 
Fairn  from  her  glory,  and  too  weak  to  rise  ? 
Torpid  and  dull  beneath  a  fWwen  zone. 
Has  she  no  spark  that  may  be  deem'd  her  own  ? 
Grant  her  indebted  to  what  sealots  call 
Grace  undeserved,  yet  surely  not  fer  all— 
Some  beams  of  rectitude  she  yet  displays. 
Some  love  of  virtue,  and  some  pow'r  to  praise  ; 
Can  lift  herself  above  corporeal  thmgs. 
And,  soaring  on  her  own  unborrowed  wings, 
Poeaeas  herself  of  an  that's  good  or  true. 
Assert  the  skies,  and  vhidicate  her  due. 
Past  indiscretion  is  a  venial  crime, 
And  if  the  youth,  unmellow'd  yet  by  time. 
Bore  on  his  branch  luxuriant  then  and  rude 
Fruite  of  a  blighted  size,  austere  and  crude,  * 
Mnturer  yean  shall  happier  stores  produce. 
And  noelwrate  the  well  concocted  juice. 
Then,  consckms  of  her  meritorious  zeal, 
To  Joatice  she  may  make  her  bold  appeal. 
And  leave  to  Mercy,  with  a  tranquil  mind, 
Tlie  worthless  and  unfruitful  of  mankind. 
Hear  tlien  how  Mercy,  slighted  and  defied, 
Reiorta  the  alfront  agamst  the  crown  of  Pride. 

Periah  the  virUe,  as  it  ought,  abhon^d,  - 
And  the  fool  with  it,  who  iosoHs  his  Lord. 
The  atonement,  a  Redeemer's  love  has  wroogbt. 
Is  not  for  you---the  righteous  need  it  not. 
Seeat  tbou  yon  harlot  wooing  all  she  meets. 
The  worn-out  nuisance  of  tbe  public  streets, 
Hervelf  from  mom  to  night,  fifom  night  to  mom, 
Her  own  abborrcnoe,  and  as  much  your  scora : 


The  gneions  shower,  unlimited  apd  free. 
Shall  fell  on  her,  wfatti  Heav^  denies  it  thee: 
Of  all  that  wisdom  dictates  this  the  drift. 
That  man  is  dead  in  sin,  and  life  a  gift. 

Is  rirtue  then,  unless  of  Christian  growth. 
Mere  fellacy,  or  fodishoess,  or  both  ? 
Ten  thousand  sages  lost  m  endless  wo> 
For  ignorance  of  what  they  could  not  know  > 
That  speech  betrays  at  once  a  bigofs  tongue. 
Charge  not  a  God  with  such  outrageous  wrong. 
Traly  not  I— the  partial  light  men  have. 
My  creed  persuades  me,  well  employ'd,  may  save  ; 
While  he  that  scorns  the  nooonday  beam,  perverse, 
Shall  find  the  blessing  unimprov'd  a  curse. 
Let  heathen  worthies,  whose  ezaKed  mind 
Left  sensuality  and  dross  behind, 
PMsess  for  me  their  undisputed  lot. 
And  take  uneovicd  the  reward  they  sought 
But  still  in  virtue  of  a  Saviour's  plea. 
Not  blind  by  choice,  but  destined  not  to  see. 
Tbeir  fortitude  and  wisdom  were  a  flame 
Celestial,  though  they  knew  not  whence  it  came, 
Beriv'd  from  the  same  source  of  light  and  grace. 
That  guides  the  Christian  in  his  swifter  race ; 
Their  judge  was  conscience,  and  her  rule  their  law^ 
That  rule,  pursued  with  rev'rence  and  with  awe, 
Led  them,  however  felt'ring,  feint,  aed  slow,  x 
Frbm  what  they  knew,  to  what  they  wished  to  know. 
But  let  not  him,  that  shares  a  brighter  day. 
Traduce  the  splendour  of  a  noontide  ray, 
Prefer  the  twilight  of  a  darker  time. 
And  deem  his  base  stupidity  no  crime  ; 
The  wretch,  who  slights  the  bounty  of  the  skies. 
And  sinks,  while  fevour'd  with  the  means  to  rise» 
Shall  find  them  rated  at  their  full  amount, 
Tbe  good  he  scom*d  all  carried  to  acooont. 

Marshalling  all  his  terroors  as  he  came. 
Thunder,  and  earthquake,  and  devouring  flame. 
From  Sinai's  top  Jehovah  gave  the  law. 
Life  for  obedience,  death  for  ev'ry  flaw. 
When  the  great  Sov'reign  would  his  will  express 
He  gives  a  perfect  rule,  what  can  he  less  ? 
Andvguards  it  with  a  sanction  as  severo 
As  vengeance  can  inflict,  or  sinners  fear : 
Else  his  own  glorious  rights  he  wenld  disclaim, 
And  man  mi^it  safely  trifle  with  his  name. 
He  bids  him  glow  with  unremitting  love 
To  all  on  Earth,  and  to  himself  above ; 
Condemns  th*  injurious  deed,  the  sland'rous  tongne, 
The  thought  that  meditates  a  brother's  wrong : 
Brings  not  aleoe  the  more  conspicuous  part. 
His  conduct  to  the  test,  but  tries  his  heart. 

Hark!  universal  natura  shook  and  groan'd, 
Twas  the  last  trumpet— see  the  Judge  enthron'd. 
Rouse  all  your  courage  at  your  utmost  need. 
Now  summon  dv'ry  rirtue,  stand  and  plead. 
What !  silent  ?     Is  your  boasting  heard  no  more  h 
That  self-renouncing  wisdom,  leam*d  before, 
Had  shed  immortal  glories  on  your  brow, 
That  all  your  rirtues  cannot  purchase  now. 

All  joy  to  the  believer !  Hecansi^eak — 
Trembling  yet  happy,  confident  yet  meek. 

Since  the  dear  hour,  that  brought  me  to  thy  foo^ 
And  cut  up  all  my  follies  by  tbe  root, 
I  never  trusted  in  an  arm  but  thine. 
Nor  hop'd,  but  in  thy  righteousness  dirnie: 
My  pray'rs  and  alms,  imperfect  and  defil'd, 
Were  but  the  ieeble  efforts  of  a  cbUd 
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Howe'erperform'^d,  it  wat  their  brigfatett  part. 
That  they  proceeded  from  a  grabeml  heart 
Cleans'd  in  thine  ovn  all-porifying  blood, 
Foi^give  their  evil,  and  accept  their  good  ; 
I  cast  them  at  thy  feet-— my  only  plea 
Is  what  it  was,  dependence  upon  Jthee, 
While  struggling  in  the  vale  of  tears  below, 
That  nefrer  iaiPd,  nor  shall  it  fail  me  now. 
Angelic  gratulations  rend  the  skies. 
Pride  falls  unpitied,  never  more  to  rise. 
Humility  is  ciown'd,  and  Faith  receives  the  prize. 


EXPOSTULATION. 

Tantane,  tam  patiens,  nallo  certamine  tolll 
Bona  sines  ?  Vlrg. 

Why  weeps  the  Muse  lor  England  ?  What  appears 
In  England's  case,  to  move  the  Muse  to  tears } 
lYom  side  to  side  of  her  delightful  isle 
Is  she  not  cloth'd  with  a  perpetual  smile  ? 
Gan  Naiture  add  a  charm,  or  Art  confer 
A  new-found  luxury  not  seen  in  her  ? 
Where  under  Heav'n  is  pleasure  more  pursnedi 
Or  where  does  cold  reflection  less  intrude  ? 
Her  fields  a  rich  expanse  of  wavy  com, 
Pour'd  out  iiom  Plenty's  overflowing  horn  ; 
Ambrosial  gardens,  in  which  art  supplies 
The  fervour  and  the  force  of  Indian  skies  ; 
Her  peaceful  shores,  where  busy  Commerce  waits 
To  pour  his  golden  tide  through  all  her  gates  ; 
Whom  6eiy  suns,  that  scorch  the  russet  spice 
Of  eastern  groves,  and  oceans  floor'd  with  ice 
Forbid  in  veSn  to  push  his  daring  way     / 
To  ^arke;r  climes,  or  climes  of  brighter  day ; 
Whom  the  winds  waft  where'er  the  billows  roll. 
From  the  World's  girdle  to  the  frozen  pole ; 
The  chariots  bounding  in  her  wheel-worn  street^ 
Her  vaults  below,  where  ev'ry  vintage  meets  ; 
Her  theatres,  her  revels,  and  her  sports  ; 
The  scenes,  to  whioh  not  youth  alone  resorts. 
But  age,  in  spite  of  weakness  and  of  pain. 
Still  haunts,  in  hope  to  dream  of  youth  again ; 
All  speak  her  happy :  let  the  Muse  look  round 
From  East  to  West,  no  sorrow  can  be  found : 
Or  only  what,  in  cottages  oooin'd, 
Sighs  unregarded  to  the  passing  wind. 
Then  wherefore  weep  for  England  ?  What  appears 
In  England's  case,  to  move  the  Muse  to  tears } 
The  prophet  wept  for  Israel ;  wish'd  his  eyes 
Where  fountains  fed  with  iufioite  supplies: 
For  Israel  dealt  in  robbery  and  wrong; 
There  were  the  scorner's  and  the  slaod'rer's  tongue ; 
Oaths,  us'd  as  playthings  or  convenient  tools. 
As  int'rest  biass'd  knaves,  or  foshion  fools  ; 
Adult'ry,  neighing  at  his  neighbour's  door ; 
Oppression,  laboring  hard  to  grind  the  poor; 
The  partial  balance,  and  deceitful  weight } 
The  treacherous  smile,  a  mask  for  secret  hate; 
Hypocrisy,  formality  in  pray'r, 
jind  the  dull  service  of  the  lip  were  there. 
Her  women,  insolent  and  self-caress'd. 
By  Vanity's  unwearied  finger  dress'd. 
Forgot  the  blush,  that  virgin  fears  impart 
To  modest  cheeks^  and.boirrow'd  one  from  art; 


Were  juft  such  trifles,  wilhoift  worth  or  nse^ 

As  sitty  pride  and  idleness  prodooe; 

Curl'd,  scented,  forbelow'd,  and  llonnc^  anmnd. 

With  foet  too  delicate  to  touch  the  groraid» 

They  stretch'd  the  neck,  and  roll'd  the  wantoo  ey^ 

And  sigh*d  for  ev'ry  fool  that  flotter*d  by. 

He  saw  his  people  slaves  to  ev'ry  last. 

Lewd,  avarickms,  arrogant,  unjm*; 

He  heard  the  wheels  of  an  avenging  God 

Groan  heavily  along  the  distant  road ; 

Saw  Babylon  set  wide  her  two-leav'd  brase 

To  let  the  military  delnge  pass ; 

Jerusalem  a  prey,  her  gilory  soil'd* 

Her  princes  captive,  and  her  treaaures  wpciVd  ; 

Wept  till  all  Israel  heard  bis  bitter  cry, 

Stamp'd  with  his  foot,  and  smote  upon  has  th^ : 

But  wept,  and  stamped,  and  smote  his  thigh  m  vua, 

Pleasure  is  deaf  when  told  of  fotore  pain. 

And  sounds  prophetic  are  too  rough  to  suit 

Ears  long  acoostom'd  to  the  pleasing  lute : 

They  scom'd  bis  inspiiataon  and  hia  theme* 

Pronounc'd  him  frantic,  and  bis  feais  a  drenm ; 

With  self-iodulgetioe  wing'd  the  fleeting  hOuiS, 

Till  the  foe  found  them,  and  down  fell  the  tow'm 

Long  time  Assyria  heund  them  in  her  chniiw 
Till  penitence  had  puig^d  the  public  stain. 
And  Cyrus,  with  relenting  pity  mov'd 
Retum'd  them  Iwppy  to  the  land  they  lov'd  ; 
There,  proof  against  prosperity,  awhile 
They  stood  the  test  of  her  ensnaring  amile. 
And  had  the  grace  in  scenes  of  peace  to  sbov 
The  virtue,  they'had  leam'd  in  scenes  of  w€w 
But  man  is  firaij,  and  can  but  ill  sustain 
A  long  immunity  firom  grief  and  pain  ; 
And  after  all  the  joys  that  Plenty  leads. 
With  tiptoe  step  Vk)e  silently  succeeds. 

When  he  that  rul'd  them  with  a  sbspherd't  rod. 
In  form  a  man,  in  dignity  a  God, 
Came,  not  expected  in  that  humble  guise. 
To  sift  and  search  them  with  unerring  eyes. 
He  found  cooceat'd  beneath  a  fair  outskie. 
The  filth  of  rottenness,  and  worm  of  pride; 
Their  piety  a  system  of  deceit, 
Scripture  employ'd  to  sanctify  the  cheat ; 
The  pbansee  the  dupe  of  his  own  art» 
Self-idoliz'd,  and  yet  a  knave  at  heart. 

When' nations  are  to  perish  in  their  sins, 
Tis  in  the  cburob  the  leprosy  begins; 
The  priest,  whose  ofllce  is  with  zeal  sincere 
To  watch  the  fountain  and  preserve  it  dear. 
Carelessly  nods  and  sleeps  upon  the  brink. 
While  others  poison  what  the  flock  must  drink  ; 
Or,  waking  at  the  call  of  lust  alone. 
Infuses  lies  and  errours  of  his  own ; 
His  unsuspecting  sheep  believe  it  pure : 
And,  tainted  by  the  very  means  of  cure. 
Catch  from  each  other  a  contagious  spot. 
The  foul 'fore-runner  of  a  geo'ial  n:^ 
Then  Thith  is  hush'd  that  Heresy  may  preach  ; 
And  all  is  trash,  that  Reason  cannot  reach : 
Then  God's  own  image  on  the  soul  imprees>d 
Becomes  a  mock'ry,  and  a  slanding  jest  ?  • 
And  foith,  the  root  whence  only  can  arise 
The  graces  of  a  life  that  wins  the  skies. 
Loses  at  once  all  value  and  esteem 
Pronounc'd  by  greybeards  a  pemicioQS  dream  l 
Then  Ceremony  leads  her  bigots  forth, 
Prspaed  to  fight  for  shadows  of  no  worth  ; 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


EXPOSTULATION^ 


€2i 


While  troUtfi  oo  wbtdi  eternal  thiogi  depend* 
Hbd  not,  or  hardly  find,  a  lingle  friend  : 
As  loldieri  watch  the  signal  of  command. 
They  learn  to  bow,  to  kneel,  to  sit,  to  stand  ; 
Happy  to  fill  religion's  vacant  place 
WHhbollow form,  and  gestare,  and  grimace. 

Socb,  when  the  teacher  of  his  church  was  there, 
People  and  priest,  the  sons  of  Israel  were  i 
Stiff  in  the  letter,  lax  in  the  design 
And  import,  of  their  oracles  divine  ; 
rheir  learning  legendary,  false,  ahsurd, 
And  yet  exalted  above  God's  own  word ; 
rhey  drew  a  curse  from  an  intended  good, 
Poff'd  up  with  gifts  they  never  understood. 
He  jadg'd  them  with  as  terrible  a  frown, 
fts  if  not  love,  but  wrath,  had  brought  him  down  : 
f  et  be  was  gentle  as  soft  summer  airs. 
Had  grace  for  others'  sins,  but  none  for  theirs ; 
rhroogb  all  he  spoke  a  noble  plaiuuesa  ran— 
Shet'ric  is  artifice,  the  work  of  man ; 
Ind  tricks  and  tome,  that  fancy  may  devise, 
^re  fiur  too  mean  for  him  that  rules  the  skies. 
rb'  attonish'd  vulgar  tzembled  while  he  tore 
rbe  mask  from  faces  never  seen  before  ; 
ie  stripped  th'  impostors  ia  the  noonday  sun, 
'how'd  that  they  followed  all  they  seem'd  to  shun  ; 
rbeir  pray'rs  made  public,  their  excesses  kept 
\i  priraie  as  the  chambers  where  they  slept  $ 
rhe  temple  and  it*s  holy  rites  profan'd 
)y  mum'ries,  b«  that  dwelt  in  it  disdain'd; 
Jplifted  hands,  that  at  convenient  times 
>(mid  act  extortion  and  the  worst  of  crimes,    . 
Vash'd  with  a  neatness  scrupulously  nice,  « 
Ind  free  from  ev'ry  taint  but  that  of  vice, 
udgment,  however  tardy,  mends  her  pace 
Vben  Obstinacy  once  has  conqner'd  Grace. 
Iiey  saw  distemper  heaVd,  and  life  restor'd, 
D  answer  to  the  fiat  of  his  word ; 
'oofesA'd  the  wonder,  and  with  daring  tongue 
llasphem'd  th'  authority  from  which  it  sprung, 
"hey  knew  by  sure  prognostics  seen  on  high, 
Wfoture  tone  and  temper  of  the  sky ; 
tut,  grave  dissemblers !  cou\d  not  understand 
bat  Sin  let  loose  speaks  Pantshment  at  band«. 
Ask  now  of  history's  authentic  page, 
iiid  call  op  evidence  from  ev'ry  age ; 
display  with  busy  and  laborious  band 
Tie  blessings  of  the  most  indebted  land ; 
l^hat  nation  will  you  find,  whose  annals  prove 
0  rich  an  int'rest  in  almighty  love  ? 
There  dwell  they  now,  where  dwelt  in  ancient  day 
people  planted,  water'd,  blest  as  they  } 
et  Kgypt*s  plague  and  Canaan's  woes  proclaim 
"be  favours  pooHd  upon  the  Jewish  name ; 
heir  freedom  purchas'd  for  them  at  the  cost 
fall  their  bani  oppressors  valued  most; 
heir  title  to  a  country  not  their  own 
fade  sure  by  prodigies  till  then  unknown  i 
jr  them  the  states  they  left  made  waste  and  void  ;• 
or  them  the  states,  to  which  they  went,  destroyed ; 
cloud  to  measure  out  their  march  by  day,  ! 

y  night  a  fire  to  cheer  the  gloomy  way  ; 
hat  moving  signal  summoning,  when  best, 
heir  host  to  move,  and  when  it  stay'd,  to  rest. 
>r  them  the  rocks  dissolv'd  into  a  flood, 
be  dews  oondens^d  into  angelic  food, 
lieir  very  garments  sacred,  old  yet  new, 
od  Tiose  forbid  to  touch  them  as  be  flew  ^ 


Streams,  sweli'd  i^bovn  the  bank,^  enjoined  to  stand, 
^ile  they  pass'd  through  to  their  appointed  land  ; 
Their  leader  arm'd  with  meekness,  zeal,  and  love,' 
And  grac'd  with  clear  credentials  from  above  ; 
Themselves  secur'd  beneath  th'  Almighty  wing; 
Their  God  their  captain  i,  lawgiver,  and  king; 
Crown'd  with  a  tliouaand  vict'  ries,  and  at  last 
Lords  of  the  conqner'd  soil,  there  rooted  fast. 
In  peace  possessing  wbat  they  won  by  war. 
Their  name  far  published,  and  rever'd  as  &r; 
Where  will  you  find  a  race  like  theirs,  endow'd 
With  all  that  man  e'er  wisb'd,  or  Heav'n  bestowed  } 

They,  and  they  only,  amongst  all  mankind 
Beoeiv'd  the  transcript  of  th>  eternal  mind  ; 
Were  trusted  with  his  own  engraven  laws. 
And  constituted  guardians  of  bis  cause ; 
Theirs  were  the  prophets,  theirs  the  priestly  call. 
And  theirs  by  birth  the  Saviour  of  us  all. 
In  vain  the  nations,  that  had  seen  them  rise 
With  fierce  and  envious  yet  admiring  eyes. 
Had  sought  to  crush  them,  guarded  as  they  were : 
By  pow'r  divine,  and  skill  that  could  not  err. 
Had  they  majntain'd  allegiance  firm  and  sure. 
And  kept  the  faith  immaeulate  and  pure. 
Then  the  proud  eagles  of  all-conqu'ring  Rome 
Had  found  one  city  not  to  be  o'ercome; 
And  the  twelve  standards  of  the  tribes  unfurl'd 
Had  bid  defiance  to  the  warring  worid. 
But  grace  abus'd  brings  forth  the  foulest  deeds. 
As  richest  ^il  the  most  luxuriant  weeds. 
Cur'd  of  the  golden  calves,  their  fathers'  itn. 
They  set  up  self,  that  idol  god  within  ; 
View'd  a  Deliv'rer  with  disdain  and  hate. 
Who  left  them  still  a  tributary  state ; 
Seiz'd^Bttft  his  hand,  held  out  to  set  them  free 
From  a  worse  yoke,  and  nail'd  it  to  the  tree : 
There  was  the  consummation  and  the  crown. 
The  flow'rs  of  Israel's  infamy  full  blown  ; 
Thence  date  their  sad  declension  and  their  &1I, 
Their  woes  not  yet  repeal'd,^  thence  date  them  alU 

Thus  fell  the  best  instructed  in  her  day, 
And  the  most  favour'd  land,  look  where  we  nuiy.  - 
PhikMophy  indeed  on  Grecian  eyes 
Had  pourM  the  day,  and  clear'd  the  Roman  skies  ; 
In  other  climes  perhaps  creative  Art, 
With  pow'r  sur|>assing  theirs,  perform'd  her  part^- 
Might  give  more  life  to  marble,  or  might  fill 
The  glowing  tablebi  with  a  juster  skill. 
Might  shine  in  fable,  and  araceidle  themes 
With  all  th*  embroidyy  of  poetic  dreams  ; 
'Twas  theirs  alone  to  dive  into  the  plan. 
That  Truth  and  Mercy  had  reveai'd  to  man ; 
And  while  the  world  beside,  that  plan  unknown. 
Deified  useless  wood,  or  senseless  stone. 
They  breath'd  in  faith  their  well-directed  pray'rs. 
And  the  true  God,  the  God  of  truth,  was  theirs. 

Their  glory  f^ed,  and  their  race  dispers'd. 
The  last  of  nations  now,,  though  once  the  first ; 
They  warn  and  teach  the  proudest,  would  they  learn, 
*<  Keep  wisdom,  or  meet  vengeance  iq  your  turn  i 
If  we  escap'd  not,  if  Heav'n  spar'd  not  us, 
PeePd,  scatter'd,  and  exterminated  thus  ; 
If  Vice  receiv'd  her  retribution  due. 
When  we  were  visited,  what  hope  for  you } 
When  God  arises  with  an  awful  fipown 
To  punish  lust,  or  pluck  presumption  down  j 
When  gifts  perverted,  or  not  duly  priz'd. 
Pleasure  overvalued,  and  his  grace  despisVi 

2  Vide  Joshna,  ▼.  14. 
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ProToke  the  veageaiice  of  bit  Hghteetn  haad, 
To  pour  dbim  wrath  upoD  a  thaokloi  land  I 
He  will  be  found  impaitialty  severe, 
Too  joit  to  wiok,  or  epeak  the  goil^  eleer.'* 

Oh  Israel,  of  all  natiouB  most  iindoM  ! 
Thy 4iadem  displaced,  thy  sceptre  gone; 
Thy  temple,  once  thy  glory,  fiiU'n  and  ras'd. 
And  thou  a  worshipper  e^en  where  thou  mays't  ; 
Thy  services,  once  o^y  without  spot. 
Mere  shadows  now,  their  ancient  pomp  flbrgot ; 
Thy  Levites,  once  a  consecrated  host, 
No  longer  Lerites,  and  their  lineage  lost. 
And  thou  thyself  o*er  ev'ry  country  sown, 
With  none  on  Earth  that  thou  camt  call  thine  own  ; 
Cry  aloud,  thou,  that  sittest  in  the  dust, 
Cry  to  the  prond,  the  cruel,  and  unjust; 
Knock  at  the  gates  of  nations,  rouse  th^  fears  j 
Say  wrath  is  coming,  and  the  storm  appears ; 
But  raise  the  shrillest  cry  rn  BrTtish  ears. 

What  ails  thee,  restless  as  the  waves  that  roar. 
And  fling  their  foam  a|;ainst  thy  chalky  shore  ? 
Mistress,  at  least  while  Providence  shall  please. 
And  ttident-bearing  queen  of  the  wide  Mas — 
Why,  having  kept  good  foith,  and  often  shown 
Friendship  and  truth  to  others,  find'sttfaou  none  ? 
TboQ  that  hast  set  the  persecuted  free. 
None  interposes  now  to  succour  thee. 
Countries  indebted  to  thy  powV,  that  shine 
With  light  derived  from  thee,  would  smother  thine : 
Thy  very  children  wateh  for  thy  disgrace— 
A  lawless  brood,  and  curse  thee  to  thy  foce. 
Thy  rulers  load  thy  credit,  year  by  year, 
With  sums  Peruvian  mines  could  never  clear  ; 
As  if,  like  arches  built  with  skilful  hand, 
The  more  Hwere  press'd  the  firmer  it  wool<f  stand. 

The  cry  in  all  thy  ships  is  still  the  same, 
Speed  OS  away  to  battle  and  to  fame. 
Thy  mariners  explore  the  wild  expanse, 
Impatient  to  desfcry  the  flags  of  France : 
But  though  they  fight  as  thine  have  ever  fought, 
Return  ashamed  without  the  wreaths  they  aougfat. 
Thy  senate  is  a  scene  of  civil  jar. 
Chaos  of  contrarieties  at  war ; 
Where  sharp  and  solid,  phl^matic  and  light* 
Discordant  atoms  meet,  ferment,  and  fight ; 
Where  Obstinacy  take«  his 'sturdy  stand. 
To  disconcert  what  Policy  has  plann'd ; 
Where  Policy  is  busied  all  night  long 
In  setting  ri^t  what  Faction  has  set  wrong ; 
Where  flails  of  oratory  thrash  the  floor, 
That  yields  them  chaffaod  dust,  and  nothing  more. 
Thy  rack'd  inhabitants  repine,  complain, 
Tax*d  till  the  brow  of  Labour  sweats  in  vain  ; 
War  Ia3r8  a  burden  on  the  reeling  state, 
And  p^ce  does  nothing  to  relieve  the  weight ; 
Successive  loads  succeeding  broils  impose, 
And  sighing  millions  prophesy  the  cloee. 

Is  adverse  Providence,  when  ponder'd  well, 
*So  dimly  writ,  or  difllcnlt  to  spell. 
Thou  canst  not  read  with  readiness  and  etas 
Providence  adverse  in  events  like  these  ? 
Know  then  that  heavily  wisdom  on  this  ball 
Creates,  ^ves  birth  to,  guides,  consummates  all ; 
That,  while  laborious  ^nd  quick-thoughted  man 
Snufi  up  the  preUe  of  what  he  seems  to  plan, 
He  first  conceives,  then  perfects  his  design. 
As  a  mere  instrument  in  hands  divine  : 
31ind  lo  the  working  of  that  secret  pow'r. 
That  baUopev  thejriogi  of  ev'ry  honr^ 


The  bosy  trifler  dreans  VHiiKlf  akne^ 

Frames  many  a  purpose,  aiid  God  works  his  owft.' 

States  thrive  or  wither  as  moons  wax  and  wane, 

Ev'n  as  his  will  and  his  decrees  ordain  ; 

While  honour,  virtue,  piety  bear  sway. 

They  flourish ;  and  as  these  declme,  decay : 

In  just  resentment  of  his  injnr'd  laws. 

He  pours  ooifitempt  on  them  and  on  thehr  cause  ; 

Strikes  the  rough  thread  of  errour  right  athwart 

The  web  of^r'ry  scheme  they  have  at  heart; 

Bids  rottenness  ravade  and  bring  to  dust 

The  pillars  of  support,  in  which  they  tnat. 

And  do  his  errand  of  disgrace  and  shame 

On  the  chief  strength  and  glory  of  the  finame. 

None  ever  yet  impeded  what  he  wrought. 

None  bars  him  out  ffom  his  most  secret  thoeigfat: 

Darkness  itself  befortf  his  eye  is  light. 

And  Hell's  close  mischief  naked  in  his  sigM. 

Stand  now  and  judge  thyself— Hast  thoa  incon'd 
His  anger,  who  can  waste  thee  with  a  word. 
Who  poises  and  proportions  sea  and  land. 
Weighing  them  in  th^  hollow  of  bis  hand. 
And  in  whose  awful  sight  all  nations  seem 
As  grasshoppers,  as  dust,  a  drop,  a  dream  ^ 
Hast  thou  (a  sacrilege  his  soul  abhors) 
Claim*d  all  the  glory  of  thy  prosperous  wars  ? 
Proud  of  thy  fleets  and  armies,  stol'n  the  gem 
Of  his  just  praise,  to  lavish  ft  on  them  ? 
Hast  thou  not  leamM,  what  thou  art  often  told, 
A  truth  stin  sacred,  and  believ'd  of  eld. 
That  no  success  attends  on  spears  and  swordi 
Uoblest,  and  that  the  battie  is  the  Lord*8  ? 
That  courage  is  his  creature ;  and  dismay 
The  post,  that  at  his  bidding  speeds  awajTi 
Ghastly  io  feature,  and  lus  stammering  ipogiM 
With  doleftil  hnpsour  and  sad  presage  haog. 
To  quell  the  valonr  of  the  stoutest  heart. 
And  teach  the  combatant  a  woman^  part  ? 
That  he  bids  thousands  fly  when  none  pufsoe. 
Saves  as  he  will  by  many  or  by  fow. 
And  daims  for  ever,  *s  bis  royal  right,  * 
Th*  event  and  sore  dedalon  of  the  fight  ?     [brpa< 

Hast  thou,  though  suckled  at  foir  FreedofB"! 
Exported  slav'ry  to  the  coaquei^d  East  ? 
PuU'd  down  the  tyrants  India  serv'd  with  dread. 
And  raised  thyself,  a  greater,  in  their  stead  } 
Gone  thither  arm'd  and  hungry,  retnrn*d  fall. 
Fed  from  the  richest  vrins  of  the  mogul, 
A  despot  big  with  powV  obtainM  by  wealth. 
And  that  obtain'd  by  rapine  and  by  stealth  ? 
With  Asiatic  vices  stor'd  thy  mind, 
But  left  their  virtues  and  thine  own  hdiind  ? 
And,  having  truck'd  thy  soul,  broaght  house  the  fc^ 
To  tempt  the  poor  to  sell  himself  to  thee  ^ 

Hast  thou  by  statute  shovM  from  it*S  desigB 
The  Savieur's  feast,  bis  own  blest  biead  and  wioe^ 
And  made  the  symbols  of  atoning  grace 
An  office*key,  a  picklock  to  a  place. 
That  infidels  may  prove  their  title  good 
By  an  oath  dipped  tn  sacramental  blood  ? 
A  blot  that  will  be  still  a  blot,  m  spite 
Of  all  that  grave  apologists  may  write  ; 
And  though  a  bishop  toil  to  cleanse  the  stain. 
He -wipes  and  scours  the  silver  cup  fai  vaiA 
And  hast  thou  sworn  on  ev'ry  slight  pretence^ 
Till  peijuries  are  common  as  bad  pence. 
While  thousands  careless  of  the  damniDg  sin. 
Kiss  the  hookH  Otttskle,  who  ne>er  look'd  wftku? 
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Mast  tfioQ,  wlieii  Heav^  lias  cloOi'd  tbee  with 

And  long  prorok'd,  repaid  thee  to  thy  fkce, 
(For  thoa  hast  known  ecliptet,  and  endur'd 
Dhnnea  and  anguish,  all  thy  heams  obtcur*d. 
When  sin  has  shed  dishonour  on  thy  hrow  ; 
And  never  of  a  sabler  hue  than  now), 
Hast  thou,  with  heart  perverse  and  conscieoce  seared, 
>  Despising  all  rebuke,  still  perserer'd,  y 

And  having  chosen  evil,  scom'd  the  voice     N 
That  cried,  *<  Repent !"  and  gloried  in  thy  choice  ? 
Thy  fastings,  when  calamity  at  last 
Suggests  th*  expedient  of  a  yearly  fast,  [powV 

What  mean  they  ?    Canst  thou  dream  tha;e  is^A 
In  lighter  diet  at  a  later  hour, 
To  charm  to  sleep  the  threat'ning  of  the  skies^ 
And  hide  past  folly  from  all-seeing  eyes  ? 
The  last,  that  wins  deliv'rance,  and  suspends 
llie  stroke  that  a  vindictive  GmI  intends. 
Is  to  renounce  hypocrisy ;  to  draw 
Thy  lile  upon  the  pattern  of  the  law ; 
To  war  with  pleasure,  idoliz*d  before; 
To  vanquish  lust,  and  wear  it's  yoke  no  more. 
All  fiuting  else,  whatever  be  the  pretence, 
Is  wooing  mercy  by  reiew'd  offence. 

Hast  thou  within  the  sin,  that  in  old  time 
Brought  fire  from  Htev'n,  the  sex  abusing  crime, 
Whoae  horrid  perpetration  stamps  disgrace, 
Baboons  are  fnM  from,  upon  human  race  ? 
Think  on  the  fruitful  and  well-water'd  spot. 
That  fed  the  flocks  and  herds  of  wealthy  Lot, 
Where  Paradise  seem'd  still  vouchsaf*d  on  Earth, 
Burning  and  seorchM  into  perpetual  dearth, 
Or,  to  his  words  who  damn*d  the  base  desire, 
SufTring  the  vengeance  of  eternal  fire : 
Then  Nature  injured,  scandaliz*d,  defiPd, 
Unveil'd  her  blushing  cheek,  look'd  on,  and  smil'd; 
Beheld  with  joy  the  lovely  scene  defac'd. 
And  pTBisM  the  wrath,  that  laid  her  beauties  wasta 

Par  be  the  thought  from  any  verse  of  mine. 
And  farther  still  the  fbrmM  and  fix'd  design,  . 
To  thrust  the  charge  of  deeds,  that  I  detest. 
Against  an  Innocent  unconscious  breaat : 
The  man  that  dares  traduce,  because  he  can 
With  safety  to  himself,  is  not  a  man : 
An  individual  is  a  sacred  mark. 
Not  to  be  pierced  in  play,  or  in  the  dark  ; 
But  puUfc  censure  speaks  a  public  foe. 
Unless  a  teal  for  virtue  guide  the  blow. 
'  The  priestly  brotherhood,  devout,  sincere^ 
From  mean  self- interest  and  ambition  clear. 
Their  hope  in  Heav'o,  servility  their  scorn, 
Prompt  to  persuade,  expostulate,  and  warn, 
Their  wisdom  pure,  and  giv'n  them  from  ab6ve, 
Their  usefulness  ensor'd  by  zeal  and  love, 
As  meek  as  the  man  Moses,  and  withal 
As  t>oId  as  in  Agrippa's  pretence  Paul, 
Shoald  fly  the  world's  contaminating  touch, 
Holy  and  unpolluted : — are  thine  such  ? 
Except  a  fbw  with  Eli's  spirit  blest, 
Hopbni  and  Phineas  may  descrif)e  the  rest 

Where  shall  a  teaehei;  look,  in  days  like  thete. 
For  ears  and  hearts,  that  he  can  hope  to  please  } 
X/xik  to  the  poor— the  simple  and  the  plain 
Will  bear  perhaps  thy  salutary  itrain : 
ffumiiity  is  gentle,  apt  to  learn. 
Speak  but  the  word,  will  listen  aod  return. 
^aa,  not  so !  the  poorest  of  the  flock 
Are  proud,  and  itt  their  frosi  as  a  n»ck^ 


Denied  that  earthfy  epulenee  Ihey  chooae, 

God's  better  gift  they  scoff  at  and  refuse. 

The  rich,  the  produce  of  a  nobler  stem. 

Are  more  intelligent  at  least,  try  them. 

Oh  vain  inquiry  i  they  without  remorse 

Are  altogether  gone  a  devious  course  j 

When  beck'ning  Pleasnre  leads  them,  wildly  stray  | 

Have  burst  the  bands,  and  cast  the  yoke  away. 

Now  home  upon  the  wings  of  truth  sablime. 
Review  thy  dim  original  and  prime. 
This  island,  spat  of  unreclaim'd  rude  earth. 
The  cradle  that  received  thee  at  thy  birth. 
Was  rock'd  by  many  a  rough  Norwegian  blast. 
And  Danish  lyywiings  scar'd  thee  as  they  pass'd  | 
^For  thou  wast  bom  amid  the  din  of  arms. 
And  iuck'd  a  breast  that  panted  with  alarms^ 
While  yet  thou  wast  a  grov'liog  puling  cbit, 
Thy  bonet  not  fashk>n*d,  and  thy  joints  not  knit. 
The  Roman  taught  thy  stubborn  knee  to  bow, 
Though  twice  a  Caesar  couki  not  bend  thee  now. 
His  victory  was  that  of  orient  light, 
When  the  Suifs  shafts  disperse  the  gloom  of  night. 
Thy  langnage  at  this  distant  moment  shows 
How  much  the  country  to  the  conqn'rer  owes  ; 
Espressive,  energetic,  and  reflo'd. 
It  sparkles  with  the  gems  he  left  behind : 
He  brought  thy  land  a  blessing  when  he  came. 
He  found  thee  savage,  and  he  left  thee  tame : 
Taught  thee  to  clothe  thy  pink'd  and  painted  m^e. 
And  grace  thy  figure  with  a  soldier's  pride  j 
He  sow'd  the  seeds  of  order  where  he  went, 
Improv'd  thee  far  beyond  his  own  intent, 
And,  while  he  rul'd  thee  by  the  sword  alone. 
Made  thee  at  fast  a  warrior  like  his  own. 
Religion,  ff  in  heav'nly  truths  attir'd, 
Needs  ouly  to  be  seen  to  be  admir'd ; 
But  thine,  as  dark  at  witcb'ries  of  the  night. 
Was  fbcm'd  to  harden  hearts  and  shock  the  mght  ; 
Thy  Druids  struck  the  wdt-hnng  harps  they  bore 
With  fingers  deeply  dyed  in  human  gore; 
And  while  the  victim  slowly  bled  to  death. 
Upon  the  rolling  chords  rung  out  his  dying  breath. 

Who  brought  the  lamp,  that  with  awaking  beamt 
DispellM  thy  gloom,  and  broke  away  thy  dreams, 
Tradititm,  now  decrepit  and  worn  out. 
Babbler  ef  ancient  febles,  leaves  a  doubt : 
But  still  light  reach'd  thee ;  and  those  gods  of  thnie;, 
Woden  and  Thor,  each  tott'ring  in  his  shrink, 
Fell  broken  and  defisc'd  at  hb  own  door, 
As  Dagon  In  Philistia  long  before.  ^ 

But  Rome  with  sorceries  and  magic  wand 
Soon  rais'd  a  cloud,  that  darkened  evVy  land  ; 
And  thine  was  smother'd  in  the  stench  and  fl:^    . 
Of  liber's  marshes  and  the  papal  bog.  ^     [crowas, 
Then  priests  with  bulls  and  brieft,  and  shaven 
And  griping  fists,  and  unrelenting  frowns, 
Legates  and  delegates  with  pow'rs  from  Hell, 
Though  heav'nly  in  pretension,  fleecM  thee  well ; 
And  to  this  hour,  to  keep  ittresh  in  mind. 
Some  twigs  of  that  old  scourge  are  left  behind  *• 
Thy  soldiery,  the  pope's  well  managed  pack. 
Were  train'd  beneath  his  lash,  and  knew  the  smack. 
And,  when  he  laid  them  on  the  scent  qf  bloody 
Would  hunt  a  Saracen  through  fire  and  flood. 
Lavish  df  life,  to  win  an  empty  tomb, 
That  prot*d  a  mint  of  wealth,  a  mine  to  Rom^ 
They  left  thcir^booes  beneath  unfriendly  skiei^ 
His  worthless  abiolntion  all  the  prise. 


s  Which  may  he  fonad  at  Doctort* 
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ThoQ  mni  the  verieft  sUva  in  ^jrs  of  jore. 

That  ever  dragg'd  a  chain  or  tugg'd  aa  oar  ; 

Thy  monarchs,  arbitrary,  fierce,  uojust, 

Themselvet  the  slaves  of  bigotry  or  lust, 

Disdain*d  thy  counsels,  only  in  distress. 

Found  thee  a  goodly  spuoge  for  PowV  to  press. 

Thy  chiefs,  the  lords  of  many  a  petty  fee, 

iProTok'd  and  harassed,  in  return  plagued  thee  ; 

CallM  thee  away  from  peaceable  employ. 

Domestic  happiness  and  rural  joy, 

To  waste  thy  life  in  arms,  or  lay  it  down 

In  causeless  feuds  and  hick'riDgs  of  their  own. 

Thy  parliaments  ador*d  on  bended  knees 

The  sovereignty,  they  were  convened  to  please; 

Whatever  was  ask'd,  too  timid  to  resist. 

Complied  with,  and  were  graciously  dismiss'd  ; 

And  if  some  Spartan  soul  a  doubt  expressed. 

And,  blushing  at  the  tameness  of  the  rest, 

Bar'd  to  suppose  the  subject  had  a  choice. 

He  was  a  traitor  by  the  gen'ral  voice. 

Oh  slave !  with  pow'rs  thou  didst  not  dare  exert. 

Verse  camiot  stoop  so  low  as  thy  desert; 

It  shakes  the  sides  of  splenetic  Disdain, 

Thou  self -entitled  ruler  of  the  main. 

To  trace  thee  to  the  date  when  yon  fair  sea, 

That  clips  thy  shores,  had  no  such  charms  for  thee ! 

When  other  nations  flew  from  coast  to  coast. 

And  thou  hadst  neither  fleet  nor  flag  to  boast 

Kneel  now,  and  lay  thy  forehead  in  the  dust ; 

Blush  if  thou  canst  j  not  petrified,  thou  must  t 

Act  but  jsn  honest  and  a  faithful  part ; 

Compare  what  then  thou  wast  with  what  tbou  art; 

And  God's  disposing  providence  confessed. 

Obduracy  itself  must  yield  the  rest — 

Then  thou  art  bound  to  serve  him,  and  to  prove*, 

Bour  after  hour,  thy  gratitude  and  love. 

Has  he  not  hid  thee,  and  thy  favoured  land* 
For  ages  safe  beneath  bis  sheltering  baod, 
Giv'n  thee  his  blessing  on  the  clearest  ptoof. 
Bid  nations  leagued  against  thee  stand  aloof. 
And  charg'd  Hostility  and  Hate  to  roar 
Vhere  else  they  would,  but  not  upon  thy  shore  ? 
His  pow'r  secured  thee,  when  presumptuous  Spain 
Baptiz'd  her  fleet  invincible  in  vain  i 
Her  gloomy  monarch,  doubtful  and  resign'd 
To  ev*ry  pang  that  racks  an  anxious  mind, 
4skM  of  the  waves,  that  broke  upon  his  coast. 
What  tidings  ?  and  the  surge  replied—"  AH  lost  2" 
And  when  the  Stuart  leaning  on  the  Scot, 
Then  too  much  feared  and  now  too  much  forgot, 
Pierc'd  to  the  very  centre  of  the  realm. 
And  bopM  to  seize'  his  abdicated  helm, 
Twas  but  to  prove  how  quickly  with  a  frown. 
He  that  had  raisM  thee  conldhave  pluck'd  thee  down, 
peculiar  is  the  grace  by  thee  possessed. 
Thy  foes  implacable,  tby  land  at  rest ; 
Thy  thonders  travel  over  earth  and  seas. 
And  all  at  home  is  pleasure,  wealth,  and.  ease. 
Tis  thus,  extending  his  tempestuous  arm. 
Thy  Maker  fills  the  nations  with  alarm. 
While  his  own  Heav'n  surveys  the  troubled  scene. 
And  feels  no  change,  unshaken  and  serene. 
Freedom,  in  other  lands  scarce  known  to  shine,  . 
Pours  out  a  flood  of  splendour  upon  thine; 
7%ou  hast  as  bright  an  interest  in  her  rays. 
As  ever  Roman  had  in  Rome's  best  days. 
Tru6  freedom  is  where  no  restraint  is  known. 
That  Scripture,  justice,  and  good  sense  disown. 


Where  only  vice  and  injary  are  tiad. 
And  all  from  shore  to  shore  is  free  beside* 
Such  freedom  is^-«nd  Windsor's  hoary  tov'ci 
Stood  trembling  at  the  boldness  oCthy  pow'rs, 
That  won  a  nymph  on  that  immortal  plain, 
like  her  the  fabled  Pheebus  woo'd  in  vain: 
He  found  the  laurel  only— happier  yon 
Th'  uniadin|;  laurel,  and  the  virgin  too  ^ ! 
Now  think,  if  Pleasure  have  a  thought  to  spate; 
If  God  himself  be  not  beneath  her  care ; 
If  Business,  constant  as  the  wheels  of  time, 
Can  pause  an  hour  to  read  a  serioos  rhime ; 
If  the  new  mail  thy  merchants  now  receive. 
Or  expectation  of  the  next  give  leave ; 
Oh  think,  if  chargeable  with  d«ep  arrears 
For  such  indulgence  gilding  all  thy  years. 
How  much,  though  long  neglected,  shining  yet. 
The  beams  of  heav'oly  truth  hava  nrellM  the  debt 
When  persecuting  zeal  made  royal  sport 
With  torturM  innocence  in  Mary's  oouit. 
And  Bonner,  blithe  as  shepherd  at  a  wake. 
Enjoy 'd  the  show,  and  dauc'd  about  the  stake; 
llie  sacred  book,  it's  value  understood, 
Receiv'd  the  seal  of  martyrdom  in. blood. 
Those  holy  men,  so  full  of  truth  and  grace. 
Seem  to  reflection  of  a  diCTrent  race. 
Meek,  modest,  venerable,  wise,  sincere. 
In  such  a  cause  they  could  not  dare  to  feic; 
They  could  not  purchase  Ear^  with  such  a  priie^ 
Or  spare  a  life  too  short  to  reach  the  skkas* 
From  them  to  thee  convey *d  along  the  ti<fe, 
Their  stfreaming  hearts  pour'dfreely .when  they  died, 
Those  truths,  which  neither  use  nor  yeara  impair, 
Invite  thee,  woo  thee,  to  the  bliss  tbiy  share 
What  dotage  will  not  vanity  maintain  ? 
What  web  too  weak  to  catch  a  modem  brain } 
The  molea  and  bats  in  fullaaseoibly  find. 
On  special  scearch,  the  keen^ey'd  eagle  hlini. 
And  did  they  dream,  and  art  thou  wiser  now  I 
Prove  it — if  better,  I  submit  and  bow. 
Wisdom  and  Goodness  are  twin-born, me  heaii 
Must  hold  both  sisters,  never  seen  apacti^ 
So  then — aa  darkness  overspread  the  deq^ 
Ere  Nature  rose  from  her  eternal  aleqf^.^ 
And  this  delightful  Earth,  and  that  hk  akj% 
Leap'd  out  of  nothing,  call'd  by  the  MootHiflb; 
By  such  a  cha«ge  thy  darkness  b  made  light, 
Thy  chaos  order,  and  thy  weakness  might; 
And  He,  whose  pow'r  mere  nullity  oh^ys. 
Who  found  thee  nothing,  form'd  thee  for  hisprsirti 
To  praise  Um  is  to  serve  him,  and  fulfil. 
Doing  ^nd  suff'ring,  his  unquestion'd  wiUj 
Tis  to  believe  what  men  inspir'd  of  old. 
Faithful,  and  fiiitbfully  inform'd,  unfold  ; 
Catfdid  and  just,  with  no  false  aim  in  view. 
To  take  for  truth  what  cannot  but  be  true ; 
To  learn  in  God's  own  school  the  Christian  |ttrt,  • 
And  bind  the  task  assign'd  thee  to  thine  h«at: 
Happy  the  man  there  seeking  and  there  tend, 
Happy  the  nation  where  such  men  tihonui* 

How  shall  a  verse  impress  thee  ?  by  what  name 
Shall  I  adjure  thee  not  to  oo^rt  t|iy  shame  ? 
By  theirs,  whose  bright  example  uoimpeach'd 
Directs  thee  to  that  eminence  they  leacliM, 

3  Alludiifg  to  the  grant  of  Magna  Cbarta,  «lu>h 
was  extorted  from  king  John  by  the  barons  at  Rvtt" 
nymcde  near  Windsor. 
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Ifeioef  and  woithiet  of  days  past,  fhy  rires  ? 
Or  hit,  who  toach'd  their  hearts  with  hallow'd  firei  ? 
Thdr  namei,  alas  f  in  yain  reproach  an  age, 
Whom  all  the  vanities  they  scom'd  engage ! 
And  His,  that  seraphs  tremble  at,  is  huof 
Disfracefully  on  ev*ry  trifler's  tongue. 
Or  serves  the  champion  in  forensic  war 
To  flourish  and  oarade  with  at  the  bar. 
Pleasure  henelt  perh^  suggests  a  plea. 
If  interest  move  thee,  to  persuade  ev'n  thee ; 
By  ev'ry  charm,  that  smiles  upon  her  face, 
.  By  joys  possessed,  and  joys  still  held  in  chase. 
If  dear  society  be  worth  a  thought. 
And  if  the  feast  of  freedom  cby  thee  not. 
Reflect  that  theM,  and  all  that  seems  thine  own. 
Held  by  the  tenure  of  his  will  alone. 
Like  angels  in  the  service  of  their  Lord, 
Remain  with  thee,  or  leave  thee  at  his  word ; 
That  gratitude  and  temperance  in  Qur  use 
Of  what  he  gives,  unsparing  and  profuse, 
Secure  the  fiivour,  and  enhance  the  joy, 
That  thankless  waste  and  wild  abuse  destroy. 
But  above  all  reflect,  how  cheap  soe*er 
Tboae  rights,  that  millions  envy  thee,  appear, 
And,  though  itsolv'd  to  risk  them,  and  swim  down 
The  tide  of  pleasure,  heedless  of  His  frown. 
That  bleasings  truly  sacred,  and  when  giv'n 
Mark'd  with  the  signature  and  sUmp  of  Heav'n, 
The  word  of  prophecy,  those  truths  divine. 
Which  make  that  Heav*D,  if  thou  desire  it,  thine, 
(Awful  alternative  !  believ*d,  b^lov'd, 
Thy  glory,  and  thy  shame  if  unimprov'd) 
Are  never  kng  vouchsafd,  if  push'd  aside 
With  oold  disgust  or  philosophic  pride ! 
And  that,  judicially  withdrawn,  disgrace, 
Errour,  and  darkness  occupy  their  place. 

A  world  is  up  m  arms,  and  thon,  a  spot    . 
Nol  qniekly  fbond,  if  negUgentlv  sought. 
Thy  aoiil  b$  ample  as  thy  bounds  are  small, 
£odvr*ft  the  brunt,  and  dar'st  defy  tbem  all : 
And  wilt  thon  join  to  this  bold  enterprise 
A  boldai'  still,  a  contest  with  the  skies  ? 
Renneiber,  if  He  guard  thee  and  secure. 
Whoever  assails  thee,  thy  socc^  b  sure ; , 
Bat  if  He  leave  thee,  though  the  skill  and  pow*r 
Of  nnlapne,  sworn  to  spoil  thee  and  devour. 
Were  sdl  ooflected  in  thy  single  arm, 
Apd  thon  oouldst  laugh  away  the  fear  of  harm, 
That  atrength  would  fail,  opposed  against  the  push 
And  iseble  onset  of  a  pigmy  rush. 

Smf  not  (and  if  the  thought  of  such  defence 
Shonld  spring  within  thy  bosom,  drive  it  thence) 
WlMt  natkin  amongst  sll  my  foes  is  free 
From  crimes  as  base  as  any  cbarg'd  an  me  ? 
Tbeir  neasure  filPd,  they  too  shall  pay  the  debt. 
Which  God  though  kMig  Ibrbom,  will  not  forget. 
Bat  know  that  Wrath  divine,  when  most  severe, 
llakea  justice  still  the  guide  of  his  career, 
Aed  will  not  punish,  m  one  mingled  crowd, 
Tbenn  without  li^t,  and  thee  without  a  ckmd. 
Muaa,  hang  this  harp  upon  yon  aged  beech, 
Still  monn'ring  with  the  solemn  truths  1  teadi; 
And  while  at  intervals  a  oold  blast  sings 
Through  the  dry  leaves,  and  pants  upon  the  strings. 
My  eolul  thall  sigh  in  secret,  and  lament 
A  nsition  scoarg'd,  yet  tardy  to  repent 
I  knoiw  the  warning  song  is  sung  in  vab ; 
Thmt  ibw  will  bear,  and  fewer  heed  the  strain } 
Vol.  XVIII. 


But  if  a  sweeter  voice,  and  one  designed 
A  ble$«ing  to  my  country  and  mankind. 
Reclaim  the  wandering  thousands,  and  bring  home 
A  flock  so  scattered  and  so  wont  to  roam, 
Then  place  it  once  again  between  my  knees ; 
The  sound  of  truth  will  then  be  sure  to  please : 
And  truth  alone,  wherever  my  life  be  cast. 
In  scenes  of  plenty,  or  the  pining  waste, 
ShaU  be  my  chosen  theme,  my  glory  to  the  lait. 


HOPM. 


• .  doceas  iter,  at  ncra  oetia  pandaa. 

Virg.  En.  C 

Ask  "  What  is  human  life?"^th6  sage  replies. 

With  disappointment  lowering  in  his  eyes, 

"  A  painful  passage  o'er  a  restless  flood, 

A  vain  pursuit  of  fugitive  false,  good, 

A  scene  of  fancied  bliss  and  heart- felt  care. 

Closing  at  last  in  darkness  and  despair. 

The  poor,  inur'd  to  drudg'ry  and  distress. 

Act  without  aim,  think  little,  and  feel  lefle. 

And  no  where,  but  in  feign*d  Arcadian  sceoti. 

Taste  happiness,  or  know  what  pleasura  meant. 

Riches  are  pass*d  away  from  hand  to  hand. 

As  fortune,  vice,  or  folly  may  command  ; 

As  in  a  dance  the  pair  that  take  the  lead 

Turn  downward,  and  the  lowest  pair  succeed. 

So  shifting  awl  so  various  is  the  plan. 

By  which  Ueav'n  rules  the  mix'd  affiurs  of  map  ; 

Vicissitude  wheels  round  the  moUc^  crowd. 

The  rich  groW  poor,  the  poor  become  purse-proud  ; 

Business  is  labour,  and  man's  weakness  such. 

Pleasure  is  labour  too,  and  tiies  as  much, 

Tlie  very  sense  of  it  foregoes  its  use. 

By  repetition  palPd,  by  age  obtuse. 

Youth  lost  in  dissipation  we  deplore. 

Through  life's  sad  remnant,  what  no  sighs  restore  ; 

Our  years,  a  fruitless  race  without  a  prize. 

Too  many,  yet  too  ft^m  to  mak^  us  wise." 

Dangling  his  cane  about,  and  taking  snuff, 
Lothario  cries,  *'  What  philosophic  stuff— 
O  querulous  and  weak  ! — ^whose  useless  brain 
Once  thought  of  nothing,  and  now  thinks  in  vain; 
Whose  eye  reverted  weeps  o'er  all  the  past, 
Whose  prospect  shows  thee  a  disheart'ning  waste  ; 
Would  age  in  thee  resign  his  wintry  reign. 
And  youth  invigorate  that  frame  again, 
Renew'd  desire  would  grace. with  other  qpeee^ 
Joys  always  priz'd,  when  plac'd  within  our  reach. 

*'  For  lift  thy  pabied  head,  shake  off  the  gloom. 
That  overhangs  the  borders  of  thy  tomb. 
See  Nature  gay,  as  when  she  first  began 
With  smiles  alluring  her  admirer  man ; 
She  spreads  the  morning  over  eastern  hills. 
Earth  glitters  with  the  drops  the  night  distils  ; 
The  Sun  obedient  at  her  call  appears,    . 
To  fling  his  glories  o'er  the  robe  she  wears } 
Banks  ckith'd  with  flow'rs,  groves  fill'd  with  sprightly 


Thy  yellow  tilths  greenmeads,  rocks,  rising  grounds. 
Streams  edg'd  with  osiers,  fattening  ev'ry  field. 
Where'er  they  flow,  now  seen  and  now  conceal'd  ; 
From  the  blue  rim,wbere  skies  and  mountaina  meet, 
Down  to  the  very  turf  beneath  thy  feet, 
Ss 
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Ten  thoatanif  charms,  that  only  fools  despise. 

Or  Pride  can  look  at  with  indiffreot  eyes, 

All  speak  one  language,  all  with  oo^  sweet  Toice 

Cry  to  her  universal  realro^  R^oice  f 

Man  feels  the  spar  of  passions  and  desires, 

And  she  gives  largely  more  than  be  reqtiires ; 

Not  that  his  hours  devoted  all  to  Care,  ' 

Holiow-eyM  Abstineuce,  and  lean  Dinqpair, 

The  wretch  may  pioe,wbile  to  his  smetf,  taste,  sight. 

She  holds  a  paradise  of  rich  delight ; 

Bat  gently  to  sebake  his  awkward  fear. 

To  prove  that  what  she  gives,  she  gives  sinoen,- 

To  baniifa  hentation,  aatf  proclaim 

His  happiness;  her  dear,  her  only  aim. 

Tis  grave  philosophy's  ahsnrdest  dream,  < 

That  Heav'ns  intentions  are  not' what  they  leera^ 

That  only  shadows  are  dispensed  below, 

And  Earth  has  no  reality  but  woe." 

Thus  things  terrestrial  wear  a  different  hne. 
As  ]^th  or  age  persuades ;  and  veither  true. 
80  Flora's  wreath  through  colour'd  crystal  seeir. 
The  rose  or  lily  appears  blue  or  ^en, 

.    But  still  th'  imputed  tints  are  these  alone 
The  medium  represents,  and  not  theh*  own. 

To  rise  at  noon,  sit  slipshod  and  undress'tf^ 
To  read  the  n^s,  or  fiddle,  as  seems  best, 
/     Till  half  the  world  comes  rattling  afhis  door. 
To  fill  the^duU  vacuity  till  (bur ; 
And,  just  when  ev'ning  turns  the  blue  vault  gray. 
To  spend  two  honrv  in  dressifag  for  the  day; 
To  mak^  the  Sun  a  bauble  without  use. 
Save  for  the  froiu  his  heav*n}y  beamr produce; 
Quite  to  forget,  or  deem  it  worth  no  thought. 
Who  bids  him  sbhie,  or  if  he  shine  or  not; 
Through  mere  necessity  to  dose  his  eyes 

/   Just  when  the  larks  and  when  the  shepherds  rise  ; 
Is  such  a  life,  so  tediously  the  same. 
So  void  of  all  utility  or  aim, 
That  poor  Jonquil,  with  atmost  ev'ry  breath 
Sighs  for  his  exit,  vulgariy  called  diath : 
For  he,  witt^  all  his  fellies,  has  a  mind 
Not  yet  so  blank,  or  fesbionably  blind. 
But  now  and  then  perhaps  a  feeble  ray 
Of  distant  wisdom  shoots  across  his  way ; 
By  which  he  redds,  that  life  without  a  plan-. 
As  useless  as  the  moment  it  began, 
Serves  merely  as  a  soil  for  discontent 
To  thrive  in ;    an  incumbrance  ere  half  spent; 
Ob  weariness  beyond  what  asses  feel, 
That  tread  the  circuit  of  the  cistern  wheel  ; 
A  dull  rotation,  never  at  a  stay, 
Yesterday's  feoe  twin  image  of  to  day  ; 
While  conversation,  an  exhausted  stock, 
Orowa  drowsy  as  the  clicking  of  a  dock. 
No  need,  he  cries,  of  gravity  stufTd  out 
With  academic  dignity  devout. 
To  read  wise  lectures,  vanity  the  text : 
Proclaim  the  remedy,  ye  learned,  next ; 
For  truth  self-evideo^  with  pomp  impressed. 
Is  vanity  surpassing  all  the  rest 

That  remedy,  not  hid  in  deeps  profound. 
Yet  seldom  sought  where  only  to  be  found. 
While  passion  turns  aside  from  its  due  scope 
Th*  inquirer's  aim,  that  remedy  Is  hope. 
Life  is  His  gift,  from  whom  whate'er  life  needs^ 
With  ev'ry  good  and  perfect  gift,  proceeds  ; 
Bestow'd  OD  man,  like  all  that  we  partake, 
Hoyally,  freely,  for  Us  bounty *t  sake ; 


Transient  indeed,  as  is  the  fleedng  6005 

And  yet  the  seed  of  au  immortal  fiowV  ; 

Designed  in  honour  of  his  endless  lofe. 

To  fill  with  fragrance  his  abode  above  ; 

No  trifle,  howsoever  short  it  seem. 

And  howsoever  shadowy,  no  dream  ; 

IV%  value,  what  no  thought  can  asoertaipi, 

Nor  all  an  angePs  etoquenoe  ezplaia. 

Men  deal  with  life  as  cbildreD  with'  ikar  pby. 

Who  first  misuse,  then  cast  their  toys  away  ; 

Live  to  no  sober  puixxMe,  and  cootettS'  ^ 

lliat  their  Creator  had  qo  serious  end. 

When  God  and  man  stand  opposite  ia  view^ 

Man's  disappointment  must  of  comae  easutt  • 

The  just  Creator  condescends  to  write. 

In  beams  of  inextinguishable  light. 

His  names  of  wisdom,  goodness,  powV,  and  lo^ 

On  all  that  blooms  below,  or  shines  abote ; 

To  catch  the  wand'ring  notice  of  naaHkiad, 

And  teach  the  world,  if  not  perversely  blM* 

His  gracious  attributes,  and  prove  the  ^hara 

His  offspring  hold  in  his  paternal  care. 

If,  led  from  earthly  thing*  to  things  divhM^ 

His  creature  thwart  not  his  august  doign. 

Then  praise  is  haard  instead  of  reasi'ning  pride; 

And  captious  caril  and  complaint  subside!. 

Nature,  employed  in  her  allotted  place. 

Is  hand- maid  to  the  purposes  of  Grace  ; 

By  good  vouchsaTd  makes  known  superior  goo^ 

Attd  Miss  not  wben  by  blessrogs  maferstood: 

That  bliss,  revealM  in  Scripture,  with  a  glosr 

Bright  as  the  covenant-ensuring  bow, 

Fires  all  bis  feelmgs  with  a  noUe  looni 

Of  sensual  eril,  and  thus  Hope  is  born. 

Hope  sets  the  stamp  of  vanily  on  all. 
That  men  have  deem'd  substantial  sinoe  the  felf. 
Yet  has  the  wondrous  virtue  Id  eduea 
From  emptiness  itself  a  real  use; 
And  while  she  takes,  as  at  a  father's  haa^. 
What  health  and  sober  appetite  demand, 
Fh>m  feding  good  derives,  with  chemic  aat^ 
That  lastiag  happiness,  a  thankful  hearL 
Hope,  with  u^foed  foot;  set  free  from  Eartl^ 
Pants  for  the  place  of  her  ethereal  birth. 
On*  steady  wings  sails  through  th'  immeme  ahya. 
Plucks  amaranthine  joys  firom  bow*rs  of  Mist, 
And  crowns  the  soul,  while  yet  a  mourner  bese^ 
With  wreaths  like  those  triumphant  sptriti  wear. 
Hope,  as  an  anchor  firm  and  sure,  holds  fest 
The  Christian  vessel,  and  defies  the  blast. 
Hope  f  nothing  else  can  nourish  and  secure 
His  new-born  virtues,  and  preserve  him  pure. 
Hope !  let  the  wretch,  once  Conscious  of  the  joy, 
Whom  now  despairing  agonies  destroy. 
Speak,  for  be  can,  and  none  so  well  as  he. 
What  treasures  centre,  what  dellgbts  in  thee. 
Had  he  the  gems,  the  spices,  and  the  land. 
That  boasts  the  treasure,  all  at  his  command  ; 
The  fragrant  grove,  th'  inestim«d>le  mine. 
Were  light,  when  wrigh'd  agahist  one  snnle  «f  thiar. 

Though  clasp'd  and  cradled  in  his  nmae^  anas, 
He  shines  with  all  a  cherub*s  artless  ebarms. 
Man  is  the  genuine  offspring  of  revolt. 
Stubborn  and  sturdy,  a  wild  ass's  coH; 
His  passions,  like  the  watery  stores  that  sleep 
Beneath  the  smiling  sorfece  of  the  deep. 
Wait  but  the  lashes  of  a  wintry  storm. 
To  frown  and  roar,  and  shake  hia  feeblafor» 


Digitized  by  LjOOQIC 


HOPE. 


€n 


Prom  inftner  thtmi/^MkStmAH  Kiddy  HMse^ 

Frowahi  aiMhotU  and  INM  in  hit  plays» 

The  pony  tynmH  hunt  to  inlBaipiM 

Th«  free  republic  of  the  whip-gif  itala^ 

If  one,  his  eqital  io  aihlelte  frame. 

Or,  moreprofokiPCiiUI, of  JMjUernane,  . 

Dare  itep  aoram  his  arbitrary  viewis 

An  Iliad,  only  noi  in  fane,  enwes : 

The  liUto  Ofacfca  Ml  trembling  at  Ibe  scales, « 

Till  tba  bett  tongne,  or  heavier  hand  prevaili. 

Nov  tee  faim  laocb'd  into  the  world  at  kige; 
If  priert,  lupinely  droniag  o'er  h»  oharge, 
Tbdr  flfMOe  his  pillow,  tad  hia  weeUy  drawl, 
Thooi^ahort^  too  long,  the  ptioe  be  pays  for  all. 
If  lawyer,  loiid  whatever  cause  he  plead, 
Bnt  proudest  of  the  worrt,  if  that  sooceed* 
PerlMK*  A  gsave  pbysioian,  gath'riog  fees. 
Punctually  4>aid  for  lengtb'ning  out  djmase ; . 
No  Cotteo^  whose  hnmanity  sheds  rays, 
That^MliasiipenDr  skill  his  second  praise. 
If  arms  Migmn  him»  he  derotes  to  sport 
His  date  of  Ufe,  so  likely  to  be  short; 
A  soMieirrtMQr  be  any  thing,  if  brave^ 
So  may  iiitrndssman,  if  not^uite  a  knave, 
Sac]^M«ifrih»<worid  is  made  of)  and  mankind 
To'  paaHon^.iril'Kit*  pknsure,  whim,  resifn'dy 
Insist  on,  asti£  encb  west  his  own  pop<^ 
7orgiYeneai,'«n4  the  pnnlege  of  hops. 
But  Q^ncHnm  in^some  aa^l  sileaff  Jmor, 
"When  ortptivM^  lusts  have  lost^ir  pow.'r, 
Perhapt  Mhie«ijidcness»iar  soipe  fearfbl  dream,  > 
Beminds  bim  ef  relftgioDf  hated  theme  1 
SUrto  from  .the  down,  on  Hrhieh  aho  iately  akpt. 
And  tells  of  towrdespiifd,  at  lean  tfM  fcCfAs 
Shows  with  >  |»einttog  fingsr,  hut  no  neise^ 
A 1^  piqceilte  of  past  sinful  jiQr% 
AH  witnesses  eCbles^ngs  AMiUyaton^d, 
Andlifeabus*d,andnottebostthom^.        {afitr, 
*«MaTkilhmq»>^fAkfiiy»$  "these aommokiMfiHimi 
Begin  th^  nnfidh  to  meet  thee.  A l&e  bar; 
There  fin4  a4ttdfe  ionom^y  jttit. 
And  perish  thete^  #i  all  piesnmption  rnnsL'' 

PeMib«  tOr those (sueh  peiteo  as  EartLoao  grAQ! 
Who  lire  w  pleaaure,  dead  et^  whtte  they  lire  |     . 
BamlsaptiU*  iMleed  of  heav'nly  tm^ ) 
But  desM  %ft  Istestage*  from  earliest  youth, 
Thfer  »indin  nsjidemeis  through  want  of  care, 
Tbftpleugh  of  wtsAstt  never  entering  there^ 
Peace  <if  iaMMibttity  may  oloam 
A  right  to.  th»  meek  howuBs  of  her  name) 
To  men  «f  pedigree,  their  noble  noe,  * 

Emokmanlwnysof  the  pearest  plaoe 
Tonny  -thaone,  esoept  the  tbmae  of  Gsaee. 
Ijet  oottagem  and  •nenUgbteo'd  swains 
Kevere  the  lavs  they  dmun  that  Heav'n  ordaini  | 
Reiorton  Snndqr»  to  the  home  of  pray'r. 
And  ask„cnd  ihncy  they  find,  bloisings  there. 
Themtelves,  perhaps,  when  weary  they  retreat 
T*  eiyoy  ouo&inatnre  in  a.  country  seat, 
TVcSttbange  the  centre  of  n  thousand  trades, 
l^dumpa^  aad  lavM^  and  temples,  and  cascades, 
May  nev  and  then  thsk  vnlvet  cushions  take. 
And  seem  to  pray  for  good  esample  sake; 
Judging,  in  chaiky  no  doubt,  the  town 
Pious  nnongh,'  and  having  need  of  none. 
Kind  souk !  to  teach  their  tenantry  to  prize 
"WJiat  they  themselreSk  without  remorse,  despise  t 
Nor  hnpeliwoifacir,  Ikor  fear  of  aught  to  come. 
As  well  for  them  had  prophecy  been  dumb ; 


They  oonM  have^hiedd  the  condnct  they  pnrtoe^ 
Had  Paul  of  Tarsus  livM  nod 4ied  a  Jew ; 
And  truth»  propos'd  to  reas'oers  wise  as  they» 
Is  a  pearl  cast— completely  cast  away. 

They  die.-*-Death  lends  them»  ploae'd,  and  at  in 
■port. 
All  the  grim  honours  of  his  ghastly  court. 
Far  other  paintirgs  graoe  thecbsKmber  now. 
Where  late  we  saw  tlie  mimie  landscape  gk>w  i 
The  busy  heralds  hang  the  sable  scene 
With  mournful  scutcheons,  and  dim  lamps  between  ; 
Proclaim  their  titles  to  the  crowd  around. 
But  they  that  worts  them  move  not  at  tfie  sound  j 
The  coronet,  plac*d  idly  at  their  head. 
Adds  nothing  now  to  the  dognaded  doMl ; 
And  ev*n  the  sUr,  that  glitteis  on  the  bier, 
Can  only  saj^"  Nohiiii^  lies  here." 
Peace  to  all  such«-*twere  pity  to  offend, 
B^  useless  censure,  whom  wo-cannot  mend ; 
Life  without  hope  can  close  but  in  despair,    [there. 
*Twa8  there  we  found  them,  and  must  leave  them 

As,  when  two  pilgrims  in  a  forest  stray, 
Both  may  be  lost,  yet  each  in  his  own  way  ;  . 
So  fibres  it  with  the  multitodea  hegnil'd 
In  vain  Opinion's  waste  and  dang'rous  wild; 
Ten  thousand  rove  the  brakes  and  thorns  among. 
Some  eastward,  and  some  westward,  and  all  wrong. 
But  here,  alas !  the  fatal  difference  lies, 
Enah  man's  belief  is  right  in  his  own  eyes ; 
And  be  that  blames,  what  they  have  bliully  chose. 
Incurs  reseotment  for  the  love  he  shows. 

Say  hota^ist^  within  whose  province  hll 
The  cednr  and  the  hyssop  on  the  wall. 
Of  all  that  deck  the  lanes,  the  fields,  the  bow'rt, 
What  parts  the  kindred  tribes  of  weeds  and  fiow*n  ? 
Sweat  scent,  or  lovely  form,  or  both  combm^d, 
XNstinguishM  ev*ry  cultivated  kind  ; 
The  want  of  both  denotes  a  meaner  breed. 
And  Chlon  from  her  garland  picks  the  weed. 
Thus  hopes  of  eWry  sort,  whatever  sect 
Esteem  tbem,.sow  them,  rear  them,  and  protect. 
If  wild  in  nature^and  not  duly  fouod, 
Gethsemane  1  in  thy  dear  haliow'd  ground. 
That  cannot  bear  the  blaze  of  Scripture  light. 
Nor  cheer  the  spirit,  nor  refresh  the  sight. 
Nor  aniinate  the  soul  to  Christian  deeds, 
(Oh  cast  tbem  from  thee !)  are  weeds,  arrant  weeds, 

Ethelred*s  house,  the  centre  ef  six  ways. 
Diverging  each  from  each,  like  equal  rays. 
Himself  as  bountiful  as  4pril  rains, 
Lord  paramount  of  tbe  surrounding  plains. 
Would  give  relief  of  bed  and  board  to  no^. 
But  guests  that  sought  it  in  th*  appointed  One : 
And  they  might  enter  at  fats  open  door, 
£v*n  till  bis  spacious  hall  would  hold  no  more. 
He  sent  a  servant  forth  by  ev'ry  road. 
To  sound  his  horn,  and  publish  it  abroad, 
That  all  might  mart— knigbt,  menial,  high,  and  low. 
An  ordinance  it  cooceni'd  tbem  much  to  know. 
If  after  all  some  headstrong  hardy  lout ' 
Would  disobey,  though  sore  to  be  shut  out. 
Could  he  with  reason  murmur  at  his  oase. 
Himself  sole  author  of  his  own  disgrace } 
No  !  the  decree  was  just  and  without  flaw ; 
And  he,  that  made,  bad  right  to  make,  the  law ; 
His  sovereign  power  and  pleasure  unrestrain'd, 
The  wrong  was  his,  who  wrongfully  complainM. 

Yet  half  mankiml  maintain  a  churlish  strife 
With  Him,  the  Donor  of  eternal  life. 
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Because  the  deed,  b'y  which  hit  love  confirms 

The  largen  be  liestows,  preKiibes  the  terms. 

Compliance  with  his  will  your  lot  ensures, 

Accept  it  only,  and  the  boon  is  yoars. 

And  sure  it  is  as  kind  to  smile  and  gVre, 

As  with  a  frown  to  say,  *'  Do  tbi«,  and  IWe." 

Love  is  not  pedlar's  trump'ry  bought  and  sold: 

He  will  give  freely,  or  be  vill  withhold ; 

His  soul  abhors  a  mercenary  thought. 

And  him  as  deeply  who  abhors  it  not ; 

He  stipulates  indeed,  but  merely  this. 

That  man  will  freely  take  an  unbought  bliss, 

'Will  tnut  him  for  a  iaithfiil  gen'rons  part. 

Nor  set  a  price  upon  a  willing  heart. 

Of  all  the  ways  that  seem  to  promise  &ir. 

To  place  yon  where  his  saints  his  presence  share. 

This  only  can ;  for  this  plain  cause,  expressed 

In  terms  as  plain,  **  Himself  has  shot  the  rest*'' 

Bnt  oh  the  strife,  the  bickering,  and  debate. 

The  tidings  of  onporehas'd  Heav'o  create ! 

The  flirted  Ian,  the  bridle  and  the  toas. 

All  speakers,  yet  all  language  at  a  loss. 

From  itucooVl  wails  smart  arguraento  rebound  ; 

And  beaus,  adept  in  ev'ry  thing  proibund. 

Die  of  disdain,  or  whistle  off  the  sound. 

l$nch  is  the  clamonr  of  rooks,  daws,  and  kites, 

Th*  evplomo  of  the  levelled  tube  excites, 

"Where  mould'Ting  iU)bey-walls  overhang  the  glade. 

And  oaks  coeval  spread  a  moomftil  shade,. 

«Tb6  screaming  nations,  hovering  in  mid  air. 

Loudly  resent  the  stranger's  freedom  there. 

And  seem  to  warn  him  never  to  repeat 

His  bold  intrusion  on  their  dark  retreat. 

**  Adieu,"  Vinosa  cries,  ere  yet  he  sips 
The  purple  bumper  trembling  at  his  lips, 
*'  Adieu  to  all  morality  I  if  Grace 
Make  works  a  vain  ingredient  in  the  case. 
I'be  Christian  hope  is-— Waiter,  draw  the  coik— 
If  1  mistake  notr-BIockhead  !  with  a  fork  1 
Without  good  works,  whatever  some  nay  boast. 
Mere  lolly  and  delusion— <Sir,  your  totet. 
My  firm  penuaskici  is,  at  least  sometimes, 
That  Heav'n  will  weigh  man's  virtues  and  his 


With  nice  attention,  in  a  righteous  scale, 
And  save  or  damn  as  these  or  those  prevail. 
I  plant  my  foot  upon  this  ground  of  trust. 
And  silence  ev*ry  fear  with— God  is  just. 
But  if  perchance  on  some  dnll  dirzzling  day 
A  thought  intrude,  that  says,  or  seems  to  say, 
If  thus  th'  important  cause  is  to  be  tried. 
Suppose  the  beam  should  dip  on  the  wrong  side  ; 
I  soon  recover  from  these  needless  frights, 
And  God  is  merciful — sets  all  to  rights. 
Thus  between  justice,  as  my  prime  support, 
And  mercy,  fled  to  as  the  last  resort, 
I  glide  and  steal  akmg  with  HeaVn  in  view, 
And,— i^rdon  me,  the  bottle  stands  with  you." 

*'  I  never  will  believe,"  the  Qolonel  cries, 
*'  The  sanguinary  sebemes,  that  some  devise, 
Who  make  the  i^xxl  Creator  on  their  plan 
A  being  of  leas  equity  than  man. 
If  appetite,  or  what  divmes  call  Inst, 
Which  men  comply  with,  ev'n  because  they  most, 
Be  punish'd  with  perdition,  who  is  pure  ? 
Then  theirs  no  doubt,  as  wall  as  mine,  is  sure. 
If  sentence  of  etenal  pain  beloog   >- 
To  ev'ry  sudden  slip  ioA  tranaent  wrong. 


Thep  Heav'n  enjouH  the  MliUe  aild  finfl 
A  hopeless  task,  and  damns  them  if  they  .feiL 
My  creed  (whatever  some  cwwd  uiakiria  ^nn 
By  Athanasian  nonsenoe,  or  Nioene) 
My  creed  is,  he  is  safe,  that  doea  his  best, 
And  death's  a  doom  suAcient  fcr  tba  test." 

"  Right,*'  says  an  ensign ;  **  and  fera^gbt  Isea, 
Your  faith  and  mine  substantially  agree; 
The  best  of  ev'ry  man's  perfennanoe  liera 
Is  to  disebaige  Uie  duties  of  his  spfacae. 
A  lawyer's  dealhigs  should  be  just  and  fair. 
Honesty  shines  with  great  advantage  tharc. 
Fasting  and  pray'r  sit  well  upon  a  priest, 
A  decent  caution  and  raserve  at  leut. 
A  soldier^s  best  is  courage  in  the  field. 
With  nothing  here  that  wants  to  be  eoimaal'd- 
Manly  deportment,  gallant,  easy,  gay  ; 
A  band  as  lib'ral  as  tha  light  of  day. 
The  soldier  thus  endow'd,  who  never  Arinlcs, 
Nor  closets  up  his  tboagfats,  whateter  he  thisika. 
Who  scorns  to  do  an  ii^ury  by  stealth,      • 
Most  go  to  Heav'kh-«iid  I  most  drink  bis  healUk 
Sir  Smug,"  he  cries,  (for  lowest  at  the  heaid. 
Just  made  fifth  chaplfun  of  his  patron  lort^ 
His  shouUers  witnessing  by  many  a  ahmg 
How  much  his  feelings  sufier'd,  sat  Sir  Siuag) 
'*  Your  offioe  is  to  winnow  felse  feom  tme ; 
Come,  prophet,  drink,  and  teU  us.  What  think  youP* 

Sighing  and  smiling  as  he  takes  his  glaas. 
Which  they  that  woo  preferment  mnly  pass, 
**  Fallible  man,"  the  churcbbred  youth  replies^ 
"  Is  still  found  fallible,  hosrever  wise; 
And  difPring  judgments  serve  but  to  declan^ 
That  truth  lies  somewhere,  if  we  knew  hut  whfSB> 
Of  all  it  ever  was  my  lot  to  read. 
Of  critics  now  alive,  or  long  since  dead, 
Tlie  book  of  all  the  world  tba;  charm'd  me  mtA 
Was,  welladay,  the  titlepage  waa  lost  j 
The  writer  well  remarks,  a  heart,  that  knosn 
To  take  with  gratitude  what  Heav'n  bestons. 
With  prudence  always  ready  at  our  call. 
To  guide  our  use  of  it,  is  all  in  all. 
'  Doubtless  it  is.-^To  which,  of  my  own  aton^ 
I  fuperadd  a  few  essentials  more; 
But  these,  excuse  the  liberty  I  take, 
I  wave  jus^  now,  fer  oaoversalion's  sake.'*^ 
*'  Spoke  like  an  oriscle,  they  all  oMlaim," 
And  add  «  Bight  Rev'rend"  to  Snuig's  bonoaiM 

And  yet  our  lot  is  giv'n  us  in  a  land,        [nsaie, 
Where  busy  arts  are^never  at  a  stand ; 
^"^here  Science  pohsts  her  telescopic  eye. 
Familiar  with  the  wonders  of  the  sky  ^ 
Where-bold  Inquiry,  divhtg  out  of  sight. 
Brings  many  a  precious  pearl  of  tmth  to  iight ; 
Where  nought  eludes  the  parsev^og  qnest. 
That  fashion,  taste,  or  luxury,  sqggest. 

But  aboveall  in  her  own  tight  anay'd^ 
See  Mercy's  grand  apooalypse  display'd  ! 
The  sacred  book  no  losiger  snfiers  wrong. 
Bound  in  the  fetters  of  an  unknown  fXH^ae; 
But  speaks  with  plainness,  art  oooM  never- regndj 
What  rimplest  minds  can  soooert  comptefaead. 
God  gives  the  word,-  the  preachers  throng  annad, 
live  fromhis  lips,  and  spread  the  gbrions  aound : 
That  sound  bespeaks  Salvation  on  her  way. 
The  trumpet  of  a  life-restoring  day ; 
'Tis  heard  where  England's  eastern  glory  i 
And  in  the  gulfii  of  her  CotnubiaB  auni 
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And  itill  it  ipfradSi    Se6  GtanDftny  send  fbith 
Her  «kis  » to  poor  it  on  the  ftiitfa^  north : 
Fir'd  with  a  zea}  pecolwr,  they  defy 
The  rage  and  rigour  of  a  polar  sky, 
And  plant  saeoeBsfvlly  swee/.  Sbaroo^i  rote 
Oa  icy  ptaint,  and  in  etermrl  snows. 

O  blest  withitt  tV  encloture  of  your  roclct , 
Nol  hesda  have  ye  to  boast  nor  bleating  flocks ; 
No  fertilizhi^  streams  your  fields  divide, 
That  show  revera'd  the  viHas  en  their  side ; 
No  groves  have  ye ;  no  cheerfol  sound  of  bird. 
Or  voiee  of  turtle,  in  yirar  land  is  heard ; 
Nor  gratefol  eglfltntme  regales  the  smell 
Of  those,  that  walk  at  evening  where  ye  dwell : 
Bat  Winter,  arm'd  with  terrours  here  nnkoown. 
Sits  «bto1iite  bo  his  unshaken  throne ; 
Piles  up  bis  stores  amidst  the  frozen  waste. 
And  bids  tbe  mountains  he  has  built  ftand  fast ; 
SeckoDs  the  legioni  of  his  storms  away 
From  hapi^cr  scenes,  to  make  your  land  a  prey ; 
^rodahns  tbe  sail  a  conquest  he  has  won. 
And  scorns  to  share  it  with  the  distant  Son. 
— ^Yet  Truth  Is  ytxirs,  remote,  unenvied  isle ! 
And  Peace,  the  genuine  oftpring  of  her  smile  ; 
The  pride  of  lettered  Igimmoce,  that  binds 
In  chains  of  erronr  our  accomplish'd  minds. 
That  decks,  with  all  the  splendour  of  the  tru«, 
A  false  religion,  is  unknown  to  you. 
Nature  indeed  vouehsafcs  for  our  delight 
The  sweet  vieissitades  of  day  and  night ; 
Soft  airs  and  genial  moisture  feed  and  cheer 
Field,  fruit,  and  flow'r,  and  ev'ry  creature  here  ; 
But  brighter  beamt,  than  his  who  fires  the  skies, 
Have  ris'n  at  length  on  your  admiring  eyes, 
That  shoot  into  your  darkest  caves  the  day, 
From  which  onr  nicer  optics  torn  away. 

Here  see  th*  encouragement  Grace  gives  to  vice. 
The  dire  effect  of  mercy  without  price !  [art. 

What  were  they?  what  soide  fooH  are  made  by 
They  were  by  nature,  atheists,  head  and  heart. 
The  gross,  idolatry  bHnd  heathens  teach 
Was  too  refin'd  for  them,  beyond  their  reach. 
Not  ev'n  the  glorious  Sun,  though  men  revere 
The  monarch  most,  that  seldom  will  appear,  [shine, 
And  though  his  beams,  that  quicken  where  they 
May  cblm  some  right  to  be  esteem*d  divine. 
Not  ev'n  the  Son,  desimble  as  rare, 
Could  bend  one  knee,  engage  one  votary  there  j 
They  were,  what  base  Credulity  believes 
True  Cbristitttt  are,  dissemblers,  drunkatds,  thieves. 
Tbe  ftdl-gor)g*d  savage,  at  his  nauseous  feast 
Spnt  half  the  daikiiess,  and  snor'd  out  the  rest, 
Waa  ooe,  whom  Justice,  on  an  equal  phin 
Denoondng  death  upon  the  sins  of  man. 
Might  almost  have  indolg'd  with  an  escape^ 
ChaiunaMe  only  with  a  human  shape. 

What  are  they  now  ?— Moralifty  may  :tpaiu 
Her  grate  eoneem,  her  kind  suspicions  there : 
Tbe  wretch,  who  once  song  wildly,  dancM  end' 

laagh'd. 
And  sodL'd  in  dizry  madnest  with  his  draught. 
Has  wept  a  silent  flood,  reversed  his  ways. 
Is  sober,  meek,  benevolent,  and  prays, 
Feeds  sparingly,  commmacates  his  stare. 
Abhors  the  craift  he  hearted  of  before, 

i  he  that  stole  hai  leam*d  to  steal  no  more. 
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Well  spake  the  prophet.  Let  the  dewrt  sTng, 
Where  sprang  the  thorn,  the  spiry  fir  shall  spring. 
And  where  unsnghtly  and  rank  thistles  grew, 
Shall  grow  the  myrtle  and  luxuriant  yew. 

Gq  now,  and  with  important  tone  demand 
On  what  fbondation  virtue  is  to  stand. 
If  self -exalting  claims  be  turned  adrift. 
And  grace  be  grace  indeed,  and  life  a  gift ; 
Tbe  poor  reclaimed  inhabitant,  his  eyes 
Glistening  at  once  with  pity  and  surprise, 
Amaz'd  that  shadows  should  obscure  the  sight 
Of  one,  whose  birth  was  in  a  land  of  light. 
Shall  ansfrer,  Hope,  sweet  liope,  has  set  me  free» 
And  made  all  pleasnrss  else  mere  dross  to  me. 

These,  amidst  scenes  as  waste  as  if  deded 
The  oommon  care  that  waits  on  all  beside. 
Wild  as  if  Nature  there,  void  of  aH  good,  ^ 
Play'd  only  gambols  in  a  frantic  mood, 
(Yet  charge  not  beav*n1y  skill  with  having  planned 
A  pla3rtbing  world,  unworthy  of  his  hand ;) 
Can  see^is  love,  Uioogh  secret  evil  lurks 
In  all  we  touch,  stampM  plainly  on  his  woifcs  ; 
Deem  life  a  blessing  with  it's  numerous  woes. 
Nor  spurn  away  a  gift  a  God  bestows. 
Hard  task  indeed  o'er  arctic  seas  to  roam ! 
Is  hope  exotic  ?  grows  it  not  at  home  ? 
Yes,  but  an  object,  bright  as  orient  mom. 
May  press  the  eye  too  closely  to  be  borne; 
A  distant  virtue  we  can  all  confess. 
It  hurts  our  pride,  and  moves  our  envy,  less. 
Leuconomus  (i]«neath  well-sounding  Greek 
I  slur  a  name  a  poet  must  not  speak) 
Stood  pilloried  on  Infamy's  high  stage. 
And  bore  the  pelting  score  of  half  on  age  4 
The  very  butt  of  Slander,  and  the  blot 
For  ev'ry  dart  that  Malice  ever  shot. 
The  man  that  mentioned  him  at  once  dismisaf  d 
All  mercy  from  his  lips,  and  sneered  and  hissed; 
His  crimes  were  such  as  Sodom  never  knew, 
And  Perjury  stood  up  to  swear  all  true ; 
His  aim  was  mischief,  and  bis  zeal  pretence. 
His  speech  rebellioa  against  common  sense ; 
A  knave,  when  tried  on  honesty's  plain  role  ; 
And  when  by  that  of  reason,  a  mere  fool ; 
The  World's  best  comfort  was,  his  doom  ihis  passM; 
t>ie  when  he  might,  he  must  be  damn'd  at  last. 
Now  Truth  perform  thine,  office ;  waft  asidoi 
The  curtain  drawn  by  Prejudice  and  Pride, 
Reveal  (the  man  is  dead)  to  wond'ring  eyea 
This  more  than  monster  in  his  proper  guise. 
He  lov'd  the  World  that  hated  him :  the  tear 
That  dropp'd  upon  his  Bible  was  sk^cere : 
AssaiPdby  scandal  and  the  tongue  of  strife. 
His  only  answer  was  a  blameless  life  » 
And  he  that  forg'd,  and  he  that  threw  the  dait. 
Had  eadi  a  brother's  int'rest  in  his  heart. 
Paul's  love  of  Christ,  and  steadiness  unbrib^d, 
Were  copied  close  in  him,  and  well  transcriVd. 
He  foUow'd  Paul ;  his  zeal  a  kindred  flame. 
His  apostolic  charity  the  same, 
like  him,  cross'd  cheerfully  tempestuous  seas, 
Forsakmg  country,  kindred,  friends,  and  eate  | 
Like  him  he  labour'd,  and  like  him  content 
To  bear  it,  tufier'd  ^ame  where'er  be  wont. 
Blush  Calumny !  and  write  upon  his  tomb, 
If  honest  Eulogy  can  spare  thee  room. 
Thy  deep  repentance  of  thy  thousand  lies. 
Which,  aim'd  at  him,ha^  pittc'd  tb'  «flbiMke|  sftiw ! 
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And  say,  "  Blot  out  itoy  sm,  confcts'd,  deplor'd, 
Agatnst  Umitt  image,  in  thy  saint,  O  Lord !" 
No  blinder  bigot,  1  maintain  it  still, 
'   Than  he  who  jnust  have  pleasure,  come  what  will : 
He  laughs,  whatever  weapon  Truth  may  draw. 
And  deems  her  sbairp  artillery  mere  straw. 
Scripture  ind^  is  piain  i  but  God  and  he 
On  Scripture  git»und  are  sure  to  disagree ; 
Some  wiser  rule  most  teach  him  how  to  live, 
Than  this  his  Maker  has  seen  fit  to  give ; 
Supple  and  flexible  as  Indian,  cane. 
To  take  the  bend  his  appetites  ordain ; 
CQntriv*d  to  suit  frail  Nature's  crazy  case. 
And  reconcile  his  lusts  with  saving  grace.     . 
By  this,  with  nice  precision  of  design. 
He  draws  upon  life's  map  a  zigzag  line, 
Thtit  shows  how  far  His  safe  to  follow  sin« 
And  where  his  danger  and  God*s  wrath  begio. 
3y  this  he  forms,  as  pleased  he  sports  along. 
His  well  pois*d  estimate  of  right  and  wrong ; 
And  finds  the  modish  manners  of  the  day. 
Though  loose,  as  harmless  as  an  infant's  play. 

Build  by  whatever  plan  Caprice  decrees. 
With  what  materials,  on  what  ground  you  please ; 
Your  hope  shall  stand  unblam'd,  perhaps  admired. 
If  not  that  hope  the  Scripture  has  requir'd. 
The  strange  conceits,  vain  projects,  and  wild  dreams. 
With  which  hypocrisy  for  ever  teems, 
(Though  other  follies  strike  the  public  eye. 
And  raise  a  laugh)  pass  unmolested  by ; 
But  if,  unblamable  in  word  and  thought, 
A  Tftan  arise,  a  man  whom  God  has  taught. 
With  all  Elijah's  dignity  of  tone. 
And  all  the  love*of  the  beloved  John, 
To  storm  the  citadels  they  build  in  air. 
And  smite  th'  untemper'd  wall ;  'tis  death  to  spare. 
To  sweep  away  all  refuges  of  lies. 
And  place,  instead  of  quirks  themselves  devise. 
Lama  sabactbani  before  their  eyes ; 
To  prove,  that  without  Chnst  all  gain  is  loss. 
All  hope  despair,  that  stands  not  on  his  cross ; 
Except  the  few  his  God  may  have  impressed, 
A  tenfold  frenzy  seizes  all  the  rest. 

Ilirougbout  mankind,  the  Christian  kind  at  least. 
There  dwells  a  consciousness  in  ev'ry  breast. 
That  folly  ends  where  genuine  hope  begins,  ' 

And  he  that  ^nds  his  Ueav'n  mu^ft  lose  his  sins. 
Nature  ^eppeies  with  her  utmost  force 
This  riving  stroke,  this  ultimate  divorce; 
And,  while  religion  seems  to  be  her  %'lew. 
Hates  with  a  deep  sincerity  the  true  : 
/Pot  this,  of  all  %  at  ever  iafluenc'd  man. 
Since  Abel  worshipped,  or  the  world  began. 
This  only  spares  no  lust,  admits  no  plea, 
Bnt  makes  him,  if  at  all,  completely  free ; 
Sounds  forth  the  signal,  as  she  mounts  her  car, 
Of  an  eternal,  univeraal  war  j 
Rejects  all  treaty,  penetrates  all  wiles, 
Scorns  with  the  same  indifference  firowns  and  smilet ; 
Drives  through  the  realms  of  Sin,  where  Riot 

reels. 
And  grinds  bis  crown  beneath  her  homing  wheels ! 
Hence  all  that  is  in  man,  pride,  passion,  art, 
Pow'rs  of  the  mind,  and  feelings  of  the  heart. 
Insensible  of  Truth's  almighty  charms. 
Starts  at  her  first  aporoach,  and  sounds  to  aruu  ! 
While  Bigotry,  with  VelMissembled  fears, 
fiis  eyes  shut  foit,  his  fingers  in  his  ears. 


Mighty  to  parry  and  posh  by  QogPu  woid 
With  senseless  noise,  his  argument  the  sword, 
Pretends  a  zeal  for  godliness  and  grace. 
And  spits  abhorrence  in  the  Christian^  face. ' 

Parent  of  Hop^,  immortal  Tnith  f  make  kn 
Thy  deathleas  wreaths  and  trinmplii  all  time  on: 
The  silent  progress  of  thy  pow'r  is  such, 
Thy  means  so  feeble,  sood  despisM  so  mocft, 
That  few  believe  the  wonders  tbon  bast  wraqglit, 
And  none  can  teach  them,  bat  whom  tbon  hsit 

taught 
O  soe  me  fwom  to  serve  tiiee,  and  oommand 
A  painter's  skill  into  a  poet*s  band. 
That,  while  I  trembling  trace  a  work  divine, 
Fancy  may  stand  aloof  fttxn  the  design, 
And  light,  and  shade,  and^v'ry  stroke  be  fhioe. 

If  ever  tbon  hast  felt  anotber^s  pain. 
If  ever  when  he  stghM  hast  sigh'd  again. 
If  ever  on  thy  eyelid  stood  the  tear. 
That  pity  had  eagenderM,  drop  one  here. 
This  man  was  happy — hsid  the  World's  good  wori, 
And  with  it  ev^ry  joy  it  can  aflbrd ; 
Friendship  and  love  seemM  tenderly  at  strife, 
Which  most  should  sweeten  his  ontroabled  bfc ; 
Politely  leam'd,  and  of  a  gentle  race. 
Good  breeding  and  good  sense  gave  ait  a  graee, 
And*  whether  at  the  toilette  of  the  feir    - 
He  langh'd  and  trified,  made  him  welcome  there, 
Or  if  in  masculine  debate  he  sharM, 
Ensured  him  mute  attention  and  regard. 
Alas  how  changed  I   Expressive  of  his  mind. 
His  eyes  are  sunk,  arms  folded,  bead  reclin'd ; 
Those  awful  syllables,  Hell,  death,  and  sin. 
Though  whisper'd,  plainly  tell  what  wmts  wiUiin; 
That%onscteuee  there  performs  her  proper  part, 
And  writes  a  doomsday  sentence  on  bis  faeait ; 
Forsaking,  and  forsaken  of  all  friends, 
He  now  perceives  where  earthly  pleasure  endf ; 
Hard  task  !  for  one  who  lately  kn<ew  no  care. 
And  harder  still  as  learnt  beneath  despair ; 
His  hours  no  longer  pass  unmaikM  away, 
A  dark  importance  saddens  ev'ry  dajr; 
He  hears  the  notice  of  the  clock  peq^exM 
And  cries,  **  Perhaps  eternity  striken  next;" 
Sweet  music  is  no  longer  music  here. 
And  laughter  sounds  like  madness  in  bis  ear: 
His  grief  the  World  of  all  her  powV  disaras, 
Wine  has  no  taste,  and  beauty  has  no  channi: 
God's  holy  word,  once  trivial  in  his  view. 
Now  by  the  voice^of  his  experience  tnie^ 
Seems,  te  it  is,  the  fountain-  whence  akme 
Must  spring  that  hope  he  pants  to  make  bii  on. 

Now  let  the  bright  reverse  be  known  abroad  ^ 
Say  man's  a  worm,  and  pow'r  belongs  to  God. 

As  when  a  felon,  whom  his  country^  laws 
Have  justly  doomM  for  some  atrockms  cause,  < 
Expects  m  darkness  and  heart-cbilling  feaii, 
The  shameful  close  of  all  his  misspent  yean; 
If  chance,  on  heavy  pinions  slowly  borne, 
A  tempest  usher  in  the  dreadful  snom. 
Upon  bis  dungeon  walls  the  ligHbiing  play. 
The  thunder  seems  to  summon  him  away. 
The  warder  at  the  doer  his  key  applies. 
Shoots  back  ibe  bolt,  and  all  his  conrs^  dies  t 
If  then,  just  then,  all  th((bght8  of  merer  kMt, 
Whsa  Hope,  long  ling'ring,  at  last  yiel^  thegfaoily 
The  sound  of  pardonjiierce  his  startled  ear, 
He  drops  tt  once  his  fetters  and  hit  fear; 
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A  tnaspoit  glows  in  alt  he  lodU  and  ipealu, 
Md  tiie  flnt  Uiaokfal  tean  bedew  his  cheeks. 
Joy,  hf  saperior  joy,  that  much  outweighs 
The  oomfbrt  of  a  few  poor  added  dayi, 
InTadet,  pouatea,  and  overwhelms  the  soul 
Of  him,  whom  Hope  has  with  a  touch  made  whole. 
Tie  Ueav'n,  all  Heav'o  deaoendJDg.oD  the  witfgs 
Of  the  glad  legioos  of  the  King  of  kings ;         « 
Tk  more— 'tis  God  diffused  through  ev'ry  part, 
Tia  God  himself  triumphant  in  his  heart 
O  welcome  now  the  Sun's  once  hated  light. 
His  noondi^  beams  were  never  half  so  bright. 
Kot  kindred  minds  alone  are  calPd  t'  employ 
Their  hpnrs,  their  days,  in  listening  to  his  joy  ; 
Uoconscioos  nature,  all  that  he  surveys,      [praise. 
Socks,  groves,  and  streams,  must  join  him  in  his 

These  are  thy  glorious  works,  eternal  Truth, 
The  scoff  of  withered  age  and  beardless  youth ; 
These  move  the  censure  and  illib'ral  grin 
Of  fuels,  that  bate  thee  and  delight  in  sin :      [pole, 
But  these  shall  last  when  night  has  quench'd  the 
And  Heav'n  is  all  departed  as  a  scroll. 
And  when,  as  Justice  has  long  since  decreed, 
Hiis  Earth  shall  blaze,  and  a  new  world  succeed, 
Then  these  thy  glorious  works,  and  they  who  share 
That  hope,  which  can  alone  exclude  despair. 
Shall  live  exempt  from  weakness  and  decay. 
The  brightest  wonders  of  an  endless  day. 

Happy  the  bard,  (if  that  fair  name  belong 
To  him,  that  blends  no  fable  with  his  song) 
Whose  lines  uniting,  by  an  honest  art. 
The  faithful  monitor's  and  poet's  part. 
Seek  to  delight,  that  they  may  mend  mankind. 
And  while  th^  captivate,  inform  the  mind : 
Slili  happier,  if  he  till  a  thankful  soil. 
And  fruit  reward  his  honourable  toll : 
But  happier  fiu-,  who  comfort  those,  that  wait 
To  hear  pUin  truth  at  Judah's  halbw'd  gate : 
Their  language  simple,  as  their  manners  meek. 
No  shining  ornaments  have  they  to  seek  ; 
Nor  labour  they,  nor  time  nor  talents  waste. 
In  sorting  flow'rs  to  suit  a  fickle  taste  j 
Bat  while  they  speak  the  wisdom  of  the  skies, 
Which  art  can  only  darken  and  disguise, 
Th'  abundant  harvest,  recompense  divine, 
Repaya  their  work— the  gleaning  only  mine. 


Quo  nihil  najos  meUasve  terns 
Fata  donav6re^  bonique  divi ; 
Nac  dabunt,  quamvis  ledeant  in  anrum 
Tempoia  priacum.   . 

Hot.  Lib.  iv.  Ode  2. 

FaiBUrr  and  Ibremost  of  the  train,  that  wait 

On  man's  most  dignified  and  happiest  state. 

Whether  ire  name  thee  Charity  or  Love, 

Chief  grace  below,  and  all  In  all  above. 

Prosper  (I  press  thee  with  a  powerful  plea) 

A  task  (  venture  ou,  impell'd  by  thee : 

O  neve^  seen  but  iu  thy  blest  eflects, 

Or  felt  but  m  the  soul  that  Heav'n  selects ; 

Who  siseks  to  praise  thee,  and  to  make  thee  known 

To  other  hea^  most  have  thee  in  his  own. 


0>me,  prompt  me  with  benevolent  denies. 
Teach  me  to  kindle  at  thy  gentle  fires, 
And  though  disgfac*d  and  slighted,  to  redeem 
A  poet*s  name,  by  making  thee  the  theme. 

God,  working  aver  on  a  social  plan. 
By  various  ties  attaches  man  to  man : 
He  made  at  first,  though  free  and  naconfin'd. 
One  man  the  common  father  of  the  kind ; 
That  ev'ry  tribe,  though  plac'd  as  he  sees  best, 
Wherp  seas  or  deserts  part  them  from  the  rest. 
Differing  in  language,  raannere,  or  in  face, 
Might  feel  themselves  allied  to  all  the  race. 
When  Ox>k— -lamented,  aiid  with  tean  as  jott 
As  ever  mingled  with  heroic  dust, 
Steer'd  Britain's  oak  into  a.Forld  unknown. 
And  in  his  country^s  glory  sought  his  own. 
Wherever  he  found  man,  to  nature  true. 
The  rights  of  man  were  sacred  in  his  view; 
He  sooth'd  with  gifts,  and  greeted  with  a  smile, 
The  simple  native  of  the  new-found  isle; 
He  spnm'd  the  wretch,  that  slighted  or  withstood 
The  tender  argument  of  kindred  blood. 
Nor  wouhl  endure,  that  any  should  control 
His  freebom  brethren  of  the  southern  pale. 

But  though  some  nobler  minds  a  law  reqpec^ 
That  none  jball  with  impunity  neglect. 
In  baser  sonls  nnnumber'd  evils  meet. 
To  thwart  it*s  influence,  and  it*s  end  defeat. 
While  Cook  is  bv'd  for  itfvage  lives  ha  sav'd. 
Sea  Cortex  odious  for  a  world  ensUiT'd ! 
Where  wast  thou  then,  sweet  Charity?  where  then, 
Thon  tutelary  friend  of  helpless  men  ? 
Wast  thon  in  monkish  cells  and  nunneries  fonnd. 
Or  building  hospitals  on  English  ground  ? 
No.-*Mammon  makes  the  World  his  legatee 
Through  fear,  not  love  ;  and  Heav'n  abhors  the  fee. 
Wherever  found,  (and  all  men  need  thy  care) 
Nor  age  nor  infency  could  find  thee  there. 
The  hand,  that  slew  till  it  could  slay  no  mort^ 
Wbm  glued  to  the  sword^ilt  with  Indian  gore. 
Their  prince,  as  justly  seated  on  his  throne 
As  vain  imperial  Philip  on  his  own, 
Trick'd  out  of  all  his  royalty  by  art, 
lliat  stripp'd  him  bare,  and  broke  his  honest  heart. 
Died  by  the  sentence  of  a  shaven  pri^t. 
For  scorning  what  they  taught  him  to  detasL 
How  dark  the  veil,  that  intercepts  the  blaze 
Of  Heav'n^s  mysterious  poiposes  and  ways; 
God  stood  not,  though  he  seem'd  to  stand,  aloof; 
And  at  this  hour  the  oonqu'ror  feds  the  proof: 
The  wreath  he  won  drew  down  an  instant  cone. 
The  firetting  plague  is  in  the  public  purse. 
The  oankePd  spoil  corrodes  the  pming  state, 
Starv'd  by  that  indolence  their  mines  create. 

Oh  could  their  ancient  Incas  rise  again. 
How  would  they  take  up  IstmI's  taunting  strain  1 
'<  Art  thou  too  fell'n  Iberia?  Do  we  see 
The  robber  and  the  mnrd'rer  weak  as  we  ? 
Thou,  that  hast  wasted  Eaith,  and  dar'd  despiat 
Alike  the  wrath  and  mercy  of  the  skies. 
Thy  pomp  is  in  the  gi-ave,  thy  glory  laid 
Low  in  the  pits  thine  avariee  has  made. 
We  come  with  joy  from  our  eternal  rest. 
To  see  th'  oppressor  in  his  turn  oppressVL 
Art  thou  the  god,  the  thunder  of  whose  bead 
Roird  over  all  our  desolated  land, 
8hodk  principalities  and  kingdoms  down. 
And  made  the  moaotaiDS  tzembia  at  his  fnmm  t 
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The  sword  jhall  %1it  upon  thy  boaatti  pow*n. 
And  waste  tbem,  ^  thy  sword  has  wasted  oun. 
^18  thus  Omnipotence  bis  law  fulfils. 
And  Vengeance  executes  what  Justice  wills." 

Again — ^tbe  band  of  commerce  was  desij^d* 
T*  associate  all  the  branches  of  mankind  ^ 
And  if  a  boundless  plenty  be  the  robe. 
Trade  is  the  golden  girdle  of  the  globe. 
Wise  to  prptnote  whatever  end  be  means, 
God  opeifB  fruitful  nature's  iarious  scenes : ' 
Each  climate  needs  what  Qft;h«ir  climes  produce, 
And  offers  something  to  the  gen'^ral  ose ; 
No  land  but  listens  to  the  coiiimon  call. 
And  in  return  receives  Supply  from  alt. 
This  genial  itftercdurse,  abd  itiutual  aid, 
Cbeers*wbat  were  else  a  universal  shade. 
Calls  Nature  from  her  ivy-iAantled  den. 
And  softens  human  lio^^k-wot-k  iftto  meb. 
Ingenious  Art,  with  her  expressive  face. 
Steps  forth  to  fashion  and  refitie  the  rlice  ; 
Not  only  fills  Necessity's  demand. 
But  overcharges  her  capacious  hand  : 
Gapricioui  taste  itself  can  crave  no  more, 
Than  she  supplies  from  her  abotinding  store : 
She  strikes  Out  all  that  Injury  can  ask,'  \ 

And  gains  new  vigour  at  her  endless  t^sk. 
Hers  is  the  spaciotts  ftrch,  the  sbapely  spire. 
The  painter's  pencil,  and  t[ie  poet's  lyr§ ; 
From  her  the  eanvass  binrroWd  Il^t  aiifl  ^ade. 
And  verse,  mote  lasting,  hoes  that  tteter  ftide. 
She  guides  the  finger  o'er  the  dancing  keys. 
Gives  difficulty  all  the  grace  of  ease. 
And  potirs  ft  torrent  of  sweet  notes  around, 
JPast  as  the  thirstii^  ear  can  drink  the  sound. 

These  are  thfe  giffs  of  AH,  and  Art  thrives  most 
Where  Commerce  has  enrich'd  the  busy  coast ; 
lie  catohes  all  improvements  in  his  fiight, 
Spreads  foreign  wonders  in  his  country's  sight. 
Imports  what  others  have  invented  well. 
And  sth^  his  own  to  match  them  or  excel. 
*Tis  thus  recipocrating,  each  with  each, 
Alternaiely  the  nations  leani  and  teach  ; 
While  Providenee  enjoins  to  ev'ty  soul 
A  union  with  the  vast  terraqueoits  whole. 

Heav'n  speed  the  canvass,  gallantly  unfurlM 
To  furnish  and  accommodate  a  World, 
To  give  the  pole  the  produce  of  tlie.  Suh, 
And  kuit  th'  unsocial  climates  into  one. — 
Soft  airs  and  gentle  hearings  of  the  wave 
Impel  the  Meet,  who^e  errand  is  to  save, 
To  sQCcour  irasted  regions,  dtid  replace 
The  smile  of  Opulence  in  Sorrow's  face. — 
Let  nothing  adverse,  nothiiig  unforeseen. 
Impede. the  bark,  tHat  ploughs  the  deep  serenie, 
Charg'd  with  a  freight  transcending  in  it's  Worth 
The  gems  of  India,  Nature's  rarest  birth, 
That  flies,  like  fijSbriel  on  his  Lord's  commands, 
A  herald  of  God's  love  to  pagan  lands. 
But  ah !  what  wish  can  prosper,  or  what  ptay'r, 
For  merchants  rich  in  cargoes  of  despair. 
Who  drive  a  loathsome  traffic,  gauge,  and  span, 
And  buy  the' muscles  and  the  bones  of  man  f 
The  tender  ties  of  father,  husband,  friend. 
All  bonds  of  nature  in  that  moment  end ; 
And  etfch  endures,  while  yet  he  dra#d  his  bt^itb, 
A  stroke  as  fatal  as  the  sithe  of  Death. 
The  sable  warrior,  frantic  with  regret 
Of  her  bb  loves,  kod  never  cati  foi^et, 


Loses  in  tearft  tlM  fiuufoedfing  ite<l. 
But  not  the  (HiKxfglit,  thai  tlK^ 
Depriv'dof  ber  and  ^re^Aotti  itt.«  Umt, 
What  has  he  left;  tbat  4m  e«D  yeiiak<^> 
Yes,  to  deep  SJudnesi  wUwH^y  rMi««'di 
He  feeU  his  bodfi  bobdl«el^  h*»«M| 
Puts  off  his  gett'ramiMtatfe;  and,  toioift 
His  maooert  #ith  his  fata>|talg<ifc<fc»^ii>ls 

O  most  degT*di«i^  of  all  iHa,  that  triil 
On  man,  a  monhier  tt  hit  b6A  «tli*el 
All  other  sorrows  V}ku6  tnay  endtape^ 
And  find  submtsskm  nliKire  tlMui  half  a  tua^t 
Grief  is  itself  a  medVshie,  itai  iNMtfiW 
T'  improve  the  fortitude  that  btan  fhk  kttiMp 
To  teach  the  wand'ter,  as  bSs  «o«a  MhBidK, 
The  path  df  Wisdoto,  all  whose  prftb  mtt . 
But  slav'ry !— Virtoe  ^rfeods  h  as  her  grive: 
Patience  itself  is  mdamieas  io  a  alave ; 
Or  if  the  will  and  sovereignty  of  God 
Bid  su^  it  awhile,  and  kiss  th<e  rod. 
Wait  for  the  dawning  of  a  brigffater  day. 
And  snap  the  chain  the  mofiieot  ^hen  ytn  day. 
Nature  iDii  prints  upon  whaie'er  we  tee. 
That  has  a. heart  and  life  in  it.  Be  free  ; 
The  beasts  are  charter'd<— iieither  age  nor  force 
Can  quell  the  love  of  freedom  hi  a  bori6 : 
He  breaks  the  cord,  that  held  him  at  tb«  tadc; 
And,  conscioos  of  an  (inincumber'd  bock. 
Snuffs  up  the  morning  air,  forgets  tlie  rem  ; 
Loose  fly  bis  forelock  and  his  Ample  made  ; 
Responsive  to  the  distant  neigh  he  neighs  | 
Nor  stops  till,  overleaping  all  ddAysi, 
He  finds  the  pasture  where  bis  follows  gnait. 

Canst  thou,  and  honour'd  with  a  Christian  itfba 
Buy  what  is  woman-bom,  and  feel  on  shame  ; 
'i'rade  in  the  blood  of  hmocence,  and  plead 
£xpedieiice  as  a  warrant  for  the  deed  ? 
So  may  the  wolf,  whom  famine  has  made  bold. 
To  quit  the  forest  and  invade  the  fold ; 
So  may  the  ruffian,  who  with  ghostly  glide. 
Dagger  in  hand,  steals  close  to  yobr  bedside  $. 
Not  he,  hut  his  emergence  forc'd  tbe  door. 
He  found  it  inconvenient  to  be  poor. 
Has  God  then  giv'n  it's  sweetness  to  tbe  eade. 
Unless  his  laws  be  trampled  on— -in  vain  ? 
Built  a  brave  World,  which  cannot  yet  snbdat. 
Unless  his  tight  to  rule  it  be  dismissed } 
Impudent  blasphemy  !  So  Folly  pleads. 
And,  ^v'rtce  being  judge,  with  ease  sacceeds. 

But  grant  the  plea,  and  let  it  stand  for  just. 
That  man  make  maii  his  prey,  because  be  nuist ; 
Still  there  is  room  for  pity  to  abate. 
And  soothe  the  sorrows  of  so  sad  a  state. 
A  Briton  knows,  or  if  tie  knotvs  it  not. 
The  Scripture  ptac'd  within  his  reach,  he  Mgbty 
That  souls  have  no  discrimlDHling  tane. 
Alike  important  in  their  Maker's  view ; 
That  none  are  firee  from  blemish  since  the  foil. 
And  Love  divine  has  paid  one  price  for  all. 
The  wretoh,  that  wovks  and  weeps  without  relief 
Has  one  that  notices  his  silent  grief. 
He,  fipm  whose  hands  alone  all  pow'r  proceeds. 
Ranks  K's  abuse  amoikg  tbe  foulest  deeds. 
Considers  all  mjustice  with  a  frown  j 
But  marks  the  man,  that  treads  his  follow  down. 
Begone— th«  whip  and  bell  in  that  hard  hand 
Are  hateful  ensigns  of  usurp'd  command. 
Not  Mexibo  could  purchase  kings  a  claim 
To  scourge  him,  weariness  his  only  blame. 
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Kenonber  Hc!Cv*ii  fast  all  ttritof^iig  rM, 
To  nfeitetli^  foor  H  U^atod  agaiast  (Sod. 

TrooUa  if  gnaA^nf^y  and  hardly  brook'dy 
Wbite  life's  «BbKA]«it  joys  are  overlooked : 
We  wuider  &w  a'  vinibattA  thirity  *i<l, 
Monn'riog  and  weary  of  Out  dai!y  tori, 
Forget  f  6ijoy  the  pdm-treo't  ofiitr'd  shade^ 
Or  taHe  tb6  ftMnrtadh  in  the  tt^gfab^iing  glade : 
Hie  who  wo6ld  Yw^,  Ihat  had  the  pow V  t'  imfArovey 
Th*  oecadoo  Of  tiUMmothig  ftar  to  love  ? 

0  til  a  godlike  pfivil^  to  8«v«y 

And  he  that  aoerto  it  h  httfiMlf  a  slave. 
Infivm  hif  mind ;  one  ilash  of  heav'nty  day 
l^M  hetf  hto  heart,  and  melt  his  cluma  away. 
'*  Bemty  tat  <ihes*'  is  a  gift  indeed, 
iod  s)Mi,  hy  ttnth  enlargM,  are  doiMy  freed. 
Then  wonld  be  aay,  sobtnHMIve  at  th^  feet, 
While  graUtod^  trod  love  made  aervloe  sweet, 
*'  My  dear  denvter  out  of  hopeless  night. 
Whose  hornity  bought  me  bnt  to  give  me  %ht, 

1  «u  a  bondman  oft  my  oatire  plain, 

Sin  forg*d,  and  Ignorance  Made  (hst,  the  chain ; 
Thy  lips  have  shed  instruction  as  the  dew. 
Taught  me  what  path  to  shun,  and  what  pnrsue  ; 
Farewell  my  former  joys  t  I  sigh  no  more 
F^  AfHea^s  ilnce  lovM,  benighted  shofe ; 
Serving  a  beneAustor  I  am  free ; 
At  my  best  home,  if  not  elil*d  from  thee.'' 

Some  men  make  gain  A  fbtmtain,  whence  prbceeds 
A  Etream  of  lib'ral  and  heroic  deeds ; 
The  swell  of  pity,  not  to  be  Oonfin'd 
Within  the  scanty  limits  of  the  mind, 
I>isdains  the  bUnk,  and  fhroWs  the  goldten  sands, 
A  rich  deposit,  on  the  hord'ftng  lands : 
These  have  an  enr  fbf  his  paternal  call , 
Who  makes  some  rich  fbt  the  supply  of  all ; 
God's  gift  with  pleilsnre  in  his  praise  employ ; 
And  Thornton* is  ^miliar  with  the  joy. 

O  cooM  I  worship  anght  beneath  the  skies. 
That  Earth  has  seen,  or  ftmcy  can  devise. 
Thine  akar,  sacred  Liberty,  should  stand, 
Boilt  by  no  mercenary  vulgar  hand. 
With  fragrant  turf,  and  flow'rs  as  wild  and  fair 
As  ever  dress'd  a  bank,  or  scented  summer  ailr* 
Duly,  as  ever  on  the  mountain's  height 
The  peep  of  Morning  shed  a  dawning  light. 
Again,  when  Ev'nfng  hi  her  sober  vest 
Drew  the  gray  curtain  of  the  fading  west, 
My  soul  should  yield  thee  willing  thanks  and  pfbise. 
For  the  chief  blessiugs  of  my  fairest  days : 
But  that  were  sAcrilege — praise  is  nnt  thine, 
But  his  Who  gave  thee,  and  preserves  thee  mine : 
Else  I  would  say,  and  as  I  spake  bid  fly 
A  captive  bird  into  the  boundless  sky, 
This  triple  realm  adores  thee — ^thna  art  cotfte 
From  Sparta  hither,  and  art  here  at  home. 
We  feel  thy  force  stiH  active,  at  this  hour 
Enjoy  imnoonity  frtMn  priestly  pow'r, 
"While  Gonsetence,  happier  than  in  ancient  years. 
Owns -no  auperior  but  the  God  She  fears. 
Propitious  spirit !  yet  expunge  a  wrong 
Thy  righta  have  snflbr'd,  and  our  land,  too  long. 
Teach  mercy  to  ten  thousand  hearts,  that  share 
The  fears  and  hopes  of  a  commercial  care. 
Prisoiks^eicpeiet  the  wicked,  and  were  built 
To  bind  the  lawless,  and  to*  punish  guilt ; 
But  shipwreck,  earthquake,  battle,  fire,  and  flood. 
Are  Blighty  Husobiefr,  not  te  be  withstood ; 


And  honest  Merit  stands  on  fifipp'ry  gfronnd, 
Where  eovert  gUile  and  airtiflce  abound. 
Let  just  Restraint,  for  public  ^eace  design'*. 
Chain  up  th^  woTves  and  tigers  of  mankind ; 
The  foe  of  vhrtue  has  no  claim  to  th6e; 
But  let  insolvent  Innocence  go  fre^. 

Patron  of  else  the  most  despiiM  of  meii. 
Accept  the  tribute  of  i(  strangei^s  pen ; 
Verse,  like  the  laurdl,  it'^s  fn&moital  nfeed, 
^ould  be  the  guerdon  of  a  noble  deed; 
I  may  alarm  thee,  but  I  fear  the  shame 
(Charity  chosen  as  n^y  theme  and  aim) 
I  mnst  uicur,  forg^ting  Howard^s  name. 
Blest  with  all  wealth  can  give  tliee,  to  resign 
Joys  doubly  sWeet  to  feeling  quick  as  thine. 
To  quit  the  bliss  thy  rural  scenes  bestoW, 
To  seek  a  nobler  amidst  ^enes  of  >oe, 
To  traverse  seas,  range  kingdoms,  and  bring  home; 
Not  the  proud  ibonuments  of  Greece  or  Rome, 
Bnt  knowledge  such  as  only  dungeons  teach, 
And  only  sympathy  like  thiue  could  reacih ; 
That  grief,  sequestered  frohi  the  pbhlic  stage. 
Might  smooth  her  feathers,  And  enjoy  h^r  cage ; 
Speaks  a  ditine  ambition,  and  a  zeal. 
The  boldest  patriot  might  be  proud  to  feel. 
O  that  the  voii;e  of  clamour  and  debate. 
That  pleads  for  peace  till  it  disturlM  the  state. 
Were  hosh'd  in  foVour  of  thy  gen'rous  plea, 
The  poor  thy  clients,  and  Heav'n's  smile  thy  fee  f 
Philosophy;  that  does  not  dream  or  stray, 
Walks  arm  in  arm  with  Natur6  all  his  way  ; 
Compasses  Earth,  dives  into  it,  ascehds 
Whatever  Steep  Inquiry  recomniends. 
Sees  plantitary  wonders  smoothly  roll  i 

Rorfnd  other  systems  under  her  eontrol, 
Drinks  Wisdom  at  the  milky  stream  of  light, 
That  cheers  the  silent  journey  of  the  nisrht. 
And  brings  at  his  return  a  boSom  cTiarg'd 
With  rich  instruction,  and  a  soul  enlarg'd. 
The  treasur'd  sweets  of  the  capjacious  plan. 
That  Heav'n  spreads  wide  before  the  view  of  man, . 
All  prompt  his  pleas'd  pursuit,  and  to  pursue 
Still  pt^mpt  him,  with  a  pleasure  always  new; 
He  too  has  a  connecting  pow'r,  and  draws 
Man  to  the  centre  of  the  common  cause. 
Aiding  a  dubious  and  deficient  sight 
With  a  new  medium  and  a  purer  light. 
All  trhth  is  precious,  if  not  all  divine ; 
And  what  dilates  the  pow'rt  must  needs  refine. 
He  reads  the  skies,  and,  watching  evVy  change, 
Provides  the  faculties  an  ampler  range ; 
And  wins  mankind,  as  his  attempts  prevail, 
A  prouder  station  on  the  g^nVal  scale. 
But  Reason  still,  unless  divinely  taught, 
■Whate'er  she  learns,  learns  nothing  as  she  ooghtj 
The  lamp  of  revelation  only  sWiws, 
What  human  wisdom  cannot  but  oppose. 
That  mah,  in  hatnre^s  richest  mantle  clad. 
And  grac'd  with  all  philosophy  can  add. 
Though  fair  without,  and  luminoiis  within. 
Is  still  Uie  progeny  and  heir  of  sin. 
Thus  taup^ht,  down  falls  the  plumage  of  his  pride  | 
He  feels  his  need  of  an  unerring  guide. 
And  knows  that  falling  he  Shall  rise  jio  more, 
Unless  the  pow'r  that  bade  hini  stand  restore. 
This  is  indeed  philosophy;  this  known 
Makes  wisdom,  worthy  of  the  liame,  his  own; 
And  without  this,  whatever  he  discuss. 
Whether  the  space  between  the  stars  and  os ) 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


6$4 


COWPEWS  POEMS. 


Whether  he  loeavve  lft>#bL  »iiy  iiW  the  j^p 
Weigh  icuibeftiDS,.(;eiTe  a  fiy,  or  «pjt  a  aea  j>  .. 
The  aolemn  tiifler  with  hia  boasted  «kill 
Toils  mwAk,  and  is  a  soleaw  trifler  still : 
Blhid  waB  he  born,  and  his  mMguided  eyes 
,  Grown  dim  in  trifliog  studies^  blind  be  dies. 
Self-knowledge  truly  learned  o^  course  implies 
The  rich  possession  of  a  nobler  prize ; 
For  self  to  self,  and' God  to  man  reveal'd, 
(Two  themes  to  Nature's  eye  for  ever  sealed) 
Are  taught  by  rays,  that  fly  with  equal  pace 
From  the  same  centre  of  enlightening  grace. 
Here  stay  thy  f  >oti  how  copious,  awl  how  clear, 
Th'  o*erflowmg  well  ^f  Charity  springs  here  1 
Hark !  His  the  music  of  a  tboussind  rills,        [hills. 
Some  through  the  groves,  some  down  the  sloping 
Winding  a  secret  or  an  open  course. 
And  all  supplied  from  an  eternal  source. 
The  ties  of  Nature  do  but  feebly  bind  i 
And  Commerce  partially  recUims  mankind  ; 
Philosophy,  without  bis  heav'nly  guide. 
May  blow  up  self-coneeit,  and  nourish  pride, 
But,  while  his  promise  is  the  reaiHiiog  part. 
Has  stUl  a  veil  of  midnight  en  his  heart : 
Tis  Thith  diviqe,  exhibited  on  Earth, 
Gives  Charity  her  being  and  her  birth. 

Suppose  (when  thought  is  warm  and  fency  fldws. 
What  will  not  argument  sometimes  suppose  ?) 
An  isle  possessed  by  creatures  of  our  kind. 
Endued  with  reason,  yet  by  nature  blind. 
Let  supposition  lend  her  aid  once  more, 
And  IsMid  some  grave  optician  on  the  shore : 
He  claps  his  lens,  if  haply  they  may  see. 
Close  to  the  part  where  vision  ought  to  be ; 
But  finds,  that,  though  his  tubes  assist  the  sight. 
They  cannot  give  it,  or  make  darkness  light. 
He  reads  wisd  lectures,  and  describes  aloud 
A  sense  they  know  not,  to  the  wond'ring  crowd; 
He  talks  of  light,  and  the  prismatic  hues. 
As  men  of  depth  in  eruditkm  use  ; 
But  all  he  gains  for  his  harangue  is—"  Well— — 
What  monstrous  lies  some  travellers  will  tell !" 

The  soul,  whose  sight  all-qn)bk'ning  grace  renews. 
Takes  the  resemblance  of  the  good  she  views. 
As  diamonds,  stripped  of  their  opaque  disguise, 
Beflect  the  noonday  glory  of  the  skies. 
She  speaks  of  him,  her  author,  guardian,  friend. 
Whose  love  knew  no  beginning,  knows  no  end. 
In  language  warm  as  all  that  love  inspires. 
And  m  the  glow  of  her  intense  ilesires, 
Pants  to  communicate  her  noble  fires. 
She  sees  a  world  stark  blind  to  what  emploj^ 
Her  eager  thought,  and  feeds  her  flowing  joys ; 
Though  Wisdom  hail  them,  heedless  of  her  call. 
Flies  to  save  some,  and  feels  a  pang  for  all : 
Herself  as  weak  as  her  support  is  strong. 
She  feels  that  frailty  she  denied  so  long ; 
And,  from  a  knowledge  of  her  own  disease, 
learns  to  compassionate  the  sick  she  sees. 
Here  see,  acquitted  of  all  vain  pretence, 
llie  reign  of  geooine  Charity  commence. 
Though  scorn  repay  her  sympathetic  tears, ' 
She  still  is  kind,  and  still  she  perseveres ; 
The  trutli  she  loves  a  sightless  world  blaspheme, 
Tis  childish  dotage,  a  delirious  dream. 
The  danger  they  discern  not,  they  deny ; 
Laugh  at  their  only  remedjp,  and  die. 
But  still  a  soul  thus  touchM  can  never  cease. 
Whoever  threaten*  war^  to  speak  of  peace. 


I  Pure  in  her  aim,  and  in  her  temper  mild, 
•  Her  wisdom  seems  the  weakness  of  a  duld: 
^  She  makes  excuses  where  she  might  rondemp, 
,  BeviPd  by  those  that  hate  her,  prays  for  thsoii 
!  Scwpicion  lurks  not  in  her  artless  breast, 
i  The  worst  suggested,  she  believes  the  bat; 
j  Not  soon  provok'd,  however  stung  and  leased. 
And,  if  perhaps  made  angry,  soon  appeasM ; 
I  She  rather  waves  than  ifill  dispute  her  right. 
And  iijur'd  makes  forgiveness  her  delighU 
Such  was  the  portrait  an  apostle  drew, 
The  bright  original  was  one  he  knew  | 
Heav'n  held  his  hand,  the  likeness  mnft  be  tnic. 

When  one,  that  holds  communkNi  with  the  skia. 
Has  filled  his  urn  where  these  pore  waters  rise, 
And  once  more  mingles  with  us  meaner  things, 
Tis  ev'n  as  if  an  angel  shook  his  wings  ; 
Immortal  fragrance  filb  the  circuit  wide. 
That  tells  us  whence  his  treasures  are  supplied. 
So  when  a  ship  well  freighted  with  the  stores, 
The  Sun  matures  on  India's  spicy  shores, 
Has  dropp'd  her  anchor,  and  her  caavass  fnrl'd, 
In  some  safe  haven  of  oar  western  world, 
'Twere  vain  inquiry  to  what  port  she  went. 
The  gale  informs  us,  laden  with  the  scent. 

Some    seek,  when  queasy  conscience  bss  it's 
To  lull  the  painful  malady  with  alms  ;        [qaalns, 
But  charity  not  feign'd  intends  alone 
Another's  good — theirs  centres  in  their  own ; 
And,  too  short  liv'd  to  reach  the  realms  of  peace. 
Must  cease  for  ever  when  the  poor  shall  cease. 
Flavia,  moet  tender  of  her  own  ^ood  name. 
Is  rather  careless  of  her  sister^s  fame  t 
Her  superfluity  the  poor  supplies. 
But,  if  die  touch  a  character,  il  dies. 
The  seeming  virtue  weighed  against  the  vice, 
She  deems  all  sale,  for  she  has  paid  the  price : 
No  charity  but  alms  anght  values  she^ 
Except  in  porcelain  on  hermanteltree. 
Ho#  many  deeds,  with  which  the  world  has  ruiig, 
From  Pride,  in  league  with  Ignecance,  have  ^irasf  i 
But  God  o'ermles  all  hnman  follies  still. 
And  bends  the  tough  materials  to  his  will. 
A  conflagration,  or  a  wintry  flood. 
Has  left  some  hundreds  without  hone  or  food  ; 
Extravagance  and  Av*rioe  shall  subscribe. 
While  lame  and  self-complaoenceare  the  bribe. 
The  brief  proclaimed,  it  visits  every  pew. 
But  first  the  sqnire*s,  a  compUment  but  doe : 
With  slow  deliberation  he  unties 
His  gtitt'ring  pnrse,  that  envy  c^  all  eyea. 
And,  while  the  clerk  just  puzzles  oat  tbepaalm. 
Slides  guinea  behind  guinea  in  his  palm; 
Till  finding,  what  he  might  have  found  before, 
A  smaller  piece  amidst  the  precious  store, 
Pinch'd  close  between  his  finger  and  his  tfaomb. 
He  half  exhibits,  and  then  drops,  the  sum* 
Gold  to  be  sure  I— Throughout  the  town  tis  told, 
How  the  good  squire  gives  never  less  than  gold. 
From  motives  such  as  his^  though  not  the  best» 
Sprmgs  in  due  time  supply  for  thedistress*d  j 
Not  less  effectual  than  what  love  bestows. 
Except  that  ofllce  clips  it  as  it  goes. 

But  lest  I  seem  to  sin  against  a  friend. 
And  wound  the  grace  I  mean  to  recomn 
(Though  vice  dorided  with  a  just  dnign 
Implies  no  trespass  against  love  dirioe,) 
Once  more  rVould  adopt  th^  graver  style, 
A  teacher  should  be  sparing  of  his  smile. 
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VxAtm  a  hfBf^vMoB  HgM  tlie  flwDe, 
Satire  is,  nxnt  than  thoM  he  brands,  to  blanie} 
He  bidad  bahind  a  magisterial  air 
His  own-oflkices,  and  strifM  others  bare  ; 
iuucts  indeed  a  most  mimane  coDCerUy 
That  men,  if  gently  tntor^i,  will  not  leani; 
That  mulish  Polfy,  not  to  be  reclaimM 
By  softer  methods,  mnst  be  made  ashamM ; 
Bot  (I  might  instance  in  St  Patrick's  dean)  ' 
Too  often  raits  to  gmtify  his  spleen. 
Mbit  sat'ristt  are  indeed  a  public  scouige ; 
Their  mildest  physic  is  a  farrier's  paige; 
Their  acrid  temper  turns,  as  soon  as  stirr'd. 
The  milk  of  their  good  purpose  all  to  eurd. 
Their  leal  begotten,  as  their  works  rehearse. 
By  lean  despair  upon  an  empty  porse. 
The  wild  assasMns  start  into  the  street 
Prepar'd  to  poniard  whomsoever  they  meet 
No  skill  in  swordmanship,  boweTer  just. 
Can  be  secure  against  a  madman's  thrust; 
And  even  Virtue,  so  unfiurly  match'd. 
Although  immortal,  dlay  be  prick'd  or  scratch'd. 
When  Scandal  has  new  minted  an  old  lie. 
Or  tax'd  indention  for  a  fresh  supply, 
Tis  eali'd  a  satire,  and  the  werld  appears 
CSath'ring  attmnd  it  with  erected  ears : 
A  thoosmid  names  are  toss'd  into  the  crewd ; 
Some  whispervd  softly,  and  some  twangvd  aloud; 
Just  as  the  sapience  of  an  author's  brain 
Suggests  it  safSs  or  dang'roos  to  be  plain. 
Strange !  how  the  frequent  inteijected  dash  ' 
Quickens  a  market,  and  helps  off  the  trash ; 
Th>  impMtant  letters,  that  include  the  rest, 
Senre  as  a  key  to  those  that  are  suppress'd  ; 
Conjecture  gripes  the  Victims  in  his  paw. 
The  world  is  charm'd,  and  Scrib  escapes  the  law. 
So,  when  the  cold  damp  shades  of  night  prevail. 
Worms  may  becaaght  by  either  head  or  tail ; 
Forcibly  drawn  from  many  a  close  recess. 
They  meet  with  little  pity,  no  redran ; 
Piung'd  in  the  stream  they  lodge  upon  the  mud. 
Food  for  the  famishM  rovers  <^  the  flood. 

All  zeal  for  a  reform,  that  gives  offence 
To  peace  and  charity, 'is  mere  pretence : 
A  bold  remark,  but  which,  if  well  applied. 
Would  humble  many  a  tow'riog  poet's  pride. 
Perhaps  the  man  was  in  a  sportive  fit. 
And  |nd  uo  othnr  play-place  for  his  wit ; 
Perhaps  enchanted  with  the  love  of  fame. 
He  sought  the  jewel  in  his  neighbour's  shame ; 
Perhaps — ^whatever  end  he  might  pursue. 
The  cause  of  Tirtoe  oould  not  be  his  view. 
At  ev*ry  stroke  wit  flashes  in  our  eyes ; 
The  turns  are  quick,  the  polish'd  points  surprise. 
But  shine  with  cruel  and  tremendous  charms. 
That,  while  they  please,  possess  us  with'  alarms  ; 
So  have  I  seen,  (and  hasien'd  to  the  sight 
On  all  the  wings  of  holiday  delight) 
Where  stands  that  monnment  of  ancient  pow'r, 
Nam'd  with  emphatic  dignity,  the  Tow'r, 
Oons,  halberts,  swords,  and  pistols,  great  and  small. 
In  starry  forms  dtspoe'd  upon  the  wall; 
We  wonder,  as  ve  gazing  stand  below. 
That  brass  ahd  steel  should  make  so  fine  a  show ; 
But  though  we  praise  th'  exact  designet's  skill. 
Account  them  implements  of  mischief  still. 

No  works  shall  find  acceptance  in  that  da^, 
Wheft  all  disguises-Shan  be  rentaway» 


That  square  net  ttnly  with  the'  Scrtptnre  pHm, 

Nor  spring  from  love  to  God,  or  love  to  man. 

As  he  ordains  things  sordid  in  their  birth 

To  be  resolv'd  into  their  parent  earth ; 

And,  though  the  soul  shall  seek  superior  orbs. 

Whatever  this  world  produces,  it  absorbs ; 

So  self  starts  nolhmg,  but  what  tends  apace 

Home  to  the  goal,  where  it  began  the  race. 

Such  as  our  motive  is,  -our  aim  must  be  ; 

If  this  be  servile,  that  can- ne'er  be  free : 

If  self  employ  us,  whatsoe'er  is  wrought. 

We  glorify  that  sel^  not  hhn  we  6nght ; 

Such  virtues  had  need  prove  their  own  reward. 

The  judge  of  all  men  owes  them  no  regard. 

True  Charity,  a  plant  divinely  nnrs'd. 

Fed  by  the  love,  from  which  it  rose  at  first. 

Thrives  against  hope,  and  in  the  rudest  scene. 

Storms  but  enliven  it's  unfiiding  green  ; 

Ezub'rant  is  the  shadow  it  supplies. 

It's  fruit  on  Earth,  it's  growth  above  the  akies. 

To  look  at  Him,  who  form'd  us  and  redeem'dt 

So  glorious  now,  though  ooce  so  disesteem'd. 

To  see  a  Ood  stretch  forth  his  human  hand, 

T*  uphold  the  boundless  scenes  of  bis  command ; 

To  recollect,  that,  in  a  form  like  ofars, 

He  brnis'd  beneath  his  feet  th'  infernal  pow'rs. 

Captivity  led  captive,  rose  to  claim 

The  wreath  he  won  so  dearly  in  our  name; 

That  tbronM  above  all  height  he  condewends^ 

To  call  the  few  that  trust  in  him  his  friends ; 

That,  in  the  Heav'n  of  heav'iis»  that  space  he  deems' 

Too  scanty  for  th'  exertion  of  his  beuns. 

And  shines^  as  if  impatient  to  bestow 

Life  and  a  kingdom  upon  worms  below ; 

That  sight  imparts  a  never-dying  flame. 

Though  foeble  in  degree,  in  kind  the  same. 

Like  hhn  the  sonl  thus  kindled  from  above 

Spreads  wide  h^  arms  of  universal  love ; 

And,  still  enlarg'd  as  she  receives  the  grace. 

Includes  creatkm  in  her  dose  embrace. 

Bebold  a  Christian !— and  without  the  fires 

The  founder  of  that  name  alone  inspires, 

Thoqgh  all  accomplishment,  all  knowledge  meet. 

To  make  the  shining  prodigy  complete. 

Whoever  boasts  that  name— ^lebold  a  cheat ! 

Were  fove,  in  these  the  WofM's  last  doting  y«aa^ 

As  Sequent  as  the  want  of  it  appears. 

The  churches  warm'd,  they  would  no  kmger  hoM 

Such  fipoeen  figures,  stiff  as  they  are  cold  ; 

Relenting  forms  would  lose  their  pow'r,  or  cease ; 

And  ev'n  the  dipp'd  and  sprinkled  live  in  peace ; 

Each  heart  would  quit  it's  prison  in  the  breast. 

And  flow  m  free  communion  with  the  rest 

The  statesman,  skili'd  in  pngects  dark  and  deep. 

Might  bum  his  useless  Bfachiavel,  and  sleep  ; 

His  budget  often  fill'd,  yet  always  poor. 

Might  swing  at  ease  behind  his  study  door. 

No  longer  prey  upon  our  annual  rents. 

Or  scare  the  nation  with  it's  big  contenti : 

Disbanded  legions  freely  might  depart. 

And  slaying  man  would  oease  to  be  an  art 

No  learned  disputants  would  take  the  field. 

Sure  not  to  conquer,  and  sure  not  to  yield  ; 

Both  sides  deceiv'd,  if  rightly  undcntood. 

Pelting  each  other  for  the 'public  good. 

Did  charity  prevail,  tha  press  would  prove 

A  vehicle  of  virtue,  truth,  and  love ; 

And  I  might  spare  myself  the  pams  to  show 

What  few  can  team,  and  aU  suppose  they  know. 
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Thus  1uA«  1  Mftght td  tr^t^  ft  wHrntria^r 
With  manf  n  vM^^Atid  bat  flow'ry  spray, 
In  hopes  to  gain,  #hat  else  I  mtnt  hftv«  lost, 
Th*  attention  f>1«lKtxr«  hfls  to  much  engroisMi 
But  if  inA!ftppi(y  (fec(HV*a  I  dreami 
And  prove  too  -Mat  lot  M  difhie  a  tkettntf. 
Let  Charity  fargtvt  me  «  fttotaloe. 
That  zeal»  Ml  TitnHy,  h«tt  eh«tie'<f  to  natte, 
'  And  spare  tb^^Mt  for  Us  tttfajfNsfssalBK     ' 


COlfrBRSATiOIt. 

Kam  Deque  ih«  tlntttm  TeDtefitls  ^IbHits  avMlri, 
Nee  percussft  jttvant  llbdti  tam  litora,  nee  qvm 
SaiGdBM  inter  dtfcitmim  flumitM  vaUes, 

X  Boool  Ifatdre  wd^h'  tmf  taMitSy  ami  uupense 

To  ev*ry  nnm  hir  Aodicain  of  seme. 

And  CoDTersation  in  it'tf  better  jpart 

May  be  esteem^  s  gift,  aild  not  an  art, 

Yet  touch  depends,  as  ia  the  tiller's  toil. 

On  culture,  and  the  sowing  of  the  soil-. 

Words  leam'd  by  rotA  it  parrot  may  rehearse, 

But  talking  Is  not  always*  to  eoBTorse; 

Not  more  distiurt  from  hartliony  dHritie, 

The  constant  ^reakmg  of  a  comitiy  sign. 

As  Alphabets  in  Wory  em^ay. 

Hour  after  boor,  tlie  yet  unlette^'d  boy, 

Sorting  and  pussiing  with  a  deal  of  glee 

Those  seeds  of  scienoA  called  bis  a  9  e ; 

So  language  in  th6  mouths  of  the  adol^ 

Witness  it*s  insigliifieant  reMlt, 

Too  often  proTes  an  hnplement  of  play, 

A  toy  to  sport  with,  dnd  p»ts  time  away.     » 

Collect  at  ef  nitilr  what  th^  day  broogfat  forth; 

Compress  the  sum  into  it*s  sblid  iKttth, 

And  if  it  weigh  tfa*  hapertaoe^  of  a  fly, 

The  scales  are  fotae,  or  algebra  a  Ke. 

Sacred  interpreter  of  human  thought, 

How  fow  reapeet  or  use  thee  as  they  ought ! 

But  alt  shall  gfTe  aecoont  of  ev'ry  wrong, 

Who  dare  dishoii6«r  AT  defile  the  tohgoe ; 

Who  prostiftiite  it  In  (he  <i«use  of  vie«,     ^ 

Or  sell  their  glory  at  a  maricet-^priee ; 

Who  totte  for  hire,  or  point  ft  #fth  Umpooo, 

The  dear4)oagbt  plncctean,  itnd  the  cheap  buflbon. 

There  is  a  prurience  !u  the  speech  of  some, 
Wrath  stays  hiili,  or  else  Ood  woiM  strike  them 

,   dumbs' 
His  wise  forbear«m6*  has  their  end  hi  tiew, 
They  fill  theii'  meagre,  and  i^sceite  their  diM. 
The  heaMiea  hw.^vers  of  dneient  doys. 
Names  almost  worthy  of  a  ehristi^flt*s  praise. 
Would  drive  tlMtn  forth  froto  the  r^^ort  of  mcn^ 
And  shut  up  er'ry  ssrtyr  in  bis  den* 
O  come  not  ye*flMr  rrtnooence  afid  truth. 
Ye  worms  thtft  mt  into  the  bod  of  youth  I 
Infectious  as  iai]Mr«,  your  bHghthig  pow'r 
Taints  in  iff  nsdhnents  the  pitMnift'd  flow'r ; 
It's  odoiir  ^nrish'd  and  it's  charming  hue, 
Theocefsrth  *tl«  hateful,  for  it  smell*  bf  you. 
Not  ev'n  the  Vigorous  and  headlong  rage 
or  adol^seenoe,  or  a  Oruier  age, 
Affords  a  plea  alleiwable  or  juftt 
For  mahtog  spe«ah'  the  pampifer  of  loA ; 


But  when  the  breAh  of  ^oel  coiSiirite  tile  ttHiSt, 
Tis  nauseous  as  the  vapbor  of  a  Taailt 
So  withered  stumps  ^sgraee  the  syltan  i 
No  longer  froitAi),  add  00  Itgoger  green  ; 
The  sapless  wood  divested  of  the  baric. 
Grows  fimgons,  and  trik^  fiite  afc-cfv'ry  s^Mik. 

Oaths  terminate,  m  PauVobsertes,  aH  strll 
Some  men  ha^  surely  thM  a  peaceful  Kfo^ 
Whatever  snbjedt  o6cupy  ifiscuune. 
The  feats  of  VesCift,  or  tSie  nsval  ftM^ 
Asseveration  bkat'ritig  m  ytar  foce 
Makes  contradietibb  soeh  a  hopelesi  t 
In  ev'ry  tale  ^hey  tdi,  or  false  or  true'. 
Well  known,  or  sudr  as  no  stei  ever  Itii 
They  fyi  attentlott,  hecdieiii  of  yom*  pua. 
With  oaths  like  rivets  fercM  into  the  hnfal  9 
And  ev'n  when  sober  truth  pKvails  MMoui^lieut, 
They  swdar  it,  till  alWf  maucfe  hreflds  «  doidbfe. 
A  Persian,  .humble  servant  of  tfae-'Sais, 
Who  though  devout  yet  blgotiy  h(e§  rrtaifl^ 
Hearing  a  lawyer,  grsve  in  his  addrefls^ 
With  si^utatlons'^'ry  word  foipfcss, 
Suppos'd  the  man  a  bishop,  er  at  leasts 
God's  name  so  much  upon  his  lips,  d  pfteafc  ; 
Bow'd  at  the  close  witfar  all  his  graceAil  afts. 
And  begg'd  an  interest  in  his  fretfoasi  pmfts. 

Go,  {(oit  the  rank  to  which  ye  itoed  prcRn^, 
Henceforth  assoefaie  m  one  commonr  lierd  $ 
Religion,  virtue,  reason,  oommoo  senae. 
Pronounce  ybdr  humiin  fimn  a  false*  pKienee  ^ 
A  mere  disgufsc,  in  which  a  devK  lurks, 
YiTho  yet  betrays  his  secret  by  his  works* 

Ye  poirVs  who^mte  the  tongue,  if  stMli  t&ere  are, 
And  madfc  colloquial  bappifiess  your  cai^ 
Preserve  me  from  the  thfaig  I  dread  and  Inte^ 
A  dudl  Th  the  form  of  a  debate. 
The  clash  of  arguments  dnd  jar  of  words. 
Worse  thaw  the  mortal  brunt  of  rival  swords. 
Decide  no  question  with  their  tedmus  length. 
For  opposition  giVea  opnuoh  stfMgtll, 
IMv^rt  the  champions  prodigal  of  breaO, 
And  put  the  peaeerfi9y-<llspoBV  to  dedth. 

0  thwart  me  not,  sir  Soph,  at  ef>ry  tmnti. 
Nor  carp  at  ev'ry  flaw  you  may  disoAm  ; 
Though  syllogisms  hang  nOt  on  my  taBgoe, 

1  am  not  surely  always  in  the  wrong ; 
Tis  hard  if  all  is  false,  that  I  advance^ 

A  fool  must  now  and  then  be  ligfat  by  chaaee. 

Not  that  aH  freedom  of  dissent  I  Maoe ; 

No— «there  I  grant  the  privilege  I  ebdm. 

A  disputable  point  is  ao  man's  ground ; 

Rove  where  ytm  please,  tis  oornmon  all  aitmnd. 

Discourse  may  want  an  anidMrted-^No, 

To  brush  the  surfece,  and  t9  nMdce  it  flow  ; 

But  still  remember,  if  you  meiin  to  please. 

To  pfpss  yotrr  point  with  modesty  and  ease. 

The  mark,  at  which  my  josteT  aim  I  take^ 

Is  cootradictiou  for  it's  own  dear  sake. 

Set  yottr  opinkm  ab  whatever  |dtdi. 

Knots  and  impedhnedts  make  tfomethhig  Uteh  / 

Adopt  his  o^tB,  'ti^  eqmdiy  in  vam, 

Your  thread  of  argiitneftt  is  snapp'd  agaift  ; 

The  wrangler,  rathdr  than  accord  with  you, 

WilMndge  .himself  deoehr'd,  and  pforft  it  tooi. 

Vociferated  logic  kilts  me  qo'rte, 

A  noisy  man  is  always  in  the  rigbt, 

I  twirl  my  thumbs,  fall  back  into  my  <^fr. 

Fix  on  the  w«hMeot «  diatrdMAd  staie. 
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AnA,  when  I  bo|ie4iiy  Vlundcn  ne  all  out* 

Reply  dt8cre«tLy*-"  To  he  «^|-e-Hao  doubt  I"    . 

Pubius  is  sueh  ft  scrupulous  |poo4  JWU»"^ 

Yes — ^you  niay  c^tck  ban  trippuog,  i£  you  cw 

He  would 'not,  wUh  f  peremptory  ^ue. 

Assert  the  nose  upqn  his  fiace  his  Qwn; 

With  besitatioii  admirably  slow. 

He  hunUy  fa^iies^psegumes'-'itmay  be  so. 

His  eridenoe,  tf  he  were  calPd  by  law  ' 

To  swear  to  aome  enormity  be  saw, 

For  want  of  proniaence  and  just  relief. 

Would  haiHif  an  honest  man,  and  save  a  thieC 

Thnmgh  constant  dread  of  giviog  truth  offence, 

He  ties  up  all  his  hearers  in  suspense ; 

Knows  what  he  knows,  as  if  he  knew  it  not; 

What  he  raoiembers  seems  to  hare  forgot  j; 

His  sole  opnuoQ,  whatsoe'er  befidl, 

Centriog  at  last  in  haviag  none  at  all. 

Vet,  though  he  teaive  and  balk  your  list^niqg  ear  j 

He  makes  one  us^  pqmt  exceeding  clear  ; 

Uowe'er  ingenioMS  on  bis  darling  theme 

A  sceptic  in  philosophy  may  seem, 

Redoc'd  to  practice,  his  beloved  rule 

Would  only  prove  him  a  consummate  £39! ; 

Useless  in  him  alike  both  brain  and  speech. 

Fate  having  placed  all  troth  above  his  reaqh* 

Hb  ambiguities  bis  total  sum. 

He  might  as  well  be  blind,  aiui  deaf,  and  dumb. 

Where  men  of  judgment  creep  and  feel  their  way. 
The  poeitive  pronounce  without  dismay ; 
Their  want  of  light  and  intellect  supplied 
By  sparks  absunlity  strikes  out  of  pride. 
Without  the  means  of  knowing  right  from  wrong. 
They  always  aro  decisive,  clear,  and  strong  ; 
Where  others  toil  with  philosophic  force, 
llietr  nimble  nonsense  takes  a  shorter  course; 
Flmgs  at  your  head  convictioo  in  the  Ihmp, 
And  gains  remote  oinclusiQns  at  a  juo^p : 
Their  own  defect,  invisible  to  them. 
Seen  in  another,  they  at  once  condemn; 
And,  though  adf-idolia'd  in  ev'ry  case. 
Hate  their  own  likeness  in  a  brother's  fece. 
rbe  cause  is  piam,  and  not  to  be  denied. 
The  proud  aro  always  most  provokM  by  pride, 
Pew  competitions  but  engender  spite ; 
And  those  the  most,  where  neither  has  a  right 

The  point  of  honiDur  has  been  deem'd  of  use. 
To  teach  good  manners,  and  to  curb  abuse  ; 
Admit  it  true,  the  consequence  is  clear. 
Our  polisb'd  manners  aro  a  mask  we  wear. 
And,  at  the  bottom  barb'rous  still  and  rude. 
We  are  restrained  indeed,  but  not  subdu'd. 
rhe  very  remedy,  however  suro, 
Springs  from  the  mischief  it  intends  to  cure^ 
And  savage  in  it's  principle  appears. 
Tried,  as  it  should  be,  by  the  fruit  it  beait. 
Tis  hard  indeed,  if  nothing  will  defend 
Mankind  from  quarroU  but  their  fatal  end  ; 
That  now  and  then  a  hero  must  decease. 
That  the  eurriving  world  may  live  in  peace. 
Reshape  at  last  close  scrutiny  may  show 
rbe  practice  dastardly,  and  mean,  and  low ; 
That  men  engage  in  it  compeird  by  fofoe. 
And  fear,  not  courage,  is  it's  proper  source  : 
The  fear  of  tyrant  custom,  and  the  fear 
Lest  fops  should  ceasuro  us,  and  fools  ihouM  «OMr. 
At  least  to  trample  on  our  MalbK*s  lawi. 
And  basard  life  fer  any  or  no  causop 


To  rush  into  a  ^'d  etermd  stf^^, 

Out  of  the  veiy  James  of  ragie  and  1)^, 

Or  send  another  $biv'ring  to  the  bar 

With  all  the  guilt  of  si)ch  unaat'ral  ,yiaf, 

Whatever  Use  may  urgc^  or  Hoj^tour  pl^a^f)^ 

On  neason^s  verdict  is  a  ^tadman's  de^d. 

Am  1  ^o  set  my  life  upon  a  throw,. 

Because  a  bear  '19  rude  and  surly  ?  Ko— r 

A  moral,  sensible,  find  xeil  bred  man  . 

Will  not  affront  me ;  and  no  other  can. 

Were  I  empowered  to  regulate  the  lists, 

Tbey  should  encounter  with  well-loiEuled  £sts  ;    « 

A  Trojan  combat  would  be  something  new. 

Let  Dares  beat  Entellus  black  and  blue ; 

Then  each  might  ^ow,  to  his  admiriug  friend^ 

In  honourable  bumps  his  rich  amends,    . 

And  carry,  in  coQtusions  of  his  skull, 

A  satisfectory  receipt  in  full. 

A  story,  in  which  native  hufnour  leigns. 
Is  often  useful,  always  entertains : 
A  graver  fact,  enlisted  on  your  side. 
May  furnish  illustration,  well  applied; 
But  sedentary  weavers  of  loug  tales 
Give  me  the  Qdgets,  and  my  patience  faiW 
Tis  the  most  asinine  employ  on  Earth, 
To  hear  them  tell  of  parentage  and  birth. 
And  echo  copversatioos,  dull  aqd  dry, 
Embellisb'd  with—**  He  said,"  and  *«  So  said  V* 
At  evVy  interview  their  route  the  same. 
The  repetition  makes  attention  lame : 
We  bustle  up  with  unsuccessful  speed. 
And  in  the  saddest  part  cry-»"  Droll  indeed  !"" 
The  path  of  narrative  with  care  pursue, 
Still  making  probability  your  clew  ; 
On  all  the  vestiges  of  truth  attend. 
And  let  them  guide  you  to  a  decent  end. 
Of  all  amiNtions  man  may  entertain. 
The  worst,  that  can  invade  a  fickly  brain. 
Is  that,  which  angles  hourly  for  surprise. 
And  baits  it's  hook  with  prodigies  aud  lieik 
Credulous  infancy,  or  age  as  weak. 
Are  fittest  auditors  for  such  to  seek. 
Who  to  i^ease  others  will  themselves  di$m». 
Yet  please  not,  but  affront  you  to  your  (ace*        , 
A  great  retailer  of  this  curious  ware 
Having  unloaded  and  made  many  stare, 
"  Can  this  be  true  ?" — an  arch  observer  ,cries, 
"  Yes,*'  (rather  mov'd)  *'  I  saw  it  with  these  ayasi.*^ 
"  Sir !  1  believe  it  on  that  ground  alonp  ; 
I  could  not,  had  1  seen  it  with  my  cnvn." 

A  tale  should  be  judicious,  kHear,  succmct; 
The  language  plain,  and  incidents  well  linl^'d^ 
Tell  not  as  new  what  ev^ry  body  knows. 
And,  new  or  old,  still  hasten  to  a  close; 
There,  centring  in  a  focus  round  and  nea^ 
Let  all  your  rays  of  information  meet 
What  neither  yields  us  profit  nor  delight 
Is  like  a  nurse^s  lullaby  at  night; 
Guy  Eari  of  Warwick  and  fair  Kleanore> 
Or  giant-killing  Jack,  would  please  me  more. 

The  pipe,  with  solemn  interposing  puif,  . 
Makes  half  a  sentence  at  a  time  enough; 
The  dosing  sages  drop  the  drovsy  strain. 
Then  pause,  and  puff— and  speak,  and  pa^ae  apin* 
Such  often,  like  the  tube  they  so  admire. 
Important  trifiers!  have  more  smoke  than  to|. 
Pernicious  weed  I  whose  scent  the  tair  aimof^ 
Unfiriendly  to  society's  chief  joys» 
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Thy  wont  eflEaet  10  banishiDg  for  boors 
The  KX,  whose  presence  civiiiies  cues : 
Then  art  i]idee4  the  drug  a  gaird'oer  #aiiti^ 
'  To  poisoQ  vermiii  that  iafest  his  plants  ; 
But  are  we  'so  to  wit  and  beauty  btind, 
As  to  despiae  the  glory  of  our  kind. 
And  show  the  soAest  minds  and  feirsst  forms 
As  little  merey,  as  be  grubs  and  wonns } 
They  dare  not  wait  the  riotous  abuse. 
Thy  thirst-creating  steams  at  length  pfodnoai 
When  wine  has  giv'o  indecent  language  birtb. 
And  forcM  the  floodgates  of  Itoentioiis  miith ; 
For  seaborn  Venue  her  attachment,  shows 
Still  to  that  element,  from  which  she  rose. 
And  with  a  ^oiet,  which  no  fumes  disturb. 
Sips  meek  infosions  of  a  milder  herb. 

Th'  emphatic  speaker  dearly  lovet  t'  oppofOy 
In  contact  inconTeoieot,  nose  to  nose. 
As  if  the  gnomon  on  bia  neighbour's  phic, 
Toucb'd  with  the  magnet  had  attracted  bii» 
His  whisper*d  theme,  dilated  and  at  larg«» 
Proves  after  all  a  wiodgun's  airy  charge^ 
An  extract  of  his  diary*- no  more, 
A  tasteless  journal  of  the  day  before* 
He  walk'd  abroad,  overtaken  in  the  rain 
Call'd  on  a  friend,  drank  tea,  stepp'u  homo  agaiOf 
Besum'd  his  parpose,  bad  a  world  of  Ulk 
With  one  he  stumbled  on,  and  lost  bis  walk. 
I  interrupt  him  with  a  sudden  bow, 
'<  Adieu,  dear  air !  lest  you  should  lose  it  now.'* 
^^ .  I  cannot  talk  with  civet  in  the  room, 

SS^         A  fine  puss-gentleman  that's  all  perfume ; 

The  sight's  enough— no  need  to  smeli  a  beau— 
Who  thrusts  his  nose  into  a  rareeshow  ? 
His  odoriferous  attempts  to  please 
Perhaps  might  prosper  with  a  swarm  of  bees ; 
But  we  that  make  no  hooey,  though  we  sting. 
Poets,  are  sometimes  apt  to  maul  the  thing. 
*Tis  wrong  to  bring  into  a  mix'd  resort. 
What  makea  some  sick,  and  others  JtUa-mort : 
An  argument  of  cogence,  we  may  say, 
'  ^.  ,        Why  such  a  one  should  keep  himself  away. 
A  graver  ooxoomb  we  may  sometimes  sae^ 
Quite  as  absurd,  though  not  so  light  as  he : 
A  diallow  bram  behind  a  serious  mask^ 
An  oracle  within  an  empty  cask, 
^11>e  solemn  fop ;  significant  and  budge ; 
'a  fool  with  judges,  amongst  fools  a  judge  | 
He  says  but  little,  and  that  little  said 
Owes  all  it*s  weight,  like  loaded  dice,  to  lead. 
His  wit  invites  you  by  his  looks  to  come, 
But  when  you,  knock  it  jsever  is  at  home : 
lis  like  a  pareel  sent  yon  by  the  etage, 
Some  haockome  present,  as  your  hopes  presage  ; 
TIs  heavy,  bulky,  and  bids  fair  to  prove 
An  absent  friend's  fidelity  and  love. 
But  when  unpack'd  your  disappointment  groans 
To  find  it  stuffd  with  brickbats,  earth,  and  stones. 

Some  men  empkiy  their  health,  an  ugly  trick. 
In  making  known  how  oft  they  have  been  ack. 
And  give  mi  in  recitals  of  disease 
A  doctor's  trouble,  but  without  the  fees  $  • 
Relate  bow  many  weeks  they  kept  their  hed. 
How  an  emetic  or  cathartic  sped ; 
Nothing  is  slightly  tonch'd,  much  lev  forgot. 
Nose,  ears,  and  eyes,  seem  present  on  the  spoL 
Now  the  distemper,  spite  pf  draught  or  piti, 
Victorious  seem'd,  and  now  the  dootor'k  skill ; 


And  now«*«4das  for  onforaSeeo  ttislmpi  I 
They  put  on  si  damp  nightcap  and velsfH$  (bsd; 
They  thought  they  must  have  died,  tbsy  wne  10 
The»  ptmUh  faeaMrs  aknost  wdsh' they  had. 

Some  fretful  ismpeivirmoe  nftmrhry  tsnsh, 
You  always  do  too  littb  or  too  awoh^   - 
You  speak  with  life,  in  hopes  toesftsitifitt^" 
Your  eleratnd  voice  goes  thnmgh  tho  bonn) 
You  &11  at  once  into  a  lower  k^. 
That's  won»--the  drone-pipe  of  an  homhMMS. 
The  southern  sash  admits  too  strong  k  ligllt» 
You  rise  and  drop  the  onitain  ■  now  ^ts»  ai^r 
He  shakes  with  cold — ^yon  stir  the  Ibeaod  sttii* 
To  make  a  blazo— that's  roasfing  bm  ahae. 
Serve  him  with  venison,  snd.  he  ehiisussfihhj-   * 
With  soal--4batPB  just  the  sort  he  wooldrsHt  wh. 
He  takes  what  be  at  flist  prafesB*d  to  kntth. 
And  in  due  time  foods  heaitily  on  both ; 
Yet  still,  o'erclooded  with  a  eottstaatfiownt 
He  does  not  swallow,  but  be  gidpe  it  down. 
Your  hope  to  please  him  vain  on  erV^  pian^' 
Himself  should  work  that  woHder,  If  be  ean^ 
Alas!  his  efforts  double  his  ^Hstrese, 
He  likes  yours  little^  and  bis  own  atilMfSsu 
Thus  always  teasing  others,  always  taas'd^ 
His  only  pleasam  is-*-4o  bo  displease 

I  pity  bashful  meny-wbofhel  tbepsuB'i:  •  - 
Of  fSincied  scorn  and  nndeserv4«dndniD» 
And  hear  the  mailBS  upon  »Mnshi^  tee    - 
Of  needless  shmne,  and  aelf-lmpaif  d^disgitooe. 
Our  sensiUitieBnrt  s6acote^        1  •  -.      ^ 
The  fear  of  being  silent  itekea  mtmsa^. ' 
We  sometimes  tUok  we  eoold  «  wptief^jpnkim 
Much  to  the  purpese,-  If  our  tongnas  Werh'islvrf 
But  being  tried,  il<dies  aponthtflqi(    v  ■  n 
Faint  as  a  cU^lmn's  notethsthis  tim.pip  n 
Onr  wasted  oilunpfoflftaMy'hlims,'  • 
Like  hidden  lamps  m  iMae|wielnBl<tims.^ ; 
Few  Fienefamen  of  this  e*il'ba«isiooiil|iiai*^  f 
It  seems  as  if  we  Britens  wsia  wniainM;  tI^ 
By  way  of  wholesome  em^  Upon  etfr^fride, ' 
To  fear  each  other,  Ihsffing  none  besUhe/  ^ 
The  cause  perhaps  ioi|uhry  moydeacryv' 
Self  searching  with  aniutiOiefetedlteya^  ■     - 
Conceal'd  within  an  nnsuspootodpast^i'^  i 
The  vainest  comer  of  oar  own  vahs  hoasit'  ' 

For  ever  aiming  nt  the  wosld^esteemv^  '•] ' 
Our  self  importance  rains  H%owa  aoibome^ 
In  other  eyes  onr  taleau  rarely  HMPvai^)  < 
BeooflM  at  length  sospiendid in  o«r  «wb^.  ^ 
We  dare  not  inktbem  WbspttUioifiew, 
Lest  they  fmsfaory  of  wihnt'seea*  their  dne. 
True  modesfy  is- a  discerning  graoB^'.'.     *    < 
And  only  bjuabes  ii>the  pioperfdsiM;    <  <  * 
But  covnterfoit  is  UM^  md  sknlkl  tl&tegbfosi;^ 
Where  %is  a  shame  to  be  aihmntd  trmppteri 
Humility  the  parent  of  the  first, '     '  t  )<4  ^ . 
Thelastbyjranily^todiio'dhndniiiirduH   >«' 

The  circle  fiirm>d,^w  fitisliiieotilat>9<i   - 
Like  figures  drawi»TBpoa  a  difld^^piMef  t  .*r«     {sbsi 
"  Yes  ma'am,"  and  <f  No  ma%m;^.  iitttr^sofii?* 
Ev'ry  Ave  minutest 4»w4lm^minate*^f  r    ^  r 
Each  individual'snflP^g^  otesMnoitr  ,-^1   -f  ^  - 

Poetry  may»  but  dalocm  ^msdotYNdrnv^ 
As  if  in  close  oommiltdron  tbrskft-^*  .  *  >  - 
Reports  it  hot  or  oold,  or'^rat^orcby} 
And  finds  a  changiQg^imeahappy  t 
Of  wise  nfieetittk  uA-mii^ifamf^^m 
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We  imt  iix|iiw8|  but  MCujr  bm  by  itMiltb^ 

Iik0  coBtentitcn  of  the  poUio  health, 

Ot  epidemic  tfaroeti,  if  such  there  art. 

And  oonghsi  mad  iheuns,  and  pbthisks,  and  catarrh. 

That  tiMOM  ezhauited,  a  wide  chasm  enraety 

nil'd  up  at  last  with  mtcrerting  newiy 

Who  daiie*d  with  whom,  and  who  are  like  to  wed, 

And  who  u  hanged,  and  who  u  broiight  to  bed : 

But  fear  to  call  a  more  important  caoae. 

At  if  'twere  treaeon  afafawt  English  laws. 

The  Ticit  paid,  with  eotacy  we  come. 

As  from  ■  sev>n  yean  transrortatioo,  banie» 

And  there  rsMme  an  nnemLanass'd  brow, 

Beoor'ring  what  w<e  hMt  we  know  not  how, 

The  lacoltieB,  that  seem'd  reduced  to  nooghtp 

Egpsession  and  the  privilege  of  thooght. 

The  reeking,  roarmg  hero  of  the  chase^ 
I  gite  him  over  ns  adiSesp'rate  case. 
Physidans  writi  in  hopes  to  work  a  cone, 
Kever,  if  honest  ones,  when  death  is  sare  | 
And  though  the  te  he  IdHows  may  be  tam'd, 
A  mere  fin-folPwer  never  is  reelaim'd. 
Some  fcrrier  should  prescribe  his  proper  eoone. 
Whose  only  fit  oompanion  il  his  horsey 
Or  if,  deserving  of  a  better  doom. 
The  noble  beast  jodge  otherwise,  his  groom. 
Yet  ev^  tfanmgoe  that  serves  him,  though  he  stand, 
To  mke  his  honoor*s  ofdess,  cap  in  hand. 
Prefers  his  fellow-grooms  with  much  good  sense, 
Tlieir  skill  a  tiiith,  his  master^i  a  pretence. 
If  neither  horm  nor  groom  afiiMt  the  sqpiife^ 
Where  can  at  fant  his  jocfceyship  letive  ? 
O  to  the  club,  the  scene  of  savage  joys» 
The  school  of  coarse  good  fellowship  and  noise  I 
There,  in  the  sweet  society  of  those. 
Whose  friendship  from  his  boyish  years  he  chose, 
liBt  him  improve  his  talent  if  be  can, 
TSII  none  but  beasts  acknowledge  him  a  man. 

Man^S  heart  had  been  impenetrably  sealM, 
Like  theirs  that  cleave  the  flood  or  grace  the  field, 
Had  not  his  Ifaker'k  all-bestowing  hand 
Giv'n  him  a  soul,  and  bade  him  understand ; 
The  reas'omg  pow'r  vonchsafd  of  course  inferr'd 
The  pow'r  to  dotha  that  reason  with  bis  word ; 
For  all  is  perfect,  that  God  works  on  Earth, 
Asm!  he,  that  gives  conceptkw,  aids  the  birth. 
If  this  be  plain,  'tis  plainly  understood. 
What  nses  of  his  boon  the  giver  would. 
The  Mind,  dispateh'd  upon  her  busy  toil. 
Should  range  where  Providenoe  has  bleasM  the  soil  ^ 
Visiting  ev^.flow'r  with  labour  meet. 
And  gathering  all  her  treasures  sweet  by  sweet. 
She  should  imbue  tiie  tongue  with  what  she  sips. 
And  shed  the  bahny  blessmg  on  the  Kps, 
That  good  difius'd  may  more  abundant  grow. 
And  speech  nuiy  praise  the  pow'r  that  bids  it  flow. 
Will  the  sweet  warbler  of  the  livelong  night. 
That  nils  the  listening  lover  with  delight. 
Forget  his  harmony^  with  rapture  heard. 
To  learn  the  twittering  of  a  meaner  bird  ? 
Or  make  the  parrot's  mimicry  his  choice, 
That  odioos  libel  on  a  human  voice  ? 
l^o— Nature,  unsophistijcate  by  man. 
Starts  not  aside  from  her  Creator's  fdan; 
"The  melody,  that  waa  at  first  design'd 
7o  cheer  the  rode  forefethers  of  mankind. 
Is  note  fer  note  ddiver'd  in  our  can. 
In  the  last  so^pa  of  her  six  thousand  yeafii 


Yet  Fashion,  leader  ofn  chattering  train. 
Whom  man  for  hb  osm-  butt  permits  to  reign* 
Who  shifts  and  changes  oil  thinits  but  bis  shape. 
And  would  degnde  her  vbt'ry  to  an  ape, 
The  fruitful  parent  of  abuse  und  wrong, 
Holds  a  usurped  dominkm  o'er  his  tongue ; 
There  sits  and  prsmpto  him  with  bis  own  dibgrece. 
Prescribe*  the  theme,  the  tone,  and  the  gridiace, 
And,  Wiien  accomplisti>d  in  her  wayward  school, 
Oslls  gondeman  whom  she  has  made  a  fool. 
Tis  an  unaltarsMe  fix'd  decree, 
That  none  could  frame  or  ratify  but  she/ 
That  Heav'n  and  Hell,  and  righteousness  and  sin, 
Snares  in  his  path,  and  foes  that  lurk  within, 
God  and  his  nttributsa(a  Md  of  day« 
Where  'tis  an  angel's  happfoess  to  stray),     - 
Fruits  jof  his  love  and  wonders  of  his  m^ght^ 
Be  never  nam'd  in  ears  esteem'd  polite. 
That  he  who  dares,  when  she  forbids,  be  gmve,' 
Shall  stand  proseHb^d,  a  mi|^man  or  a  knave, 
A  close  designer  not  to  be  believ'd, 
Or,  if  excus'd  that  charge,  at  least  dec«vM. 
Oh  folly  worthy  of  the  nurse'd  hrp. 
Give  it  the  breast,  or  stop  if  s  mouth  with  pap  f    * 
Is  it  incredible,  or  can  it  seem 
A  dream  to  any,  escqM  those  thai  drekm^ 
That  man  should  love  his  Mkker,  and  thai  fi^; 
Warming*  his  heart,  should  at  his  lips  transpire  f  '' 
Know  then,  and  modesdy  let  frdi  yoor  eyes, 
And  veilyoor  daring  crest  that  braves  the  skkn ; 
That  air  of  insoleocd  affronts  yohr  Odd, 
You  need  hii  pardon,  and  provoke  his  rdd  t    ^ 
Now,  in  a  posture  that  beoomes  you  moos   - 
Than  that  heroic  strut  assnm'd  before. 
Know,  your  arrears  wHh  ev'Vy  hoar  accrue 
For  mercy  shown,  while  wraMi  is  justly  due. 
The  time  is  short,  and  there  are  souls  on  fisrih, 
Though  future  pain  may  serve  for  present  mirth. 
Acquainted  with  the  woes,  that  fear  or  shame, 
By  Fsshkm  taught,  forbade  them  once  to  name. 
And,  having  felt  the  pan|8  you  deem  a  jest, 
Have  prov'd  them  truths  too  bir  to  be  express'd. 
Go  seek  on  revelation's  ballow'd  ground, 
Sure  to  succeed,  the  remedy  they  found : 
Toucb'd  by  that  pow*r  that  yon  have  dard  to  mock. 
That  makes  seas  stable,  and  dissolves  the  rook. 
Your  heart  shall  yield  a  llfe-rea«wiog  stream, 
That  fools,  as  you  have  done,  shall  call  a  dream. 

It  bappen'd  on  a  solemn  eventide, 
'  Soon  after  He  that  was  our  Surety  died. 
Two  bosom  friends,  each  pensively  mclin'd. 
The  scene  of  all  those  sorrows  left  behind. 
Sought  their  own  village,  busied  as  they  went 
In  musings  worthy  of  the  great  event : 
lliey  spake  of  him  they  lov'd,  of  him  whoee  Kfey 
Though  blameless,  had  incun'd  perpetual  strife. 
Whose  deeds  had  left,  in  spite  of  hostile  arts, 
A  deep  memorial  graven  on  their  hearts. 
The  recollection,  like  a  vein  of  ore. 
The  farther  trac'd,  eorich'd  them  still  the  mors ; 
They  thought  him,  and  they  justly  thought  hlm,OnSP 
Sent  to  do  more  than  he  appear'd  t*  have  done;    ' 
V  exalt  a  people,  and  to  place  them  Mgh 
Above  all  else,  and  woodeHd  he  shoufcl  dfo. 
Ere  yet  they  brought  their  journey  to  an  end, 
A  stranger  join'd  them,  courteous  as  a  friend, 
And  ask'd  them  with  a  kind  engaging  air 
What  their  afflictimi  was,  and  be^  a  iha«. 
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Informal,  H«  pXb^d  np  JS»  lirokto  tiMread^ 
And,  truth  and  witdon  granrinp  all  he  «iid« 
ExplainM,  iilostraOBd,  and  tearcfa'd  ao  well  « 
The  tftader  theme,  on  which  they  chose  to  dwell, 
That  reaching  home,  "  The  night,'' they  aaid,  "is 
We  most  npe  now  ^  fwrted,  aojoora  here^     [<Mar, 
The  new  acqoaintaiiee  aoon  became  a  gMtt, 
And,  made  ao  w«ky»me  at  their  simple  fieaat. 
He  bless'd  the  bread)  but  ▼anitfb*d  at  the  wr^d. 
And  left  them  both  exclaiming,  *'  'Twas  the  hstd  I 
IM  not  our  hearts  feel  all  be  deign'd  to  aay,** 
Did  they  not  burn  within  us  by  the  wav  ^ 

Now  theirs  was  eoDverse,  such  as  it  UNtbovps 
Man  to  maintain,  and  such  as  God  approves : 
Their  views  indeed  were  indistinct  end  dim. 
But  yet  sueceaaful,  being  aimM  at  him. 
Christ  and  his  cfaancter  their  only  scope. 
Their  object,  and  their  subject,  and  their  hope, 
They  felt  what  it  became  them  much  to  feel. 
And,  wanting  him  to  loose  the  aacred  seal, 
Fomid  him  as  prompt,  %8  their  desire  was  true. 
To  spread  the  newborn  glories  in  their  view. 
Well — what  are  ages  and  the  1aps«  of  time 
Match'd  against  truths,  as  lasting  as  sublime  ? 
Can  length  of  years  on  Ood  himself  exact  ? 
Or  make  that  fiction,  which  was  once  a  feet  ? 
No— marble  and  recording  brass  decay, 
And  like  the  graver's  ^em'ry  pass  away ; 
The  works  of  man  inherit,  as  is  just. 
Their  author's  frailty,  and  return  to  dust : 
But  trnth  divine  for  ever  stands  secure. 
It's  head  is  guarded  as  it*s  base  is  sure ; 
Fix'd  in  the  rolling  flood  of  endless  y^rs. 
The  pillar  of  th'  eternal  plan  appears. 
The  ravipg  storm  and  dashing  wave  de6es, 
Built  by  that  architect,  who  built  the  skies. 
Heacts  may  be  fennd,  that  harbour  at  this  hour 
That  love  of  Christ,  and  all  it's  quick'oing  pow'r; 
And  Upa  unstaln'd  by  folly  or  by  Urife, 
Whose  wisdom,  drawn  from  the  deep  well  of  life. 
Tastes  of  it's  healthful  origin,  and  flows 
A  Jordan  for  th'  ablution  of  onr  woea. 
O  days  of  Ueav*n,  and  nights  of  equal  pcaiaey ' 
Serene  and  peaceful  as  those  heav'nly  days, 
When  souls  drawn  upwards  in  communion  6W«et 
Enjoy  the  stillness  of  some  close  retreat, 
Diaoonrse,  as  if  rele^'d  and  safe  at  home. 
Of  dangers  past,  and  wonders  yet  to  come. 
And  spread  the  sacred  treasures  of  the  breast 
Upon  the  lap  of  covenanted  R^st. 

*'  What,  always  dreaming  over  heav'niy  things, 
Like  angel-he^ds  in  stoi^e  with  pigeon-wings  i 
Canting  and  whinif^  ovit  ali  day  the  word. 
And  half  the  night  ?  feoatic  ai^  absurd  ! 
Mine  be  the  frieud  ^ess  frequent  in  bis  pray'rs. 
Who  makes  no  bustle  with  his  soul'a^affairs. 
Whose  wit  can  brighten  up  a  wintry  day. 
And  chase  the  splenetic  dull  hours  away  ; 
Content  on  Earth  in  earthly  things  to  shine, 
Wl^O  waits  fer  H^v'n  ere  he  b^txMues  divine, 
{.eaves  sahts  V  eqj^y  those  altitudes  they  V»ck, 
And  pl.ncks  the  mit  plac'd  more  wil^hin  bJ*  raacb.'' 

Well  spoken.  Advocate  of  sin  ai^  shame. 
Known  by  thy  bleatiag,  Ignon^nce  thy  mmie. 
Is  sparkling  wit  the  Wodd's  eKcluaive  ri^^ht? 
The  fix'd  fee-sifDple  of  the  vain  and  light  i 
Can  hopes  of  Heav'n,  bright  proapects  of  ^  honr^ 
That  QtQOtf  to  waft  lu  out  pi^qm^^n  lgofK*h 


Obscure  or  tpamch  a  feBiAy,  HHfc  Ibii 
It's  happiest  aoii  in  the  serenaatmihds  } 
Religion  onrba  indeed  it'a  wantan  ptaiy , 
And  brings  the  triier  xmder  rig^vOQn  sway, 
But  gives  it  ufeAilnesaunlciiowtt fcefen. 
And,  purifying,  makes  it  abine  the  mone. 
A  Christian's  wit  is  inoiieusiTe  light, 
A  beam  that  sidf,  bi|t  never  grieves  the  «igfat| 
Vig'rous  in  age  as  in  the  flush  of  yootb, 
Tis  always  active  an  the  side  of  tivfik  $ 
Temp'ranoe  and  peace  insure  it'a  beeittafol  itite, 
And  makie  it  brigliMit  at  it'a  latiBst  dtta. 
Oh  I  have  seen  (nor  hope  perhaps  in  lait,- 
Ere  life  go  down,  to  see  suoh  si^ita  mia) 
A  vet'ran  warrior  in  the  Christiao  Ml, 
'Who  never  si^w  the  sword  he  oould  not'wisli ; 
Grave  without  dulnesa,  lenjnmd  «itbQiit  ppde^ 
Exact,  yet  not  precise,  thoogh  mwl^  fceW'Sy'^i 
A  man  that  would  ham  foil'd  at  their  4|pn  pis^ 
A  dozen  would -bes  of  the  mo^A  d^  9  > 
Who,  when  oecaaioii  jostified  i^a  «se,   -  * 
Had  wit  as  bright  aa  ready  to.prodoM^:  £  *■    - 
Could  fetch  from  reppcda  of  an  earltar^gar ' 
Or  from  pbiknopby 'a  aslighten'd  p«9B^ 
His  rich  materiala,  andir^gala  yonr  «bIp 
With  strains  it  was  a  priivilege  to  kear : 
Yet  above  all  his  Itixiirsr  supreiaa. 
And  his  chief  glory,  was  the  Gaspal  thome  | 
There  he  was  oopioos  aa  old  Oroaee  oaJtempjr   ' 
His  happy  aloquenco  saem'd  tee  at  hqiae,  -   *^ 
Ambitions  not  to  shine  or  to  esonl,  w 

But  to  treait  justly  what  he  kn*4  mwOL 

It  mo^  OM  more  periiaps  thav  feUgFOjoght,   ' 
When  ttnai  gnaen  heada,  aa  void  of writas  tho^ 
Suppose  tktmtdee$  roowgpalitjts  of  mKm» 
And  wiser  men's  abilii^  pretwhoa. 
Though  time  will  wear  09,  aond  we  OMUt  gMa^ 
Such  men  are  not  fefgoi  as  amwi  «a  cold. 
Their  firagrantmern'ry  wiH  oattaat  t||eirtamb, 
Embalm'd  fer  aver  in  il^  own  pesfiuiie^ 
And  to  say  troth,  though  in  it's  mAf  \ 
And  when  unfltain'd  wteh  any  gn 
Yonlh  haa  a  apngfatMiMss  and  fina  to  kWMt» 
That  in  the  valtey  of  decUoe  oceloat. 
And  Virtne  with  pcouliar  clMiiiaa  smpiean^ 
Crown'd  with  the  garlowl  of  life's  faleoamig  ] 
Yet  Age,  by  long  OKperience  arell  iofeMi^ 
Well  read,  well  temper'd,  with  raKgioM> 
That  five  abated,  which  impela  raali  ywth, 
Proud  of  hia  speed,  to  ovend^oet  th•■trwll^ 
As  time  improves  tiie  grape^  authentic  jiifee. 
Mellows  and  makes  Uie  speeeh  more  fit  fir  rne^ 
And  claims  a  rev'sence  in  it's  ahovt*ning<dBy, 
That  'tis  an  honour  and  a  joy  to  pay. 
The  fruits  of  Age,  less  fair,  yje  yet  more  mmid, 
Than  tho^  a  brighter  season  poors  aroimd  1 
An^,  like  the  stoies  aatamoal  suns  iqatnreb 
Through  wintry  rigoors  onimpair'd  ejodnfo. 

What  is  feoatic  ffwnzy,  sc^ra'd  ao  muoh, 
And  dreaded  more  than  a  oootagioastoiiclL) 
I  gmnt  it  dang'roua>  ,^nfl  wrDva.ymir  festg     • 
That  fire  ia  catching  if  yon  acaw  Xmntvi' 
But  sage  observers  oft  mistakie  the  4^01% 
And  give  true  pi^  thft  p4iOHS>paiil». 
To  tremble  (fis  the  oraal^w  of  ain  J^onr   . 
Ought  at  the  view  of  an  almigh^  Wf*^ 
Before  his  presence,  at  whoeo  ^ti/i  l#{PW 
All  trooiUe  ia  «U  ptiFMa,  tM^I  mir^pv 
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And  prise  tben  above  pleatiire»  weellb,  or  ^pnm, 
Though  oomnoo  lente,  allowed  a  caeUof  voke, 
And  free  from  bias,  moit  approva  the  choioey 
CottvioU  a  nan  Craatic  in  th>  extreme. 
And  wild  as  Hiadness  in  the  world's  esteeok 
But  that  disease^  when  soberly  defin'd. 
Is  the  fislse  fire  of  an  o^eibeated  mind  ; 
It  Tiews  the  truth  with  a  distorted  eye. 
And  either  Warps  or  lays  it  useless  by  ; 
*Tis  jnrraw,  ae&fish»  arrogant^  and  draws 
It's  sordid  nourishment  from  man's  applause  ; 
And  while  at  heart  sin  unfelinquisb'd  lies, 
I  itself  chief  friv'rite  of  the  i 


Tie  such  a  light  as  putrefaction  breeds 
In  fly-Wown  teh,  whereon  the  maggot  fised^ 
Shines  in  the  dark,  but,  nsher'd  into  day. 
The  stench  remains,  the  lustre  dies  away. 

True'bUsB,  if  man  may  reach  it,'  is  compoiU 
Of  liearts  in  union  mutually  disclos'd ; 
And,  fiurewell  else  all  hope  of  pure  ddigfat* 
Those  hearts  should  be  reolaim'd,  renew'd,  nprig^ 
Sad  men,  proAmmg  friendship's  haUow'd  name» 
form,  in  it's  stead,  a  covenant  of  shame^ 
A  daifc  eonfed'rac^  against  the  laws 
Of  rirtue,  and  religion's  glorious  cause : 
They  build  each  other  up  with  droadful  skill, 
A$  baetieae  set  point  blank  against  Ood's  will ; 
Xnlaifs  and  fortify  the  dread  redoubt. 
Deeply  rsBQlY'4  to  shut  a  Saviour  out; 
Ctfl  legions  up  from  Hell  to  back  the  deed  ; 
And,  cur^d  witk  conquest,  finally  socoeed. 
But  souls,  that  carry  on  a  blest  eschange 
Of  ioys»  tkey  meet  with  in  their  beav'niy  rai^, 
And  wi(h  a  isarless  oonfideoce  make  kpown 
The  sorrows,  sympathy  esteems  it's  own, 
JMy  4ierive  incrsasing  light  and  Ibroe 
j^rom  such  communion  in  their  pleasant  course, 
Veel  lam  the  jeurasy's  roughnces  and  it's  lea^^, 
Jtfeei  their  opposers  with  united  strength, 
Amd',  one  in  heart,  in  int'rest,  and  design. 
Gird  up  eneb  other  to  the  race  divine. 

Alt  Goueursation,  choose  what  theme  we  nMjs 
And  chiefly  when  religion  leads  the  way. 
Should  flow,  like  walsrs  after  suouner  show'rs. 
Net  as  if  raised  by  mere  mechanic  pow'rs. 
Ti»  Cbnstiaii,  in  whose  soul,  thougti  now  distremM, 
livea  the  dear  thought  (^  joys  ha  onoe  possem'd. 
When  all  his  glowing  hmgoage  issn'd  fwth 
With  God's  deep  stamp  upon  it's  current  worth. 
Will  speak  without  disguise,  and  must  impart. 
Sad  as  it  is,  his  undissembling  heart, 
Abhoff  eonstrafait,  and  dares  not  feign  a  seal. 
Or  seem  to  boast  a  fire'he'doea  not  feeL 
The  seog  of  Sk»  is  a  tasteless  tbipi^ 
XJnlsss,  when  rising  on  a  joyful  wing. 
The  soni  can  mix  with  thecelestial  bands. 
And  give  the  strain  the  compass  it  demands. 

Stnmge  tidings  these  to  tell  a  World,  who  treat 
Alt  but  their  own  esperience  as  deceit ! 
Will  tbeylielfeve,  though  credulous  enough. 
To  swallow  mnob  upon  much  weaker  proof. 
That  there  are  Ueit  inhabitants  of  Earth, 
Partakers  of  a  near  ethereal  birth, 
Their  hopes,  desires,  and  purposes  estrang'd 
Pi'om  things  terrestrial,  and  divinely  chaiig'dy 
Their  very  language  of  a  kiod,  that  speaks 
Ihe  soul's  sure  int'iest  in  tha  g«)d  aha  eeek% 

Vol.  3CVIII. 


Who  deal  with  Seriptura,  it's  imporlaBoe  M» 

As  Tully  with  philosophy  once  dealt. 

And  m  the  silent  watches  of  the  night. 

And  through  the  scenes  of  toil-renewii^  IjgbW 

The  social  walk,  or  solitary  ride. 

Keep  still  the  dear  companion  at  their  side  ? 

No— shame  upon  a  self^disgracing  age, 

Ood's  work  may  serve  an  ape  upon  a  stage 

With  such  a  jest,  as  fiU'd  with  hellish  glee 

Certain  invisibles  as  shrew'd  as  he  ; 

But  veneration  or  respect  finds  none. 

Save  from  the  subjects  of  that  work  alone. 

The  World  grown  oki  her  deep  discernment  shOM^ 

Claps  spectacles  on  her  sagacious  nose. 

Peruses  ckuely  the  true  Christian's  Ak^o, 

And  finds  it  a  mere  mask  of  sly  grimace  $ 

Usurps  God's  office,  lays  his  bosom  bare. 

And  finds  hypocrisy  close  lurking  there ; 

And,  serving  God  herself  through  mere  constraintf 

Concludes  his  unfeign'd  love  of  bim  a  feint 

And  yet,  God  knows,  look  human  nature  through, 

(And  in  due  time  the  World  shall  know  it  too) 

That  since  the  flowers  of  Eden  felt  the  blast. 

That  after  man's  defectkm  laid  all  waste. 

Sincerity  tow'rds  the  heart-searching  God 

Has  made  the  new-4M>m  creature  her  abodc^ 

Mor  shall  be  found  in  uoregen'rate  souls. 

Till  the  last  fire  bum  all  between  the  polei^ 

Sincerity  1  why  'tis  his  only  pride. 

Weak  and  imperfect  in  all  graoe  beside. 

He  knows  that  God  demands  his  heart  entire. 

And  gives  bim  all  bis  just  demands  require. 

Without  it  bis  pretenskios  were  as  vain. 

As  having  it  he  deems  the  World's  disdain  ; 

That  great  defect  would  cost  bim  not  alone 

Man's  fevourahle  judgment,  but  his  own  ; 

His  birthright  shaken,  and  no  longer  clear 

Than  while  his  conduct  proves  his  heart  sincere 

Ketort  the  charge,  and  let  the  World  be  told 

She  boasts  a  confidence  she  does  not  hold ; 

That,  conscious  of  her  crimes,  she  foels  instead 

A  cM  misgiving,  and  a  killing  dread : 

That  while  in  health  the  ground  of  her  support 

Is  madly  to  foiget  that  life  is  short ; 

That  sick  she  trembles,  knowing  she  must  die^ 

Her  hope  presumption,  and  her  fruth  a  lie  ; 

That  whiie'she  dotes,  and  dreams  that  she  believes 

She  mocks  her  Maker,  and  herself  deceives. 

Her  utmost  reach,  historical  assent. 

The  doctrines  warp'd  to  what  they  never  meant ; 

That  troth  itself  is  in  her  head  as  duU 

And  useless  as  a  candle  in  a  scull. 

And  alt  her  love  of  God  a  groundless  claim, 

A  trick  upon  the  canvass,  painted  flame. 

Tell  her  again,  the  sneer  upon  her  face. 

And  all  her  censures  of  the  work  of  grace^ 

Are  insincere,  meant  only  to  conceal 

A  dread  she  would  not,  yet  is  fiirc'd  to  feel ; 

That  in  her  heart  the  Christian  she  reveres. 

And  while  she  seems  to  scorn  him,  only  fears. 

A  poet  does  not  work  by  square  or  line. 
As  souths  and  joiners  perfect  a  design  i 
At  least  we  modems,  our  attention  les^ 
Beyond  th'  example  of  our  sires  digress. 
And  claim  a  right  to  scamper  and  run  wide. 
Wherever  chance,  capraoe,  or  fency  guide. 
The  World  and  1  fortuitously  met; 
I  ow'd  •  h^fle  and  have  paid  the  debt : 

Tt 
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She  did  me  wrong,  I  reoonipem*'d  the  deed, 

And,  baviug  struck  the  balance,  oov  pvoeeed* 

Perhaps  however  as  come  years  have  pass'd. 

Since  she  and  I  coovers'd  together  last, 

▲od  I  have  liv'd  recluae  iii  rural  shad^ 

Which  seldom  a  dioinct  report  pervades. 

Great  chanf^ea  and  new  mannert  have  oocurr*dy 

And  blest  reforms  that  I  have  never  heard. 

An  J  the  may  now  he  an  ditwreec  and  wise. 

As  once  ahmrd  in  alf  disceroiDg  eyes. 

Sobriety  perhaps  may  now  be  founds 

Where  once  lotoxicatioo  pressed  the  graond  j 

The  subtle  and  injutioua  may  be  just. 

And  he  grown  ohast^  tlifit  was  the  slave  of  lust ; 

Arts  once  esteeo^M  may  b^  with  shame  dioiiUs'd  ; 

Charity  may  rielax  the  miser's  Gat; 

The  gamester  may  have  cast  bis  cards  away, 

Forgot  to  curse,  apd  only  kneel  to  pray. 

It  has  mdeed  been  told  roa  (with  what  weight. 

How  credibly,  *tis  bard  fi)r  me  to  state) 

ThBt  fables  old,  tiuit  seem'd  for  ev«r  mute, 

RevWd  are  has^'ning  into  fre*h  re|)nte. 

And  gods  and  goddesses,  discarded  long 

Like  useless  lumber,  or  a  stroller's  song, 

Are  bringing  into  vogoa  their  heathen  traii^ 

And  Jupiter  bids  lair  U>  rule  again  ; 

Tha^  certain  frssts  are  instituted  now. 

Where  Tenus  bears  the  lover's  tender  vow  ; 

That  all  Olympus  througli  the  country  roves. 

To  consecrate  our  few  remaining  groves, 

And  £cho  leains  politely  to  repeat 

'  The  praise  of  names  for  ages  obsolete ; 
That  having  prov*d  the  weakness,  it  should  seem» 
Of  revelation's  ineffectual  beam. 
To  bring  the  passions  under  sober  sway. 
And  give  tbe  moral  springs  their  proper  play, 
They  mean  to  try  what  may  at  last  be  done, 
'By  stout  substantial  gods  of  wood  and  stone^ 
And  whether  Roman  rites  may  not  prodaoe 

^  The  virUies  of  old  Rome  for  English  use. 

'  May  such  success  attend  the  pious  plan, 
May  Mercury  once  more  embellish  naan, 
Grace  him  again  with  long  forgotten  aits. 
Reclaim  his  taste,  and  brighten  up  his  parts. 
Make  him  athletic  as  in  days  of  old, 
Leam'd  at  the  bar,  in  the  palestra  bold. 
Divest  the  rougher  sex  of  female  airs, 
And  teach  the  softer  not  to  copy  theirs : 
The  change  shall  please,  nor  shall  it  matter  aught 
Who  works  tbe  wonder,  if  it  be  but  wrought 
'Tis  time,  however,  if  the  case  stands  thus, 
For  us  plain  folks,  and  all  who  side  with  us. 
To  build  our  altar,  confident  and  bold. 
And  say  as  stem  Elijah  said  of  old. 
The  stnfe  now  stands  upon  a  fair  award. 
If  Israel's  Lord  he  God,  then  serve  the  Lord : 

'  If  he  be  silent,  fiiith  is  all  a  irhim. 
Than  Baal  is  tbe  God,  and  worship  him. 
Digression  is  so  much  in  modem  use. 
Thought  is  so  rare,  and  fancy  so  profhse. 
Some  never  seem  so  wide  of  their  intent. 
As  when  ri^waing  to  the  theme  they  meant ; 
As  mendicanU,  whose  business  is  to  roam, 
Make  ev'ry  parish  but  their  own  their  home. 
Though  such  continual  zigzags  in  a  book, 
Such  dranken  reelings  have  as  awkward  kMk, 
And  I  had  rather  creep  to  what  is  true, 
Than  rove  auA  ftUgger  with  m  maik  in  view  j 


Yet  to  eoDShlfc  a  little,  leeiiiVI  no  crinM; 

The  freakish  homoar  of  the  present  time  r 

But  now  to  gathec'  up  what  seems  dispeis'd* 

And  toooh  the  subjMi  I  design'd  at  first. 

May  pruve,  though  mneh  beside  the  rales  of  ait^ 

Best  for  the  public,  and  my  wisest  patt^ 

And  firat,  let  no  man  charge  me,  that  I  mean 

To  close  in  iable  ev'ty  social  scene. 

And  give  gobd  company  a  face  ae«erci» 

As  if  they  met  around  a  lather's  bier ; 

For  tell  some  men,  that  pleasure  aH  their  hen^ 

And  laughter  all  their  work,  is  life  mimptnt. 

Their  wisdom  bucsts  into  this  sage  reply, 

"  Then  mirth  is  sin,  and  we  should  alwayt  cry.* 

To  find  the  medium  asks  some  share  of  wife. 

And  therefore  'Us  a  mark  fools  never  hiL 

But  thouc(h  Fife's  valley  be  a  vale  of  tei^ 

A  brighter  scene  beyond  that  vale  aqp|»en% 

Whose  glory  with  a  liglit,  that  netat  Ucs, 

Shoots  between  scatter'd  racks  and  op^higsbadfl^ 

And,  while  it  shows  the  land  the  sowl  desires. 

The  language  of  the  land  she  seeks  Inspim. 

Thus  touched,  the  tongue  receivss  a  saorad  ««re    > 

Of  all  that  was  absord,  profane,  iapm«  ^ 

H^ld  within  modest  bounds,  the  tidia  aff  speech.   . 

Pursues  the  ooune,  that  Truth  and  Matttra  tMehg 

No  longer  laboun  merely  ta>  produce. 

The  pomp  of  aound,  or  tinkle  withowi  nsaa 

Where'er  it  winds,  tba  salutary  stream, 

Sprightly  and  fhesh,  enitohas  ev'r7.  theme. 

While  all  the  happy  man  poeesTtrbelbie, 

The  gift  of  nature,  or  the  elassic  storey  . 

Is  made  subscrviBnfc  to  the  grand  design^- 

For  which  HeaVtt  form'tf  the  faculty  4iviMU. 

So  should  an  idnt.  while  at  laige  he  stragnSi 

Find  the  street  lyit,  on  which  an  adjst  i^layB^ 

With  rash  and  awkward  ISsroe  tbe  ehar^  hie  ahabnu 

And  grins  with  wonder  at  the  jar  he  makos  i 

But  let  the  wisa  and  weH^instnieted  band 

Once  take  the  shell  beneath  his  just  c<wmMnd» 

In  gentle-sornds  it  seems  as  it  «omplain'd 

Of  the  rode  injuries  it  late  snstainM, 

THI  tun'd  at  length  to  some  immottal  eoQg^ 

It  sounds  Jehovsh'i  name,  and  pouithis  pnalstt  mlon|^ 


RBTlRB^fENT. 


.  stndiis  flovens  ignobilia  oIlL 
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Hackvby'o  in  business,  wearied  at  ttat  a«r.. 

Which  thousands,  once  &st  chain'd  to,  q«it  i 

But  which,  when  life  at  ebb  runs  weak  iad  low* 

All  wish,  or  seem  to  wish,  they  couM  Ibrcigo  $  • 

The  statesman,  lawyer,  merchant,  man  of  Csado^ 

Panti  for  the  refuge  of  some  nual  ahade. 

Where,  all  his  long  anaieiicB  fyrgolt 

Amid  tbe  charms  of  a  sequester'd  apol^ 

Or  recollected  only  to  gild  o'er. 

And  add  a  smile  to  what  was  swc 

He  may  possess  the  joys  he  thinks  he  i 

Lay  his  old  age  upon  the  lap  of  Saao^ 

Improve  the  remaant  of  his  #a«lad:S|M 

And,  having  lived  a  trttei^  die  anwMK 
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TbwCoiiwkoceylMrithercaiMewHteithcbrwat, 

Though  IcDg  rdbellM  Bgamit,  not  yet  mp^pnm^d. 

And  calU  «  erafetawftirni^  for  Qod  akme. 

For  Heavn^  high  parpomt,  and  not  bit  owb, 

OUto  him  avmy  from  tdflih  cadt  aai  aimiy 

From  what  dcbilitileiBwl  wkit  maamn, 

Fkom  eitim  hmnmiiig  with  a  reitias  ctQm% 

Sordid  at  active,  Ignorant  a«  loud,  . 

Whose  highmt  praite  it  that  thflf  live  in  Tun« 

The  dopes  of  plefltviei  or  the  tlavm  of  fain. 

Where' wevhfof  man  are  elntter^  elate  mnnad, 

And  woikfor  Ood  are  bardlsr  tnbe  ilimid. 

To  regiont  wime,  i»  tpiie  of  tin  and  wo, 

Traoet  of  Bden  am  ttiti  teen  below. 

Where  memitfliBy  liver,  fsrett,  field,  and  gnve, 

Remind  him  of 'hit  Matei^  pow*r  and  lore. 

Tit  welt  if,  iookVlftir  at  to  lata^a  day, 

In  the  Im^toene  ef  tuoh  a  tenteleat  pUqr> 

Thie  witdom  will  attend  bit  feeUe^nil, 

And  gvnee^it  ectftto  eiwthe  omtain  Ikll. 

Souli»  that  ha«ie  long  detpit>d  their  beaVnly  Urtb, 

Their  uMim  nil  impregnated  with  Earlhj 

ForHnentcofe  yean  employd  with 

In  catching' emeke  and  finding  npon  air, 

Conwvtant  only  with  the  wayt  ef  man, 

ftura^  redeem  the  thwt  remeioing  ten. 

Inyet'rate  habitt  dhdoe  th>  onfiraitftil  heart, 

Their  flbntipeMtmne  it>t  tend'mttpart. 

And,  draining  iftfnntataoat  pow'et  to^laed 

Their  nojClout  'growth,  etnwe  eir^  hotter  teed. 

Happy,  tfiull  nrdaye--bot  happier  let, 
If,  ere  we  yet'diteeni  life't  cMrHoiogi  ttarv 
Sick  of  theterndetef  nworid^'thnt  feeda; 
It't  patatot  dmdgen  with'dfy*  nbaff  and>#cedty 
We  can  eecape  ftom  OuMom't  idletewayv 
To  serve  the  fiov'mign  wt  were  bom  t*  obey^ 
Tbeneweet^  mnte  npen  MetkiHc»ipby4 
(Infinite  tMtt)  ianU  thnt  he  haanwdet 
TotraceiniratnieAtmoetm'niatftdclip  * 
The  iigMtmre.nnd  stamp  of  iMwer  divine, 
ContrivadM'intiiBatei  eBpnti>d  witheaai^ 
Where  nnassistedisight  no  Itesnity  eeca, 
I'he  shapnigv  limb  and  Inbiseaied  ymt, 
ytUan4hnnmhH>dimeniiont  of  a  penit,  < 
Muscle  and  nerve  mirmculoutlyspun. 
His  mighty  work,  whotpenbf  nd  it  it  done, 
Th*  invitiUe  in  tbingt  scarce  seen  revealed. 
To  whom  an  atom  it  an  ample  field ; 
To  wonder  at  a  thoasand  insect  fbrmt, 
Thete  hatch'd  and  those  retntcitated  wormt. 
New  life  9id9mf4  end  brigbler  tqenet  to  thaie. 
Once  prone  on  earth,  now  baoynnt  upon  air, 
Whote  shape  would  make  them,  had  ibey  hoik  and 
More  hideous  foes  than  fancy  can  devise ;       [size, 
With  betaset-headt,  and  dragMMealet  adomM, 
Themlgbty  mjMadv,  now  eeenrely  toom^, 
WoiiM  nock  the  majetty  ef  man^  high  birth. 
Despise  Ma  biAwnrkSp  mkl  nnpeople  eaitb: 
ThMfwlth  a  gbin«e  ef  feney  to  tnrvey, 
Far  as  the  Ibedlty  ean  ttvetcb  eway, 
Ten  thotttand  rivert  ponr'd  mt  hit  command 
From  nmt,  tkt$  never  Ibi),  tbrough  ev*ry  land ; 
These  like  a  deluge  iwithimpetaout  force. 
Those  winding  modestly  a  tflent  conrte ; 
TheckHidienrmoottting  Alps,-  the  fruitfal  vales ; 
Seas,  -on  whieh'l»i^ry  nation  eprsadt  her  tails  ; 
The  Sun,«a'Wiorld  Whenoe  ether  worlds  drink  light, 
The  cieacentM0Mkthe4i«deni  «f  night  j 


Stars  oeofiUefli,  each  In  hh  vppoihiM'plftee, 
Fast  anchored  in  the  deep  abyss  of  ^r^oe*^ 
At  such  aeigbt  to  catch  the  poefs'ttome, 
And  with  a  rapture  tike  bis  own  exelaim;» 
"These  are  tbygtorioot  woils,  thou  Murceof  good. 
How  dimly  teen«  how  ftintly  understood ! 
Thine,  and  upheld  by  thy  paternal  earfe, 
This  universal  frame,  thus  wondrous  Aiir ; 
Thy  uow'r  divine,  and  bounty  beyond  thought, 
Adord  and  pmit'd  in  all  that  then  hattwroogbt.  • 
Abtorb'd  in  that  immensity  I  see, 
I  thrink  abaa*d,  and  yet  aspire  to  thee ; 
Inttmct  me,  guide  me  to  that  heavenly  day, 
Thy  words,  mom  clearly  than  thy  works,  display, 
That,  while  thy  troths  my  grosser  thoughts  t^fine, 
I  may  resemble  thee,  and  call  tliee  mina" 

O  blest  proficiency  !  surpassing  all. 
That  men  erroneously  tiieSr  glory  caH, 
The  recompense  that  arts  or  anm  can  yield. 
The  bar,  the  senate,  or  the  tented  field. 
Compar'd  with  this  snblimeft  life  below, 
Ye  kings  and  rulers,  what  have  oouitt  to  thow? 
Thus  studied^  ns'd  and  conteerated  thus. 
On  Eaith  what  is,  teems  foitn'd  hideed  for  us : 
Not  as  the  plaything  of  a  fifoward  <fbild. 
Fretful  unless  dif«rted  and  begui)*d. 
Much  less  to  feed  and  fan  the  fetal  firet 
Ofpridir,  ambition,  or  impure  desires. 
But  as  a  scale,  by  which  the  soul  ascends 
From  mighty  means  to  more  important  ends. 
Securely,  though  by  stem  but  rarely  trod. 
Mounts  from  Inferior  beings  up  to  God, 
And  sees  by*no  fellacions  light  or  dim, 
Earth  made  for  man,  and  man  himself  for  him. 

Not  that  I  mean  t'  approve,  or  would  enforce  * 
A  tupeivtitiont  and  monastic  course  s 
Truth  it  net  local,  God  alike  pervades 
And  fills  Jthe  world  of  traffic  and  the  «ihade«. 
And  may  be  fear'd  amidst  the  busiest  scenes. 
Or  scom'd  where  business  never  intervenes. 
But  His  not  easy  with  a  mind  like  oim. 
Conscious  of  weakness  in  it*s  noblest  pow'rs. 
And  in  a  world  where,  other  ills  apart, 
The  roving  eye  misleads  the  careless  beart. 
To  limit  Thought,  by  nature  prone  t»  fctray 
Wherever  freakish  Fancv  points  the  way ; 
To  bid  the  pleadings  of  Self-love  be  still, 
Resign  our  own  and  seek'oor  Maker*t  will ; 
To  spread'the  page  of  Scriptum,  and  compare 
Our  .conduct  with  the  laws  engraven  there ; 
To  measure  all  that  passes  in  the  breast. 
Faithfully,  feirly,  by  that  mcred  test ; 
To  dive  into  the  secret  deeps  withhi,  ' 

1*0  spare  no  passion  and  no  fev'rite  flin,    ' 
And  search  the  themes,  important  above  all. 
Ourselves,  and  our  recovVy  from  our  fall. 
But  leisure,  silence,  and  a  mind  releasM       •     - 
From  anxious  thoughts  how  wealth  mn y  be  increal^d, 
How  to  secure,  in  some  propitious  hour, 
The  point  of  intVest  or  the  post  of  pow^r, 
A  soul  serene,  and  equally  retir'd  *  '  ^' 

From  olgects  too  much  dreaded  or  desir*d, 
Safe  from  the  clamours  of  pcrrerse  dispute, 
At  least  are  frieodlyto  the  great  pursnitr 

Opening  the  map  of  God's  eiriemive  plan, 
We  find  a  little  isle  this  life  of  man ; 
Eternity *8  unknown  ejcpanse  appears 
Circling  anmnd  and  If  mitiog  Mi  yetM.    • 
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Each  creek  nM  otifern-nf  th€  dang'rdas  ihore. 
With  care  ooUcetMiat  in  thair  e^  CMala, 
Some  sbifciit  pebUey^  awl  WMne  iraadv  and  ihelti } 
Tbas  iadeii,  dreaat  diat  they  are  rich  nri  great, 
And  happiest  be  that  groana  beneath  bh  weight ; 
The  wares  overtake  tbem  in  theh*  aarions  play, 
And  ev*rT  hoar  aweeps  mnkltudet  away ; 
They  Shnek  and  sink,  sunivors  start  and  ireep^ 
Puiisae  theif  sporl>  and  AdkNr  to  tke  deep. 
A  4<Bir  ^orwke  the  throng ;  with  Hfted  eyes 
Ask  wealth  of  Heaven,  and  gain  a  real  prine, 
Truth,  wisdoimi  gvMei  Mid  peace  like  that  abnve. 
Sealed  with  hie  signet,  whom  they  servv  and  lore  ; 
Soom*d  by  the  rest,  with  patient  hope  they  wait 
A  kind  release  Aom  ttieir  imperfrct  state. 
And  unragfBttod  are  leon  snatehM  away 
From  scenes  of  sorrow  into  glorious  day. 

Nor  these  atone  prefer  a  lil^  recluse. 
Who  seek  retireaient  for  it*s  proper  use ; 
The  love  of  chinge>  that  lives  in  evVy  breAst, 
Genius  and  temper,  and  desire  of  rest. 
Discordant  motirss  in  one  centre  me^, 
And  each  inclinw  it's  votVy  to  retreat. 
Some  minds  by  nature  are  avermto  ntflte^ 
And  hate  the  tumult  half  the  world  eqfoys, 
The  lure  of  4ieVioe,  or  the  pompous  prim. 
That  courts  display  before  amiritieus  eyes ; 
Tl»#ru«tB#hat  hang-on  pleaaute's  4ow>ry  stem, 
What^'er  enchants  them,  are  no  snares  to  them. 
To  tbem  the  deep  recem  of  dusky  groves. 
Or  ibreit,  where  the  deer  securely  rove^. 
The  fait  of  watess,  and  the  song  of  birdt», 
An4'btll84bat  echo  to  the  distant  herdk. 
Are  luxuries  exeelliog  all  the  glare 
The  World  can  boasi,  and  her  chief  invMtet  sbars* 
With  eager  step,  and  cnreiemly  array'd, 

'  For  such  a  esnise  the  poet  seeks  the  shade. 
From  all  he  sees  be  catches  «ew  delif^t, 
Pleas'd  Fancy  dnps  her  pinions  at  the  eight. 
The  rising  or  the  seCdagorb  of  day. 
The  ctonds  that  flit,  er  slowly  gent  away, 
Nature  in  all  the  varions  shapes  she  wears,         ' 
Frowning  m  stoims,  or  braatbing  gentle  *mri. 
The  snowy  sofee  her  wintry  state  aasumas, 
Her  summer  heats,  her  fruits,  and  her  perfmes^ 
All,  all  alike  transport  the'^giowing  bard, 
Socoem  in  rhj^me  Ms  glovy  and  reward. 
ONaUne!  whose  Klysian  scenes  disclose 
His  bright  perfections,  at  whose  word  they  rose. 
Next  to  that  pow>r,  who  ibrm*d  thee  and  sntnins. 
Be  thou  the  great  iospirer  of  my  strains. 
Still,  as  I  touch  the  lyre,  do  thou  expand 
Thy  genuine  eharms,  and  guide  an  aittem  hand. 
That  I.  may  catoh  a  Are  but  rarely  known, 
Otre  useful  Kght,  though  I  should  miss  renown. 
And,  poring  on  thy  page,  whose  er*ry  line 
^eais  proof  of  an  intelligence  divine, 
May  fee)  a  heart  enrich'd  by  what  It  pays, 
That  builds  it's  gK>ry  on  it*s  Maker's  prsise. 
Wo  to  the  man,  irtiese  wit  disdaims  ifs  use^ 
Glitt'rmg  Int^ain,  wooly  t»  seduce. 
Who  studies  nature  with  a  wanton  eye, 
Admires  the  irorfc,  bnt  slips  the  lesson  by  | 
His  hours  of  leisnro  and  reoess  emptoys 

"In  drawing  pictures  of  fonrbidden  joys, 
Itetires  to  blsooo  his  own  worthless  name^ 
Or  shoot' the  4irole«  wMi  n  Mivrtiriu 


Thekfertonsfamii 
Tender  idolater  «f  absent  dmiMs. 
Saints  offer  notMnf  in  their 
That  he  devotes  not  with  «  neni  like  thsimi 
Tn  conseomtiBB  of  hie  kcatrt^  sent,  time. 
And  ev*ry  tkoi^kt  that  wnnden  is  n  49*kMi 
In  sigha  he  wunhiph  hisanpraasely  fuiy 
And  weeps  a  sad  llhatkm  in  dispmr; 
Adores  a  oreaiur^,  suid,  dereot  in  TmH^ 

As  fTDodbine  weds  the*  phwt  withro  ker-^Mh^ 
Rough  elm*  or  SDMotk^gtainM  ash,  m^imf  ' 
In  spiral  rings  asoenis  the  tranfc»  aai<lny»  ' 


Her  golden  tasseh  ea  the  iea^r  «pfmyt> 

But  does  a  mischief  wMIe  ihe  lands  ngtnrt/ 


St»it*ning  it's  groaMi  ky  aMk  ft  strtet  i 
So  love,  that  cKngs  areaad  Ike  noMast  i 
Forbids th'ndvaaeemeMt of  th0«Dnl  ha\ 
The  suitor's  air  tndeed'be  Men  improvna. 
And  forms  It  to  the  taste  e#  her  he  Inv^s; 
Tehdies  Ihs  eyes  a  Inagm^e,  asrf  no  lesa  * 
Refinm  his  epeMh,  and  ftaWons  kis  aiih— g 
Bnt  tewreH  promiies  of  happier  frnfls^ 
Manly  designs,  mrf  lenvniHg^ grave  pmsniM| 
Girt  with  a  chirtB  he  cannot -wiih  to  kiwd^  • 
His  only  blim  it  stkvowfhr  her  sake  (  ' 

Who  williaey  paMibrglory  andnmal,' 
Her  soMle  Iris  aim,  all  Mgheri ' 
Thyrsis,  Akods,  ortrlMtereiumt 
May  least  oilbnd'againtt  arporte  a4kaia. 
Though  n«e  advienhf  fria«k  iSM  mett'Al 
Sounds  hanMy .in  no  #Blieale«iNMr,  *  - 
And  ioventt)fall<erMitn^,*tiiamm>HiM, 
Can  least  ktook  ninnay 
Yet  let  a  poet<poeti^'<« 
The  fieroisc^MlinBlbwith'MMigieehaMts)  -* 
Risk  anikMMMm  ^thy  pensive  meei. 
And  woo  and  «4tt  tfin»lo  thy  prspe^gnM. 
Pastoral  imngea  and  sim  relmato. 
Umbrageous  walks  and  tolflsary  sesKsr 
Sweet  Mrd^  in  oonoeirt  witk  kammrioiMi 
Soft  airs,  noctnmal  vigils,  aaal  day  < 
Are  all  enohnntmcnti  hi  a  oasn  llktttkkik. 
Conspire  aggkM  tky  peneenitfcnim  dwalgiij 
Sooth  thee  to  mak»lkee  hnt*  sniai'|iiey» 
And  feed  the  fire,  tknt  «naies  tky  pnw¥ft  kftvj 
Up— Gu4  has  ibrm>d  tkee  wftk  a  #iser^kB«v' 
Not  to  be  led  m  chains,  kntftosukioi  | 
Galls  thee  to  eepe  witk  emMBlns,  end  fiNt 
Points  oat  a  oobiict  with  thyseir,«e  1 
WomAn  mdned,  n^ift  kn  wnuld'AeslBsr 
When  be  dssign'd  a  Paradtoa  beiesr. 
The  rickest  earthly  boon  hit  I 
Reserves  tobe  belov'd,  bnt  msfrndorU. 
Post  away  swiftly  tomnm  hdtfveknanei%   - 
Collect  the  eoattef'd trathi'tkat  «My  f^am 
Mix  with  the  werfci,  bnt  wkkigiwIslmmH^* 
No  longer  givnan  kosyenll  tUndkemt;  '' ' 
It's  empire  if  not  ken^oer  Is  it  Mm,      ' '« 
Tis  God's  jnst  dakn,  pieimthe  dMiiek    ' 

Viftonis  and  fcitkftil  Hcbrndsn,  atenktf 
AtteBfcpa  ho  task  it  caunut  will  Mil,       'i- 
Gives  meiandioly  np  to  rinfnreVijril^ 
And  sends  the  pntietit  Into  putcrvr. 
Loo|c  where  ke  c0mei-4thls< 


UpB  busy,  and  eyes  aK^,ihDt'fcHhig  KImr, 
Armi  hanghig  hllf  dWBM  "^  ^^s^^^ 
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3aeb  m  ii't  tyipttaw  mi 
That  tqngM  it  attat  wm ; 
Cbald  arg«»  MOty  OMld  jttk  «r  jam  Iko  ioo(, 
OooU  §iv«  ttMott  OMiM  CMWH*  ffr  ««iMM 
Or  eli«fii|4lMtiR««t  oC  a  dftopiag  friead. 
ReoouncM  alilMi  \tfB  oAoa  aai  ii't  iport. 
It's  briykar  and  il>»  fMW  UraiM  fiUl  iboct  i 
Botbftul  bwMatb  a  fiMtr*!  tterat  tway* 
And  like  a  mmmm^htaok  aia  past  aiNiy* 
Thii,  ia«  tight  for  PSly  (apanita, 
TUl  fba  MMpMila  fai«Uy  what  iba  vi«r% 
Till  Sjrniiialhy  aoolraol  a  khidrad  pam» 
Piere'd  with  tha  «a»  that  tha  lamaoti  te  irai 
This  of  aH  ■alidiat  that  laa  infant, 
Claiais  wsst  ooMpassita  aad  vsocifas  the  leasts 
Jab  feU  it»  »haa  ha  grasM'd  bsneath  the  lod 
And  ^bM^d  anavs  ofa  fiNwwai  Gkid ; 
And  sQch  a«aUMataaa  his  ffiaadsoaald  sparse 
Firiends  sash  aa  his  fbr  amlafa  Jobs  pfepara^ 
Blest,  rathat  omat,  witb  baatta  that  nerer  fsslt 
Kept  smsf  ia  cashols  ttf  dosa-baauMed  steel. 
With  months  aMda  only  to  srin  wkia  aadeat» 
And  iMMisi  Ihtfcdeam  ditidsd  pain  a  tsaat, 
finth  Itaibpel  Briliriheah,  and  aanas  oCaii% 
Aad  vit  that  pappat  piuia|diss  might  inspiia^ 
Tb^r  sov'nifa  aostnaa  ai  aolamay  jobe 
Or  pa^pswfair'd  witb  fiodl  ummti  stnka. 
Bvt  with  a  «nl»  thai  ever  felt  tha  ^^r 
Of  sorrow,  sorrow  Is  aiacved  thing  t 
Ko^ta  molfst,  or  Ivritats,  eriaisa 
A  laogh  at  his  eapeasa,  h  stwider  pwdis ; 
He,  that  haa  not  asovp^d  the.naaiB  of  maa» 
Does  aU,  aad  deems  too  litUaaU,  Im  oaa, 
T*  assiiage  the  tbiobbings  af  a  fcstgrVI  pait, 
AndsUnqb  Iba  Ueediap  ^^  »  Wv^taa  baart» 
Tis  not,  as  heads  that  aavavaebasapposa, 
9|sg*ry  of  dsa^,  aad  a  dream  of  woes; 
Man  is  a  barp,  whose  chovda  eladetbe  sight. 

Each  yielding  harmony' ^«P<^<1  «n8^  9 
Thaeerews  jaiartfid  (a  task  whieb  if  he  pleese 
God  in  anMOMSt  eaeoates  with  earn). 
Ten  thousand  thsnamd  strmgs  at  oace  en  loom, 
Lat,  ttU^  thae  them,  all  their  poa*r  and  nse» 
Thsn  neither  heathy  wilds^  nor  eoeaes  es  fair 

Kor  soft  deoUntim  with  tailed  biNs, 

Kor  view  of  wetars  taraiag  busy  mills, 

Bifltt  ia  which  Art  piasepfaem  Matare  wadi^ 

Kor  gardenaiatorspem'd  with  iofwVy  beds, 

Kor  gales,  thatcateh  the  sceat  of  bloeai' 

And  waft  it  10  the  BMoiaar  aa  be  vofe% 

Can  call 'op^lifa  into  his  Med  eya. 

That  pamm  all  besom  aabeeded  by  ; 

Ko  woaadslike  those  a  woanded  spiiit  fceU, 

Ko  civn  ibr  saeb,  till  God  who  mekm  them,  heals. 

And'tboo,  sad  suflPiar  aadec  nsmehas  ill. 

That  y  lelda  BOl  to  the  tooch  of  baoMm 

Improve  the  ki^oooasaoD,  aadentond 

M  lBther*aftaian,  aad  kirn  his  ehast'akig  bead. 

To  than  the  dayspsiag,  and  the  Uaie  of  noon. 

The  parple  eriuag  end  taspleadeat  Iffooab 

The  stars,  tMr  eprinkled  o'er  the  Twalt  of  n^fhit, 

Seem  drops  descending  in  a  show*r  of  light* 

8hiaa^aet»  or  aadssirM  and  hated  shine^ 

Seen  thraagh  the  medinm  of  a  dead  like  (bhrn; 

Vet  seek  lam,  ia  las  fmoat  kfs  b  fonaS, 

<A11  hlim  bmida  a  itedaa  «r  a 


Then  Ifeav'n,  e6lipaP4«  kpfb  and  this  daH  ] 
Shall  seem  to  etart  into  a  seoeod  biitb ; 
Natare,  amnming  a  mora  lovely  facet 
Borr'wing  a  beanty  from  the  woiks  of  graeiv 
Shall  be  despis*d  and  oendosk^  no  more, 
Shall  fill  thee  with  deHghU  aofslt  balbia^ 
Impart  to  things  inaaimata  a'veiee,' 
And  bid  her  mooateaas  aad  her  hillaf^oieai 
The  soiNid  shaU  run  along  the  wiadisf  f  eles» 
And  thoQ  ^B^oy  aa  Kdsa  em  it  Isds. 

Ye  grovet*  (the  statesman  at  bis  deik  4 
Sick  of  s(  thoumnd  dimppointed  aims,) 
My  palriaMKiiel  treasure  and  my  pride, 
Beoeath  yonr  shades  yaur  gray  possesmr  hUK 
Receive  me  languishiag  far  that  repesiv 
The  servant  of  the  pvWic  nerer  knows. 
Ye  saw  meonoe  <ah  those  regvsttod  dayi> 
When  boyi»b  iaasoeaea  am  all  my  fprmw  i) 
Hour  after  hour  deligbtfaHy  alkit 
To  stndim  then  familiar,  since  fbeget,  . 
And  caltitata  a  taste  lor  aaoient  song. 
Catching  it>t  ardoar  as  I  rnusM  aleag ; 
Nor  seUom,  at  propitlboe  Heav'o  mi^l  send. 
What  oace  I  vala<d  and  oould  boMt,  a  frioad, 
Were  witwssm  how  ooidMly  I  pram^ 
His  imdismathlrog  virtas  to  my  bremt ; 
Receive  me  now,  act  vnoesvapc  m  then, 
Nor  guiltlem  of  corrupting  other  mett, 
Bu\  ven^  ia  aito,  that,  while  they  seam  to  etJ^ 
A  falling  en^Mre,  hasten  it*s  decay. 
To  the  fair  haven  ef  my  native  heme. 
The  wreck  of  what  I  was,  Cstigned  1  cema  ; 
For  once  I  ean  approfe  the  patriate  vaiae. 
And  make  tha ooosm  be  raeomoieods  my  ohoinn^ 
We  meet  at  last  in  one  sincere  desire, 
Hif  wish  and  mine  both  prompt  meto  vatisnr 
Tis  done-i>ha  sisps  into  the  welcome  chaise. 
Lolls  at  hit  earn  behind  four  baadeoam  bays^ 
That  whirl  away  from  buMnem  and  debate 
The  diesaenasber'd  Atlas  of  the  stata 
Ask  not  the  boy,  who,  when  the  brscae  of  osons 
Fml  sbakfo  the  glitt'itog  drape  §nm  ev«ry  thorax 
Unfolds  his  flock,  thea  under  bank  or  bnsh 
Siti  linking  cherry  stcaes,  or  platting  rash. 
How  fisir  is  Vreedom  ? — he  was  always  fimas 
To  carve  his  rustic  name  upon  a  tree« 
To  sn^re  tfm  mole,  or  with  dl-luhion*d  huA 
To  draw  th'  ineantioiH  nuaaow  fsam  thabmok* 
Are  life*s  priase  pleaeuns  in  bis  simple  viaa^ 
His  flock  the  chief  eonoem  lie  aver  knew  I 
She  shiner  but  little  ia  his  heedlem  eyes. 
The  good  we  never  mim  we  rarely  prtae  i 
Bot  ask  the  noble  dradg^  in  state  affma, 
Escaped  ftom  office  and  it*s  constont  cares^ 
What  charms  he  sem  ia  Freedom's  smite  ejipiamM, 
In  Freedom  lost  so  long,  aaw  rspeamm'd  i  [meads. 
The  tongue,  whose  strains  worn  eogent  as  com* 
Rever'd  ^t  home,  aad  Mt  in  foreign  lands, 
Shall  own  itself  a  stonan'rer  in  that  cause. 
Or  plead  it's  silenoe  as  it's  best  applauosk 
He  knows  indeed  that  whether  drms'4  or  mde. 
Wild  without  act,  er  astfnlly  subdued. 
Nature  m  ev'ry  form  inspirm  delight. 
But  never  mark'd  her  witk  so  just  a  sight* 
Her  hedge-row  shrubs,  e  variegated  store, 
With  woodbinaand  wild  mem  mantled  o'er,  [i| 
Green  balks  and  Ihnow'd  bmds,  the 
It*s  cQolii^  vapou  a^er  tkadmqr  mead^ 


that 


I 
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That  melt  acid'^dteifrto  the  dfetanttftf,    ' 
Beauties  he  fateiy  sUs^ht^  ft*  he  fkm'iA, 
Seem  all  created  ifiote  h^  traveli'd  last     - 
^faster  of  all  th'  tajb^mettts  h^  den^gn^d. 
No  rough  anboyanee  niAklitog  in  bis  mtnd. 
What  early  ffhHosopbic  htHirs  be  keeps, 
How  regular  his meaisi  ho# sduiid  be  sleeps! 
Not  sounder  be;  that  oB'tfaeinaioniastheftd,  - 
While  morning  Undies  with  a  windy  Ted,    • 
Begins  a  longf  look-dut  foi*  distant  land. 
Nor  quits  till  ev^aing'^^atch  bis  giddy  stand, 
Then  swfft  descending  with  a  seaman^  ba^. 
Slips  to  his  baraikiock,  and  forgets  the  blast. 
He  chooses  comuany,  init  not  the  sqmve**; 
Whose  wit  is  rudedess,  whote  good  breeding  th«s; ' 
Nor  yet  the  parson's,  ^6  would  f  ktdly  come^ 
Obsequk>ns  when  abroad,  thoogb  prond  at  home  ; 
Nor  can  he  much  affect  the  neighbVhig'peer, 
Whose  toe  of  ettittlettion  fteads  too  near; 
But  wisely  seeks  a  more  teityewieiii  friend, 
With  whom,  distnissthg  fenhSf  be  nay  Unbend  ^ 
A  man,  whom  marlH  of  condescending  gt^oe 
Teach,  while  they  flatter  b?m,  bis  proper  fdaee; 
Who  comes  when  callM,  and  at  a  word  witbdrawft. 
Speaks  with  re8erye,*and  listens  wHb'appfaose  ; 
Some  plain  mechanic,  who,  without  pretence   ' 
To  birth  or  wit,  nor  gives  nor  takes  offence*;   ' 
On  whom  he  Tests  Well-pVetos'd  his  weary  pn^n,* 
And  talks  aiid  latrghs  away  his  vaneant  honr^  ' 
The  tide  of  life,  sw^  always  In  Wn  oourse, 
Nay  run  in  M^  with  a  briri^er  force,  • 
But  no  where  with  a  current  so  serene, 
Or  half  so  clear,  as  in  the  rotal  scene. 
Yet  how  fallacious  is  aM  earthly  bliss. 
What  obvious  truths  the  wisest  heads  may  miss ; 
Some  pleasures  live  a  month,  and  some  a  year,  '* 
But  short  the  date  of  all  We  gather  here; 
No  happiness  is  felt  except  the  true,     ..  .^ 
That  does  not  charm  the  more  for  Wlng  new. 
Xhis  observation,  as  it  chane*d,  not  maAe, 
Or,  if  the  thought  Occurred,  not  duly  wdgfa'd. 
He  sighs— for  after  all  by  slow  degrees 
The  spot  be  lov'd  has  lost  the  powV  to  please  ; 
To  cross  bis  ambling  poney  day  by  day, 
Seems  at  the  best  but  dreaming  life  away ; 
The  prospect,  such  as  might  enchant  de^ailr. 
He  views  it  not,  or^ees  no  beauty  there;' 
With  aching  heart,  and  diseontented  looks. 
Returns  at  noon  to  biHiards  or  to  books. 
But  feels,  while  graspi^  at  his  faded  joys, 
A  secret  thirst  of  his  renonnc'd  employs. 
He  chides  the  tardiness  of  ev*ry  post, 
Panu  to  be  told  of  battles  won  or  lost, 
Blames  his  own  indolence^;  observes,  though  late, 
'Tis  criminal  to  leave  a  sinking  state. 
Flies  to  the  levee,' and  receiv'd  with  grace, 
Kneels,  kisses  hands,  and  sliiiies  ag^in  in  place. 

Suburban  villas,  highway-side  reti'eats, 
That  dread  th*  encroachment  ef  our  growing  streets. 
Tight  boxes,  neatly  sash'd,  and  in  a  blaze 
With  all  a  July,  soft's  coMcctcd  rays. 
Delight  the  citizen,  who,  gasping  there. 
Breathes  c}ouds  of  dust,  and  calls  it  country  air. 
O  sweet  retirement,  who  would  balk  the  thought, 
That  coold  affoni  retirement,  or  could  not? 
'Tis.  snch  an  easy  walk,  so  smooth  and  straight. 
The  second  mitcstopc  fronts  the  garden  gate ; 


A  step  ^fiur,  aii^,1f  a'shoW>»'i|i|lillMkj    ^ 
You  find  Mfo  abetter  tai  tli»  netf^ttHgeMMbv 
There,  prison'tfin  a  pftrionr  Mflig  amlw—iM,  - 
Likebottledw«sp»«p0aateiMiera'«sltj'  '*»'«^ 
The  man  of  besiM*  «ld*M>'ftie»da  oflmpgilia^ 
Foi|^  their  kbotti^  add  jyetAid'iiore«f'*'*f  *' 
.  But  still  'tisTUsal'-'-tMee  alie'td'tie  seeii  'i''» 
Fn>m  ev^  imid0w/'aiid>tht!  fields  see  ffttasn 
Ducks  paddle  b»  the  pbtA  beiote^lM  4»t,  > '  - 
And  what  oonM  b'l^motar  speoeeliow  ttMwe  ^  • ' 
A  sense  of  elegance  we  fwrely  find  '   -•    •  '  ' 
The  portion  Of  a  mean  or  vulgar  aiiiid. 
And  ignorance  of  bettei'thingsiittlMB^iiMA* 
Who  cannot  much,  rejoice  in  wbit  liepoa»f  . 
And  be,  that  deems  hie  leisure  wcM-beatow^ 
In  oontemplatkm  of  a  tompike  MmI,  ' 
Is  ocenpied  as  well,  employs  bis  ho«rv  •   ' 
As  wisely,  and  as  nineb  haptoves  his  p^i^i 
As  he,  that  slnmbers  in  pavilkms  grae^  -  > 
With  all  the  charms  of  an  •oaomipli9kMtftBt& 
Yet  benoe,  ahtf !  inselveneies;' and  h«noe 
Th>  nnpitied  vietiffi  efilHodg'd  etfieftae,  *-  - 
From  all  bis  wearisome  engagcMieBti  ftwed,  ' 
Shakes  bands  wiftb  basiaeeB^  and  reiitee  indead. 

Your  pmdent  grmdd-inamnuis,'3w  oMdetn  h^Siief, 
Content  with  Bristol  ^Batb,  and  Tnttbrtdge^Wellfe, 
When  health reqwtedit would  caaMwi to  v^am. 
Else  more  attbeh'd  to  pleiiurerfouiid'al«NmiNi 
But  now  alike;  gaty  wkliKr,  vft^,*wife^>>  '  «t 
Ingenious  to  diverriff  ^11 4ifo^  '  '        -^    n'^i  . 
In  coaches,  cbaTsek,  catWfMi^Mid-boyi,      '  l«- 
Fiy  tothe-doiist'forMty,iMghtHrjoys»  - 
And  all,  impadent  of  dry  laodiH^nrte     «.:*.! 
With  one  censent  te'tofcli'hifay  tbe^Mk.^*      «     '- 
OoeaneaAifaitt;  fathomless  add  %road,     ••        •<      - 
Moob'of^far  pow>r  atodttiajMty^Kif^asa. 
He  swathes  about  tfae'ewellMf(rf'the4eem  *       ''. 
That  Arlnes  Mnd  lests,  m  ilKnaie^mile  nii^ilHjLy;^ 
Vastasiefs,  it«rtbw<tr«^itfiiy*s        w'-"  '"<      «- 
The  breathings  oftlie  iigbtctt  aSf  tbafc  bttM-J' ' 
Corlmg^Mwhit^vAngoveraHttaewaete,^  ^^-^  • 
The  rising  waves  obey  fh'  increasmg  blaal;*   -^ 
Abrupt afnd-botnd as tbeteiApestratftv;-!  *  »>^ 
Thnnder-and  ftasb  npon  tlie  siediM'dhdMi.- < 
Till  he,'tiMit  rides  tlie  wbhfWitfdi'eliebia^UKfBMlB, 
Then  all  tb^  world  ufw^tenelee|«'et:4inL«-w^    • 
Nereids  or  Dryadli,  «s  tbe^fiiibioo  leaidi^      "^ ' 
Now  in  the  floods,-  new  panting  in  ibd'ttiienAs;  * 
Vot*rftf  bf  Pleasure  still,  whfere>r  she  A^MSm,  > 
Near  barren  rocks,  in  palaces,  or  cellit  * '  ' 

0  grant  a  poet  leave  to  reoefeiH&end      ^       '^ 
(A  poet  fond  of  Nature,  and  year  friend)  ' 
Her  slighted  works  ta  yonr  admirbig  iri^; 

Her  works  must  need^  excel,  who  ^uMotf^  yon. 
Would  ye,  when  ratmbling'in  youMttdnmig  v%te;   ' 
With  some  unmeaning  ooieomb  «t-  ytxir  eid«^ 
Condemn  the  prattler  for  bis  idfepairiH,'-    •      « 
To  waste  unheard  the  nnisie  of  bls'tlrrilas^ 
And,  deaf  to  all  th'  imperlanenee  df  «ei|^iiak 
That,  while  it  coorts,  atfronls  knd  doail^yett  vnt^, 
Mark  well  the  finished  plan  witlMRrt  «t  IMt;-*'* 
The  seas,  globose  end  bnge,  th'  ffeat^MA^  t^ott. 
Earth's  millions ^aily  M, «  world  cmplesrM^ 

1  n  gathVing  plenty  yet  to  bo  ^jiff^i  '-        "- 
Till  gratitude  grew  vocal  in  i%e  pflilse  • 

Of  God ,  beneficent  in  eH  bis  ways ;  ^ 

Grac'd  wKh ^nch  wisdom,  bow  wo«ld besrUyaiilwl 
Ye  want  buitbatr t»-ee<tt  iildei4  ^^m      -'^-h-   4 
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AoUdpafted  rcnii,  avd  biHs  nnpftidt 
Force  many  a  «U«iog  youftk  loto  tli«  shade. 
Not  to  redaeialw  U^^.  M  bis  esU^, 
And  ^y  the  Ipc4»  bot  at  a  ebaapor  rate. 
There,  hid  in  loath'd  ohaouril^,  remuvM 
From  pteaauvoB  isft^  but  neMV  more.bek)v'4» 
He  just  endiiTM,  and  wiib  %  sickly  spleen 
Sighs  o>r  the  beauiiesof  the  cbaming  jgana. 
Natore  indeed  k)eks.pietti^  in  rhyme; 
Strenms  tiniUe  saieetiy  in  poetic  chime ;  . 
The  warbliogs  of  the  blackbird,  clear  and  strong. 
Are  mosical  enough  in  Thomaon^s  song ; 
And  Cobban's  groves,  and  Windsor's  gr^een  retreats, 
When  Pcpe  describes  Ihem,  have  a  thousand  sweets  j 
He  likes  the  country,  bot  in  troth  must  own. 
Moat  likes  it,  when  be  studies  it  in. town. 

Poor  Jack-— no  matter  who-— for  when  I  blame, 
I  pity,  and  owst  therefore  sink  the  name, 
Liv'd  in  his  saddJe,  k>v'd  the.  chase,  the  course, 
And  always,  ere  he  mounted,  ki«s*d  bis  bqrse. 
The  estate,  bis  sires  had  own^d  in  ancient  years. 
Was  quickly  distanc'd,  matched  against  a  peer's. 
Jack  Tanish'd,  wasiep^etted  and  forgot ; 
'Tis  wild  food-nature's  nevor-lailing  lot. 
Ax  length,  when  all  had  long  ■uppoe'd  him  dead. 
By  «old  subinersiun,  mao^  mpe,  or  lead, 
^fy  loid»  alighting  at  bis  usual  place,  ,    . 

The  Cmyn,  took  notke  of  an  ostler's  face. 
Jack  knew  his  .friend,  but  bop*d  in  that  disgwoe 
Heonigbt  escape  the  mept  dbsevpngeyes,.      .    . 
And  whistlii^  as  if  Aiooonfiem'd  and  gay,  . 
Carried  his  nag,  and  look'4  another  may. 
Coovinc'd  at  last,  upon  a  nearer  view» . 
'Twas  he,  the  ipme,  the  very,  Jaqk  he  knew,,    , 
0*erwhelm'd  at  onoe  .if  ith  ^onde9«.grieJ^  apd  JQy, 
He  press'd  him  mncb  to  quit  bi«  ^H^  omp^  i 
His  count^napoe,  hif  pnrse,  hiahea^  hiahanj, 
Influesice.  andpow'r,  wane  ^  at  his  p^mmimd : . 
Peers  are  not  always  gepi'ipua  a»  well  bred^  , 
But  Granby  was,, meant  txujy  wib«t  be  said. 
Jack  bow*d,  and  wisoblig'd- . '  confessld  'twa«£tninge. 
That  so  retif 'd  be  should  not  wish  a  cbMige, , , 
But  knew  no  medium,  betyreep  guwding  beer. 
And  his  old  stintr-^4hree, thousand  ppnnda  a  year. 

ThHaaame  retire  to  nourishhopeless  w^; 
Some  seeking  bwb)es9  not  found  belpi^j  . 
Some  to  comply  with  humour,  and  a  minid 
To  social  scenes  by  nature  disioclin'd; 
Some  sway'd  by  fiiishieB,  some  by  deep  di^gost  ^ 
Some  self-impov'rish'd,  and  because  they  must; 
But  few,  that  court  Retirement,  are  awave 
Of  half  the  toils  they  most  encounter  there. 

Lncrativa  officee  are  seldom  ket 
For  want  of  pow**!  pioportion'd  to  the  post : 
Give  ev*n  a  donee  th'  employment  he  desires. 
And  he  soon  finda  the  talenta  it  requires  i 
A  bosineas  with  an  income  at  it's  heels 
Tarnishes  always  oil  for  ita  own  wheels. 
'Bat  in  bis  arduous  enterprise  to  dose 
Ilia  «0tive  yeaff  with  indolent  repose. 
He  finda  tha  labenn  nf  that  state  esoeed 
His  utmost  foffulties,  severs  indeed. 
Tis  easy  In  rwigo  a  toilcome  plaoe» 
But  not  to  manage  leisiare  with  a  ipraoe  j 
Absence  of  oeo«patio»  is  not  rest, 
A  mhid  quite  vacant  isa  mind disftress'd. ' 
The  vni^Knalwd,  cxcus'd  hi*  task  at  length, 
la  kiiKl  oonptMioii  0f  bis  Mipf  itren^, 


And  tum'd  Into  the  pack  or  mead  tff.  graven 
Exempt  from  future  ^rvicp  all  his  4eyi4> 
There  feels  a,  pleasure  perrea  in  it's  l^ed. 
Ranges  at  libeirjty,  a|id  spuQii  the  wind .: 
Bat  when  his  lord  would  quit  the  hu^  ipad. 
To  taste'  a  joy  like  that  be  bad  bestow'd, . 
He  proves,  leas  b^ppy  than  his  favpur'd  brute, 
'A  lifo  of  ease  a  di^Ioult  pu/sui^   , 
Thought,  to  the  man  that  p^yer  thinks,  may  seem 
As  natunU  as  when  asWcpto  dream ; 
But  reveries  (for  bamaui  minds  will  act) 
Specious  in  show,  impossible  in/acti, 
Those  flimsy  wefas,  that  b)r^  e^  b(^  af  wrought,  • 
Attain  not  to  the  digQ(ty«^ thought:..   . 
Nor  yet  the  swarmsv  that  occupy  the  brain, 
Wheredreamaof  dress,  intrigue,  and  pleasure  reign  | 
Nor  such  as  useless  conversation  breeds,  . 
Or  lust  engeaders,  aod  indulgence  foeda. 
Whence,  nnd  what  are  we  ?  io  what  end  onlain'd  ? 
What  means  the  drama  by.  the  worbjl  ;mstain'd.^ 
Business  or  vain  amusement,  care  or  mirth,    . 
Divide  the  frail  inbabitaptaof  Earth.  * 
Is  duty  a  mere  spQi^or  an  employ }    ,      .   .     .   t 
Life  an  intrusted  talent,  or  a  toy  ?  \ 

Is  there,  as  reason,  oon^ience,  Scripture,  say. 
Cause  to  pcovide  for  a  great  future  day*  .,  . 

Ulien.  Earth's  assign'd  duration  at  an  end, 
Man  wall  be  aummon'd  and  the  dead  attend  2 
The  tnM^pet-^will  it  aoun4  ^  the  curtaip  ri^^ ,  . 
And  show  th'  angu^t  tribunal  of  th^  ikiea,  .,,«,,./ 
Where  no  prevaricatidh  <>halLavan, .    ,  "  ^ 

Where  eloquence  and  artifice  «ball  fail. 
The  pride  of  arrogant  distinctions  fall, ,.      ' 
'  And  conscience  and  ^^^  oondupt  judge  ps  sill? 
Pardon  me,  ye  that  give  the  midu'^ht  oil ,   ' 
To  learned  cares  or  philosophic  toil,  , 

Though  I  revere  your  honourable  names,  ^ 

Your  useful  labours  and  important  aim$a  ^    ' 

And  hold  the  world  indebted  to  your  aid, 
Enrich'd  with  the  discoveries  ye  have  made  ^ 
Yet  let  me  stand  excused,  if  I  esteem 
A  mind  employed  on  so  sublime  a  themq. 
Pushing  her  bold  inquiry  to  the  date. 
And  outline  of  the  present  transient  state,  \ 

And,  after  poising  her  adventurous  wings, 
5)ettling  at  last  upon  eternal  things, 
Far  more  intelligent,  and  better  taught 
The  strenuous  use  of  profitable  thought,  ,. 
Than  ye,  when  happiest  and  enligbteo'd  most. 
And  highest  in  renown,  can  justly  boast 
A  mind  *unnerv'd,  or  indisypos'd  to  bear 
The  weight  of  suljechi  worthiest  of  her  care. 
Whatever  hopes  a  change  of  scene  inspires. 
Most  change  her  nature,  or  in  vaip  retires.   , 
An  idler  is  a  watch,  that  wants  both  bands  ;  ,' 

As  useless  if  it  goes,  as  when  it  stands. 
Books  therefore,  not  the  scandal  of  the  shelves. 
In  which  lewd  sensualists  print  out  themselves; 
Nor  those,  in  which  the  stage  gives  vice  a  blow,. 
With  what  success  let  modem  manners  show ; .     « 
Nor  his,  who,  for  the  bane  of  thousands  bom. 
Built  God  a  church,  and  laugh'd  his  word  to  soon^ 
Skilful  alike  to  seem  devout  and  just,  ,  ^ 

And  stab  reltgion  with  a  sly  side-tbmst; 
Nor  those  of  leam'd  philologists,  who  chase 
A  panting  syllable  through  time  and  space,  ^ 

Start  it  at  home,  and  hunt  it  In  the  dark. 
To  OanI,  to  Greece,  and  into  Noah's  ark';  ^ 
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ButiuehMl 

The  fiiend  of  truth,  th'  astociate  of  sounjl  4eM9»  , 

AM  sudi  as  b  tbe  2^  of  good  ^4siga, 

Strong  judgment  laboring  in  the  Scriptore  tefoe; 

All  ta'df  as  manljr  and  greii  soals  ptod'oce,' 

tVortby  to  live,  and  of  eternal  ate : 

Behold  In  thaw  what  leisttte  )M)nia  dcna«d, 

Amusement  and  true  knowledge  hand  in  IuiimL 

Luxury  Kirei  the  mind  a  childnh  cast. 

And,  while  ihe  poluhf«»  perverts  the  taste; 

Habits  of  close  attention,  thinking  heads, 

Become  more  rare  as  disslpatloii  spreads, 

Till  authors  hear  at  length  one  gen*nt1  cry, 

Tiokte  and  entertaih  ns,  or  we  die. 

The  loud  demand,  from  year  to  year  the  same, 

Beggars  Invention,  andm^kM  Fancy  laae ; 

TiU  fiiroe  itself,  most  moai«Nlly  jijwM, 

Galls  for  the  kind  aasistaMe  of  a  twne ; 

And  novels  (witness  ev^rynmitii^  revisv^ 

Btlia  their  name,  and  oAr  iiolhiDg>  new. 

The  mind,  relaxing  into  needful  sport, 

Sboald  turn  to  writers  of  an  abler  sort. 

Whose  wit  well  inanag*d  and  wtose  classic  style. 

Give  truth  a  lustre,  and  make  wisdom  smile. 

¥Hends  (fiiv  I  camwt  stint,  as  some  have  dooe,  ■ 

Too  rigid  in  my  view,  that  name  to  one ; 

Though  one,  I  grant  it,  in  the  gen'rons  breast 

Will  stand  advanc'd  a  step  above  the  rest : 

Fbw*rs  by  that  name  promiscuously  we  cat!. 

But  one,  the  rose,  the  regent  of  them  all)— 

Friends,  not  adopted  with  a  scbootboy^s  hasttf. 

But  chosen  with  a  nice  discerning  taste. 

Well-bom,  well-diMlplln'd,  who,  fdae'd  apart 

From  vulgar  minds,  tevie  bononr  much  at  heart, ' 

And,  though  the  world  may  think  th*  iagredicaCsodlS, 

The  love  of  virtue,  and  the  ftar  of  God  ! 

Such  friends  prevent  what  else  wouhl  loeii  raooaed, 

A  temper  rustic  as  the  life  we  lead. 

And  keep  the  polish  of  the  manneis  clean. 

As  theirs  who  bustle  In  the  busiest  scene  | 

Foraolitode,  however  some  may  rave, 

Seemmg  a  sanctuary,  proves  a  grave. 

A  sepulchre,  in  which  the  living  lie,. 

Where  all  good  qualities  grow  sick  and  die. 

I  praise  the  Frenchman  i,  his  remark  was  shrewd — 

How  sweet,  how  passing  Yweet,  Is  sOlitade ! 

But  grant  me  still  a  friend  hi' my  retreat. 

Whom  I  may  whisper^-^soffitade  is  sweet 

Yet  neither  these  delights,  tter  aught  be^e. 

That  appetite  can  efk,  or  wealth  provide. 

Can  save  us  always  from  a  tedious  day. 

Or  shine  the  dulness  olodll  life  away  ; 

Divme  communion,  carefully  ei^oy'd. 

Or  sought  with  energy,  must  fill  the  void. 

O  sacred  art,  te  which  alone  life  owes 

It*s  happiest  Seasons,  and  a  peaceful  dose. 

ScomM  in  a  world,  indebted  to  that  scorn 

For  evils  daily  felt  and  hardly  borne, 

Kot  knowing  thee,  we  reap  with  bleeding  hands 

FlowYs  of  rank  odour  upon  thorny  lands. 

And,  wtii|e  experience  cliutions  ns  in  vain. 

Grasp  seeming  happiness,  and  find  it  pain« 

Despondence,  self- deserted  in  her  grief, 

liost  by  abandoning  her  own  relief. 

Murmuring  and  ungrateful  Discontent, 

That  scorns  aiBictions  mercifully  meant. 

Those  bufooors  tai:t  as  wines  upon  the  fiet,^ 

Whkh  idleness  and  weariness  beget ; 

>  Bmyere. 


:;  * 


klMie,  _    _ 

fond  of  the  |AienteflEi  of  an 
t)vnot  communon  onaassf* 
prives  to  tbehr  dens  th*  dhadisat  beMis  «f  fMf. 
Bet  JudaVs  proaiis>d  king  bereft  of  ^ 
Driv'n  eut  an  adle  frein  the  fkoe  of  Wf, 
To  distant  caves  the  lonely  wandVer  Mfis, 
To  seek  that  peace  a  tynint*fe  fhvwn  denSbs. 
Hear  the  sweet  aceedts  of  hi*  tuMfhl  v«iee^    ' 
Hear  him,  ai>erwheinM-witheonre«»  |«t«geMi 
No  womanish  or  wailing  grief  baa  pait,  <   > 
Ko,  not  a  niomevt»'in  his  inyal.heaits 
Tn  manly  music,  such  as  nartycs  Bsskfy 
8off*ring  with  gladness  for  a  Savkmr^  sake ; 
His  soul  exults,  hope  anlmeieB  Ht  Myi^ -" 
The  sense  of  mercy  kmdlei  Hhto  fUlriSe, 
And  wilds,  fkmlliar wUh  a  Beu^Mhr, 
Ring  with  ecstatic  sounds  uinehM  MnAf''* ' 
Tis  love  like  his,,that  can  alone  dcfcat 
The  ibes  of  man,  or  make  a  desert  fcweet 

Rdigkm  does  not  censure  or  ezdude     .   ' 
tJminmber*d  pleasures  harmlessly  ftursM  i 
To  study  oulture,  and  with  artful  fcsl 
To  meliorate  aoitanetiieatubbosBeeif 
To  ghe  dissimilar  yet  fraJtMlalida 
The  grain,  or  herb,  or  plenty  that  endbdMMiii 
To  cherish  virtue  in  an  bumUestate,!'  •  ?« 
And  share  the  joys  your  bounty  mar  create ; 
1V>  ^aik  the  matchlem  trorklqgs  ofthe  joMV, 
That  shuts  wita'm  it's  seed  the  ftitui^  Ittm^, 
Bids  these  In  elcJgAnoe  df  Ibrm'excH,      ^ 
In  colour  these,  and  those  tfeKgfat  tte'dlielt' 
leads  Nature  fbith  the  daughter  of  th|^/^ 

f'o  dance  on  Earth,  and  chsrm  aU  biipsf^esro 
6  teach  the  canvass  innocent  deceit^  .  j,. 
Or  lay  the  landscape  on  the  snowy  sheekr*- 
Theee,  these  are  arts  pursu'd  without  a  cnm^ 
That  leave  no  stain  uptotbe^wii%1lf  lit.** 

Me  poetry  (or  rather  notes  IblKlhiinr' 
Feebly  and  vainly  atpoiflcfMM)!^-  ' 

Bmploys,  diut  out  fkem  moi<e  fafrwiinif  ^v|e— , 
Fast  by  the  banks  of  the  alow  windmg  Ouse ; 
Content  if  thus  sequester'd  f  may  ratsd 
A  monitoi's,  though  net  a  poet's  p^ise.  ''' 
And  while  I  tench  an  art  too  little  fcnowny 
To  dose  life  wisely,  may  not  waste  my  owlL  ' 


THE  TEABtT  PJBSTliESSf 


TITHINQ  TIME  AT  STOCSt  Of  f9BSg. 

TERsis  AnDRBssEB  TO  A  cooimr  et^heTMur  eB»- 
PLAiNncG  or  THE  oisAoaBiAaMRcaa  er  vne  om 
ANNUALLY  AProiimp  voa  asoMnMa  isft  H0 

AT  TBI  PARSOMACB. 

Comb,  ponder  well,  fsr  His  Ubjm^ 

To  laugh  it  wouM  bewie^g, 
The  troubles  ef  liwerthypclisty 

The  burden  ef  my  song. 
This  priest  he  mercy.is  and  ^C^ 

Three  quarters  of  a  year. 
But  oh  t  it  cuts  him  like  a  sithe. 

When  tithiof  lime  diaw«  near. 
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Am  one  at  pmAi&im, 
JkndloQgl   " 

Hebaavdfcu^BMDfsiiilfh.    • 

For  then  the  fiurmers  come  jog.  jpff» 

Along  the  mi|ry  .roaui, 
Each  heBTt^as  tofMry  V  a  ]p|^_ 

To  make  their  ^ymenU  good. 


In  aodtt,  the  '«*nMr  Uwath  ^tuf 

Is  not  to  be  eat^cia^d, 
Wh0B  he  that  liitei  aodhe  that  pays 

▲i«  both  *filB^  dhtiMS^ 

.  '    '    '    •  »► 

Kov  all  unwefip^iaeat  hii  gatet 

The  eUkoaimvim  alight. 
With  meftd  fi^and  bald  p«te»-<* 

fin  firmbiitjit  the  tig^rt- 

weQ  he  |ndy,  for  velf  be  tnowt 
Etoch  bampklQa  cf  (he  dan, 

~  of  paving  "^at  he  owes^ 
Will  ch&t  tim  M  he  can. 


SomtheycQMB   leaflb  i^ahmhi^teg^ 

And  flings  ha  faoMilefoB^ 
Ab^  IfakMi  ithe  dune  to  beg^ 

Afld  not  to  qoitm  moire.  y. 

«*  And  hoif  does  .miss  and  madfun  d<u 

TbefittlejnjviidalU^* 
«•  All  tigbt  «bd  welt  Ai^  hefir  do  jov^ 

Good  %,  yi^h»tr4*pKMSk  V      , 

The  dinnei'  ^met,  padiiimn  tliOf  ait :« 

Wdk  i^er  such  htrtigty  felk  ? 
There's  Uttle  ulkhig,  attMO"#ilrf 

Itisnotitfietftjdke.    '     ''    • 

Oatwipnh»,wtmv/gm^^ieew%.j 

Om  spits  npon  the  flopfk  .  . 
Tet,  DOttogiveofieaMorginer%      .     . 

0ol4Mp^thfreMk.befofe. 

The  pnocl^'goerf^nd'^  and  di«y  mdan 
And  lumpish  still  as  e^er^        ' 

like  barrels  with  their  belies  fi^f, 
They  only  weii^  the  beavieir.,^ 

St  length  the  busy  time  begins. 

**  Gome  neighbours^  we  must  wag— •» 
The  money  chinks,  Aomn  drop  their  duaf, 

Eaeh  lugging  out  his  bag. 

One  talks  of  mildew  and  cf  frost. 

And  one  of  stoims  of  hail» 
Ai^  qoe  of  pigs^  that  he  has  hist 

BytnaggoUattbetaiL 


eoQtf  <<  A  rarer  man  than  yo« 
lAvpnlpi^nmmakaUbeare 
Bii.yigtJ»etbi<bib  l»  ieU  yoa  Imob 
YoQ  sell  it  plaguy  dear." 

O  «hy  are  fiRmeramnde  so  cearse, 
Orclcigy  made  so  6ne^ 

A  kick,  that  searoe  would  vomt  s 
May  kill  a  sound  di^ne. 

Then  let  the  boobies  st»y  at  hmii^; 

Twonld  cost  him',  I  dare  say, 
lem  tfooble  taking  tw!oe  the  w/m,, 

WhhoQt  the  obwtti  thtf  pay. 


•^ 


i4niMitssib  TO  qiMBt  cowrt a,  Bitt.  oy  Utt  tumm^ 
cAi^iipi|i^EsrtNa  MLivsair  or'Tsa  nariMn 

or    WaRREM    iiASTtM0S»   Mt%0    1«  TBI    ««l«|»   •« 
■     LOBOS.  ^^       _  ^  .  .  ■   ' '     ,  'J' 

iCowpia,  nftoie  iilTer  voice,  leskM  lome^meahar^ 
;    Legend*  ptnfisL  deliTers  in  the  ears 

(Attentive  when  tfiOQ  read'at)  of  fihglaad'i  peeiig 
lict  verse  at  leugth  yield  t^  thy  just  rewaid. 
Thou  wast  not  heud  with  drowsy  disrefard. 

Expending  late  on  all  that  If^h  pf  plan 

Thy  geaProos  pow'i^  but  sileaee  honoar'd  tbai^  > 
Mute  a«, e'er  gaj^'don.of^torAKJbard.  . 
Thou  art  nofewoiee«1one»  bat  hsat  beside       [awMl 

Both  heait  and  bead;  and  noyddit  with  i 
Of  Attic  phcase  and  sinaloml  tone, 
like  thy  renownM  loMMiarB,  far  and  wide 

Thy  iame  diCnsey  pfftisHI-nat  Ibr  wHhranoe  ] 
Of  other's  ipeocb,  b«A  magio  of  thy  o*ni. 


UNSS  ADimsaSBD  TO  jytLDJiMtnw^ 

AUVHOa  09  TUM  npTAIIW  OAimm. 

Two  PoeU  1,  (poets,  by  vapoit. 

Not  oil  so  well  agree) 
Sweet  Harmonist  of  Floral  OOmt !. 

Conspire  to  henour  Thee 

Tbeybesteanjndseapoet^werlhi    . 

WbQolt  tbemaslveft  have  kmum 
The  paif^  of  a  poetic  biith 

By  laboori  ff  their  amn* 
Wo  tliBmlbge  plesa'd  eatol  thy  wbt^ 

•Though  variotts  yet  oomplete, 
Kich  in  embeillshment  as  stioag^ 

And  learned  as  tie  sweet. 
No  envy  mingles  vrMh  our  praisa. 

Though,  could  onr  hearts  repint 
At  any  poet's  happier  lays, 

They  would— they  must  at'thioet 

But  we,  in  mutual  bondage  knit 

Of  friendship's  doeest  tie. 
Can  gaze  on  even  Darwin's  wit 

With  an  uiyauidioed  aye  { 
And' deem  the  bei4>  wboeAer  he  be^ 


Who  would  not  twme  e  wienth  Ibr  Ihee, 
Unworthy  of  Us  ova. 


MRS.  MONTAQV« 

FEATHSB'HJKGDfCOk 

Thi  birds  put  off  their  et» ry  hu^ 
To  dress  a  room  ibr  Montagu. 

The  Peacock  seeds  his  heav'nly  dyei^ 
His  rainbows  and  bis  ptanry  eyes  j 

1  Alludhig  to  the  poem  by  Mr.  Bay^«,  ivtt^ 
^ooompaniei  these  linsi. 
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^^ 


iiowtws  fowmi 


The  Pheunt  plnmesi  wluch  CQWid  m&AA 
HiB  mantl'iDg  neck  with  4owQy  gold ; 
Tbe  Cock  his  aieh'd  tail  azure  shoir ; 
And,  riveiwblaDch'd,  the  Swan  his  foow* 
All  tnbes  beside  of  Indian  name, 
That  glossy  shine»  or  vivid  flame. 
Where  rises,  and  where  sets  tbe  day. 
Whatever  they  boast  of  rich  and  gay, 
Xbntribate  to  tbe  gvseoiis  plai^ 
Phmd  to  advance  it  all  they  can. 
This  plumage  neither  dortiing  show'r. 
Nor  blasts,  that  shake  tbe  drippiBg  boi^r. 
Shall  drench  agan  or  disoompoie, 
But,  screened  from  ev'ry  stocm  that  Uowi, 
It  boasts  a  splendoiir^ver  new. 
Safe  with  protecting  Montagn.    , 
.  To  the  same  patroness  resort. 
Secure  of  favour  sit  her  court, 
^rong  Genius,  from  whose  forga  of  thought 
Forms  rise,  to  quick  perfection  wrought. 
Which,  though  new-bom,  with  vigour  move,, 
Like  Pallas  springing  arm'd  from  Jovo-* 
Imagination  scatf  ring  round     . 
Wild  rosta  over  ftirrbw'd  ground. 
Which  Labour  of  his  firown  begnile, 
Ab4  teach  Philosophy  a  smile- 
Wit  flashing  on  Religion's  side. 
Whose  fifes,  to  sacred  Troth  applied. 
The  gem,  though  luviiooos  before. 
Obtrude  on  human  notice  more. 
Like  sunbeams  on  the  golden  height 
Of  some  tall  temple  playing  bright^— 
Well-tutor'd  Learning,  from  his  books 
Dismissed  with  grave,  not  haughty,  looks« 
Their  order  on  his  shelves  exact. 
Not  more  harmonions  or  compact 
Than  that,  to  which  he  keeps  confined 
The  various  treasures  of  his  mind — 
All  these  to  Montagu's  repair, 
Ambitfous  of  a  shelter  there. 
There  Genius,  Learning;  Fancy,  Wit, 
Their  ruffled  plumage  calm  refit, 
(For  stormy  troubles  loudest  roar 
Around  their  flight  who  highest  soar) 
And  in  her  eye,  and  by  her  aid. 
Shine  safe  without  a  fear  to  fade. 

She  thus  maintains  divided  sway 
With  yon  bright  regent  of  the  day  ; 
The^lume  and  poet  both  we  know 
Their  lustre  to  his  influence  owe  ; 
And  she  the  works  of  Phoebus  aiding. 
Both  poet  saves  and  plume  from  fading. 


>I  am  out  of  humaqily'i  nidi* 

i  must  finish  my  jounwy.aiooe,     . 
Never  hear  the  swetft  amme  of  apevAiM 

I  start  at  the  sound  ofoay  owd.  .     t . 
The  beasts,  ^at  roam  over  tbe  plain^ 

My  form  with  iodiiference  see ; 
fThey  are  so  unacquainted' with  man. 

Their  tameness  is  shockiog  to  me. 

Society,  friendship,  and  love. 

Divinely  bestow'd  upon  man, 
O,  had  I  the  wings  of  a  dove. 

How  soon  wdold  J  taste  jroa  agaaft  ! 
My  sorrows  I  then  might  assuage 

In  the  ways  of  religioft  and  truth. 
Might  learn  from  the  wisdom  of  age. 

And  be  cheer'd  by  the  sallies  of  youth. 

Religion!  whattreasore-ontold 

Resides  in  that  heavenly  «w0cd  I 
More  precious  than  stiver  and  gohtt 

Or  all  that  this  Earth  can  affonL 
But  the  sound  of  the  church-going,  heljl  . 

These  vallies  and  rodcs  never  heard^ 
Never  sigh'd  at  the  sound  of  a  knell. 

Or  smiPd  when  a  sabbath  appeared.    . 

Ye  winds,  that  have  made  me  your  sport* 

Convey  to  this  desolate  shore 
Some  cordial  eMfearing  report 

Of  a  land,  I  shall  visit  no  aaoM. 
My  friends,  do  they  now  and  then  aendk 

A  wish  or  a  thought  af^-ne  ?  . .      ,  ^. 
O  tell  me  I  yet  have  a  friend. 

Though  a  friend  I  am  never  to  sec 

How  fleet  is  a  glaqce  of  the  mind ! 

Gompar'd  with  the  speed  of  it's  flight. 
The  tempest  itself  lags  behind, 

And  the  swift-winged  arrow*  of  light; 
When  I  think  of  my  own  nathe  Hnd» 

In  a  moment  I  seem  to  be  there; 
But  alas!  reoollection at  hand  * 

Soon  hoiries  me  hack  to  despair^ 

But  the  sea-fowl  is  gone  to  her  nest. 

The  beast  is  laid  down  in  \aa  lahr ; 
Even  here  is  a  season  of  rest. 

And  I  to  my  cabin  repair. 
There's  mercy  in  every  place. 

And  mercy,  encouraging  thoogfat  t 
Gives  even  aflUction  a  graoe. 

And  reconciles  man  to  his  lot 


VERSES 

SVFPOSBD   TO  as   vrSITTRH.lT    AtSXAVDRR  SIlRnK' 

nuiiNG  HIS  solitahy  abode  in  the  islamd  of 

JUAN  FIlNANntZ.  ^ 

I  AM  monarch  of  all  I  survey. 

My  right  there  is  none  to  dispute  ; 
From  the  centre  aU  round  to  the  sea, 

I  am  lord  of  the  fowl  and  the  brute. 
O  Solitude !  where  are  the  charms. 

That  sages  have  seen  ip  thy  face  ? 
Better  dwell  in  the  midst  of  alarms. 

Than  reiign  in  this  horrible  place. 


ON  TR£  PROMOTION  OP 

EDWARD  TUURI4OW,  JBSf.^ 

TO  THE   Loan  HIOH  OlANCKLLOftSlilP  OF  I^CLAnw 

Round  Thurlow's  head  in  early  youtb, ' 

And  in  his  sportive  days. 
Fair  Science  pour'd  the  light  of  truth* 

And  Genius  shed  his  rays. 
**  See  !"  with  united  wonder  cried 

Th' eaperienc'd  andthe  aage* 
'*  Ambition  in  a  boy  snppVed 

With  all  the  skill  «f«ge  I 
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Difcernment,  e1ai|iicDoe^  ml  t 

Proclaim  him  bom  tofinqr 
Tbe  balance  in  tfaaluglMit  f^*^» 

And  bear  the  palm«waf  ^    • 
The  pnise  baslowM  was  just  and  wise  ; 

He  sprang  impetuous  forth 
Secure  of  conquest,  where  the  priae 

Attends  superior  worth. 

So  the  best  courser  on  the  plain 
Ere  yet  he  starts  is  known. 

And  does  but  at  the  goal  obtain 
What  all  had  dccm*d  his  own. 


ODE  TO  PEMX  •  .  •  HtDMAN  FRAILTT. 

But  oan  aloae  can  ne'er  pMnriT, 
T»  reach  thfe-distMit  c<MSt ; 

Tbe  breath  of  Heat^i  must  swell  the  saif  j 
OraUthetoillrlost 


^51 


ODE  TO  PEACE. 


Com,  peace  of  mind,  delightful  guest  I 
Return  and  make  thy  downy  nest 

Once  more  in  this  sad  heart ; 
Nor  riches  I  nor  pow*r  pursue. 
Nor  hold  forbidden  joys  in  Tiew  ; 

We  therefore  need  not  part. 

Where  wilt  thou  dwell,  if  not  with  me» 
From  av'rioe  and  ambition  free. 

And  plefsmre's  fisUl  wilea  i 
For  wbom,  alas  !  dost  thou  prepaK 
The  sweeU,  that  I  was  voolto  share. 

The  banquet  of  thy  amtles  ^ 
The  great,  the  gay,  shall  they  partake 
Tbe  HeaT*n  tliat  thou  alone  canst  make  ? 

And  wilt  theu  qoit  the  stream, 
That  murmurs  throii^  tktt  dewy  tnead, 
Tbe  grove  and  the  sequester'd  shed, 

To  be  a  guest  with'  thed  ? 
For  tbee  I  panted^  th^e  I  priz'd» 
For  th«e  I  gladly  saci;^fic'd 

t^ate'er  I  lov'd  before^  . 
AM  shall  I  Vee'thee  B^rt  aw»y, 
And-^pless,  hopfle«e|(hft|ur.thee  say-i^^ 


**  ^B^rem-ii !  w 


;^  JPi% 


no  morei" 


ffUMAN  FRAILTY. 

Wbak  and  irrssokita  is  man 

Tbe  purpose  of  to  day. 
Woven  with  pains  into  his  plan,    *>  / 

To  morrow  redds  avay.  *^  - 

The  bow  well  bent,  and  smart  tbe  ^Ving, 

Vice  seems  already  slain ;  '^' 

But  Passion  rudely  snaps  the  string,"** " 

And  it  revives  again. 
Some  foe  to  his  upright  intent 

Finds  opt  his  weaker  P9^» 
Virtue  engages  his  assent. 

But  Pleura  wins  his  heart. 
rria  bere  the  folly  of  the  wise 

Through  all  his  art  we  view  ; 
Jind,  iffhile  his  tongue  the  charge  denies. 

His  conscience  owns  it  true. 
JSoond  on  a  voyage  of  awfol  length 

And  dangers  little  known, 
A  stranger  to  superior  streogtb, 

MsLB  vainly  trusts  his  owo« 


THE  MODERN  PATRIOT. 

RiiBtLiOM  is  ny  thnme  all  4lay ; 

1  only  wish  t  woohi  come 
(As  who  knows  but  perhaps  it  may  ?) 

A  little  nearer  home. 

Yon  roaring  boys,  who  rave  and  fight 

On  t'other  side  th'  Atlantic, 
I  always  held  them  in  the  right. 

But  most  so  when  most  frantic. 

When  lawless  mobs  insult  the  court, 

lliat  man  shall  be  my  toast. 
If  breakmg  windows  be  the  sport. 

Who  bravely  breaks  tbe  most. 
But  O I  for  him  my  fancy  culls 

The  choicest  flow'rs  she  bears. 
Who  constitutionally  pulls 

Tour  house  about  your  ears. 
Such  civil  broils  are  my  delight, 

Though  some  folks  can*t  endure  them. 
Who  say  the  mob  are  mad  outright; 

And  that  a  rope  most  cure  them. 
A,  rope  1  I  wish  we  patriots  had 

Such  strinp  for  all  who  need. 'em— 
What  1  hang  a  man  for  going  mad ! 

Then  forewell  Britibh  freedom. 


ON  OBSERVING  SOME  NAMES  OF  LlTTLB 
NOTE  RECORDED  IN  THE  BIOQRA- 
-     PHIA  BRITANNICA. 

Oh,  fond  attempt  to  give  a  deathless  lot 
To  names  ignoble,  born  to  be  forgot ! 
In  vain,  recorded  in  historic  page. 
They  court  the  notice  of  a  future  age : 
Those  twinklhig  tiny  lustres  of  the  land 
Drop  one  by  one  from  Fame's  neglecting  hand  ; 
Lethean  gulft  receive  them  as  they  foil. 
And  dark  oblivion  soon  absoiha  them  all. 

So  when  a  child,  as  playful  children  use. 
Has  burnt  to  tinder  a  stale  last  year's  news. 
The  flame  ekiinct,  he  views  the  roving  pre— 
"  There  goes  my  lady,  and  there  goes  the  squire. 
There  goes  the  parson,  oh  illustrious  spark ! 
And  there,  scarce  less  illustrious,  goes  the  clerk  !'* 


REPORT 

OF  AM  ADJOSOID  CASB,  WOT  TO  IB  POONB  IM  AKT 
OF  THE   BOOKS. 

Bbtwbkn  Nose  and  Eyes  a  strange  contest  arose, 
The  specUcles  eet  them  nnhappiily'wrt>ng ; 

The  point  in  dispute*  was»  as  all  the  werld  know*. 
To  which  the  said  spectacles  ought  to  belong.- 
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flo  Tongue  wai  th»iwyi»  m 

With  a  great  d«al  «f  dull,  wid^  i%'«lM  df 
learnwg;  i  •  < 

While  chief  baron  Ear  wfrj^  hile—  Mia  lasBi^-    • 

So £un*d  for  hit  talent inniaely  tlieeetniiig. 

**  Id  behalf  of  the  Note  It  wjtl  quickly  appear. 
And  your  lordehip/*  he  said,  "  will  ondoabtedly 
flndy 

That  the  Note  has  had  spectacles  always  in  wear. 
Which  amoants  tp  powemnJlune  out  ef  BMod^" 

Then  holding  the  qtectacles  np  to  the  coart— 
'  **  Your  lofdihip  dbserves  tlMiSr  *>*  ^^^  ^"^  ^ 
straddle, 
A«wideattfa»)tfdgeortlMNee»lat  taehwi^  - 
Designed  to  ilt  oMwto  te^  Juitlttw^  MMto. 

**  Agahi,  wodid  your  lordship  a  moment  iuppoee 
(Tls  a  case  that  has  happened,  and  may  be  again) 

That  the  vrsage  or  coaotenanoe  had  not  a  Hose, 
Pray  who  would,  or  who  coOld,  wear  spectacles 
then? 

*'  On  the  whole  it  appears,  and  ms  argument  shows 
With  a  reasoning,  the  court  will  never  condeqan, 

That  the  spectacles  plainly  were  made  for  the  Nose, 
And  the  Ilose  wks  as  plainly  intended  Ibr  them." 


COWBR-SPOntt 


Then  thiftiag  hit  sidtb  (it  •  VvrnffHliummik^fmi 
He  pleaded  again  in  heMf  of  ^  ftPt^r  < 

But  what  were  hit  eigwaenitii  lev  people  kpQW«.. 
For  the  court  did  apt  ^Ook  4bfQr  were  e«i«)^Iy  1P^, 

80  Ml  lovdlMp  deer«s*Mai  a  ^g^  adlMlft  tene/ 
Decitive  and  eleT>  wHlMwit  eoe  ifm^M-Jt^  ^^     j 

lliat,  whenever  the  Note  put  hit  speetacles  on. 
By  day  light  or  oaMdle-light-EyetAonMheehot ! 


PNTW 

TOGETHER  VHTH  HIS  MSS., 
«r  TH  MOB,  »  na  MOimi  or  #tni%  lYSO* 

So  then-«the  ▼andab  of  CM' itl% 

Sworn  foes  to  wose  and  law. 
Have  bnmt  to  dntt  e  nobler  pile. 

Than  ever  Roman  taw  I 
And  Af^irray  sighs  o'er  Pope  and  Swift, 

And  many  a  treasure  more. 
The  well-jndg'd  purefaase,  and  the  gift 

That  gncVI  his  letter'd  store. 

TMr  pages  maoflled,  bum^  Md  toni^ 

The  lott  was  ku  tkms ; 
But  aget  yet  tooome  thaH  Inoora 

Hm  baming  of  Au  Mm. 


onrxttE^Aider 

Writ  wit  and  genint  meet  tfaefar  doon 

ln«lldivnmifilA9i«, 
They  UU  w  ofthe  fo(t  of  ]__ 

iMMvlwtliiiMM* 


! 


(Ver  Mnrray*t  !«■  the  ] 

They  folt  the  rode  dam. 
Yet  bkts'd  ttie  goeadiMi  eaa^  t^  kapt 

His  sacred  hmd  frote  bariiL* 

There  Mera'ry,  Kke  the  bee,  that*^  fed 

From  Flora's  balmy  store. 
The  qnintetienc^  of  til  be  feed 

Had  treasui^  np  before. 

The  lawless  herd,  with  W  Mod. 

Have  done  him  Cfuel  weong ; 
Hie  ilow*rs  are  gone —  but  ttUl  wn  fin4 

Hie  honey  on  hit  tongue. 


THE  LOVE  OF  THE  WORLD  MkHtmHi 


HYPOCRISY  DBTEGTED^ 

Thus  says  the  iNophet  of  the  Tnrt,.    .',. 
'*  Good  mutsulman,  abstain  from  vo^^ 
Tbere  it  a  part  in  ev»ry  swine      "  , 

No  friend  or  follever  of  ttiine 
May  taste,  whpte'er  his  incKnadoo^       / 
On  pain  of  extppnmnnicatiMk'*      '<■•-'  v 
Such  Mahoonetfh  mysterions  chiO^T"  ,^ 
And  thus  he  left  the  point  at  laign. 
Had  he  the  sinful  piMt  etiptfmtfVI,         i' 
They  might  wMi^iaftfty  ant  Ihe  fflik^^ 
But  for  one  pieoe  they  thohght  k  bail 
From  the  wholefhcf^  to  »e  flthliM  | 


-.-•f  I 


And  set  Iheiit^lt^^^iwit  te^ftnd 

WhatjointthepvopM^liadlnttMi}"^'"    "^• 
Mochcontm^eniy.ttm^aroif^u    Airu, 
These  choose  t|»ebe9k»lheheyyt)wi^|jr     . 
By  some 'tis  confidently  Mid  m,*!,,^..   ^ 

He  meant  not  to  fovbid  the  head;    ..dui^ 
While  others  at  ti»^td«9trinemi^  of  !..  . 

And  piously  prefer  thfklnil. >  1    N;d  m' 

Thus,  conscience  fiwed  fr^om  ef^iy  dog;.      ,^ 
MahomeUnt  eat  up  the  bog.'  ^''''  ^" ' 

You  laugho-'tit  well— The  <sl|e  { 


Bilay  make  you  laugh  on  t'other  8^£r^V      ' 
«  Renounce  the  world"  the  pma<^  dML'       , 
"  We  do,"  a  multitude  replSiTT'  ^^      " 
While  one  at  innocent  regardt 
Asnugandfnendfygamettatfit'^  "    ' 
And  one,  whatever  you  may  my^  * 

Gin  tee  no  evil  in  a' ptay ; 
Some  love  a  concert  or  a  race ; 
And  others  shooting,  end  Oe  dhdrn^  1 

Revil'd  and  loVd,  i«ienuCd  and  foliifyr^  ' ' 
Thus,  bit  by  bit,  the  worid  it  awaUcMMi^'  !  . 
Each  thinkthis.nngfabonr  mates  teoifta^ 
Yet  liket  a  tlice  as  weU  at  he  t  *  >.  r."  . 

With  tophittrytheirmiloe  they 4wenlm%.f)   t 
Till  quite  fimnWto^enmt'tkjeeiltii^.v'        H 

Mtmay  hepropm  |o  lafhnQJliB  mn^t^^hiCiItt 
piece  hat  alrwdy  appeered  in  pnat^^  bv^k^  IM 

it't  way,  though  with  nrnn ■Inwiiwj  M'- 

by  an  unknown  hand,  mte  thn  lAedMewM^^tt- 
oufttbeaathor'tpritfMafW        •    *•       4«  :/rr»i    .' 
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THE  BOA  ;  i .  TBB*  DOVES. 


«!• 


t»  TIK  BtATB  or 

SUhFUfCH. 

Tb  nymphB !  if  e*er  your  oyes  won  rad 
With  iBftri  o'er  la^kim  fBT*rifeei  Mkmd^ 

O  fbare  Maria'i  grief ! 
Her  ikv'rite,  even  in  liii  cage* 
( Wliat  will  not  banger**  omel  mgo  ?) 

AMikitfdtyatibiet 
When  Rhemn  ftrayt  Ui  tiote  aaong. 
The  egg  was  laid  from  wbieh  be  Bpning; 

And  tboagh  by  mtuie  mute^ 
Or  only  with  a  wbiitle  Uett, 
Well  taugbt  be  all  tbe  toundB  mprmf^ 

Pf%«eletorial«^ 
Tbe  bonoun  of  bis  ebon  poll 
Were  brighter  Hbaa  the  sleekeft  inoley 

His  bosom  of  the  hoe, 
WHb  which  AtaoM  docks  the  ddes. 
When  piping  winds  shall  soon  ariso» 

To  sweep  a#ay  tbe  dew. 
Above,  below,  in  all  the  bouse. 
Dire  foe  alike  of  bird  and  mouse^ 

No  cat  had  leare  to  dwell  & 
And  Bully's  cage  supported  stood 
On  prope  of  smogthest-shaven  woo4» 

Large-buiK  and  httic'd  well. 

Well-lattic'd,  but  tbe  gf»te»  alas'l 
Kot  rough  with  wro-of  steel  or  brasi^ 

For  BaVylsplttiBageeake, 
But  smooth  witli  wands  from  Ouae'taid% 
With  which,  whenfloeitly  peel'd  and  dtssd, 

Tbe  swaini^ilMst  Umkcto  mabc^ 


Night  vetPd  thepOte:  tllmftilMwetimf 
When  led  br  4MldOl  «bsrf|i  add  9ar*; 

Subaistenoeto  pro^Me, 
A  beaat  focth  sallied-ott  tM  soMt, 
Loog-back'd,  long^MiN,  wMi  wMUHttM  MMl, 

And  badger-coloiir'd  Mide. 

He,  ent*ringS  the  stndy-doOr,         ' 
It's  ample  area  'can  explore ; 

And  sdm€!Ching  in  the  wind 
Conjectofd,  sniffing  roand  and  nrnnd. 
Better  tl^an  all  the  books  be  found. 

Food  chiefly  for  the  mind. 
Just  then  by  adverse  fate  impre«'d» 
A  dream  disturbed  poor  Bnlly's  lest^ 

In  sleep  he  seem'd  to  view 
A  rat  fisst  clinging  to  the  cage, 
And,  acrcaming  jst  jdie  md.yestgty 

Awok«,and  found  it  tme. 
For,  aided  boMi-by  Mr'sfM'iMll, 
Right  toM  rattkltellMNMAr  Wtllt^ 

Ab  AiQse  I  Kfrlietfi^io  ^Mnc 
Mhiote  tba^bmvna  tbnt  ensn'dt 
His  teeth  wenMlwag,  Hv'aige  «m 

He  left  poor  Bully's  bariL 
04i«d3hr infie that  too %is  prey ; 
•gmct  lMk»  irhiooe.  issued  maay  a  My 
.      ^yanrtiidWinoMatwie, 
Mgbtf  JmMTspnldMm  weO,  I-viir, 
Por  wleociog  so  sweetm  thswt, 

FlMtitnck  within  hif 


Marin  wasps.   IhBiii— tmpwM 
80  when  by  BacchaniBaiis:toi» 

On  Hiracian  Hebnis'  side 
Tbe  tfOBienehanter  Orphom  fafl^ 
His  bead  srloneremain'd  to  tali 

The  cruel  death  he  died* 


TBB  nOSE. 

Tn  fose  bad  been  wash'd,}osfe  waA^in  mittcm^t 

Which  Mary  to  Anna  oonvey'd. 
The  plentifiil  moistore  ene«Bber*d  tbe  floir% 

And  wcigh'd  down  it*s  beantafol  head. 
The  cnp  was  all  fiU'd,  and  tbe  leaves  were  all  wgt^ 

And  it  seem'd  to  a  fiudfol  view» 
To  weep  for  the  buds  it  had  left  with  regrt^ 

On  the  ilonrishlng  bosh  where  it  grew.        ^ 
I  hastily  seiz'd  i^  unfit  as  it  was  . 

For  a  nosegay^  so  drippii^.and  drown'^ 
And  swinging  it  rudely,  too  rudely,  alat  1 

I  snapp'd  it,  it  fell  to  the  grooud. 
*'  And  such,"  I  ekdaim'd,  «'  is  the  pitiloii  ptfi 

Some  act  by  the  delicate  mind, 
R^araiess  of  wringnig  and  bvealtittg«  iMMlT       7 

Already  to  sorrow  rssignVI. 
*'  This  elegant  rose,  had  I  shaken  It  less,  ^ 

Might  have  bloom'd  with  it's  owner  a  White  ; ' 
And  the  tear,  that  Js  wlp'd  with  «  Nttle  addreiH 

Biay  be  foUoir'd  pertiaps  by  a  mile.'* 


TBE  DOVEi, 

Rbas'ktno  at  ev*ry  st^  be  tre^f . 

Man  yet  mistakes  his  way. 
While  meaner  things,  whom  SsaUnct  lead% 

Are  rarely  toown  to  stngr. 
One  silent  eve  I  wander'd  lata. 

And  heaid  tbe  voice  af'Imm; 
The  turtle  thus  addiess'd  her  mat% 

And  sooth'd  the  llst'ning  dove : 

*«  Our  motnal  bond  of  fisith  and  tniUl 

No  time  shall  disengage. 
Those  blemings  of  our  early  youth 

Shall  cheer  our  latest  age : 
<«  While  hmoceace  witbont  diBgutat^ 

And  constancy  sincere. 
Shall  fill  the  drcks  of  tboae  efse, 

AndnunedMiMadtlMitbcBe^  - 

**  Those  nis,  that  wait  on  aB  belowi, 

Shall  ne'er  be  Mt  by  me. 
Or  gently  felt,  and  only  so. 

As  being  sbar'd  with  tbeeu 

'*  When  lightnings  flash  mnp%  the  treai^ 
Or  kites  areliovYing  near, 

I  fear  lesttbee  almia  tteqr  M«>b 
And  know  no  othsr/feaiv 

«<  'TIS  tlien  I  feelKmelfaMfo^ 

Ami  pram  IbywedAed  side, 
BesolVd  a  union  fom^^life 

Death  new  ahatt  divide. 
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••  Bat €b !  Vaddemd  vnelnttto, 

(Forgive  a  Innticnt  tbcMg^t) 
Thoa  coald  become  onkkid  at  last, 

And  aoorn  thy  present  fat, 
**  No  need  of  lightnltogs  from  on  higli, 

Or  kites  with  cruel  beak  ; 
Denied  th*  endearments  of  .tbiD6  eye, 

This  widowed  heaft  nonld  break.*' 

Thus  lang  the  sweet  sequesterM  bird. 

Soft  as  the  passing  wind, 
And  I  recorded  what  I  heard, 

A  lesson  for  mankind. 


A  itAYBM,  while  with  glossy  breast 
Her  new-laid  eggs  she  fondly  pressed. 
And,  on  h^r  wickerwork  high  mounted,    > 
Her  chickeM  prematurely  counted, 
(A  fault  philosophers  might  blame 
.If  quite  esGempted  from  the  same) 
Bnjoy^d  at  ease  the  genial  day  j 
Twn»  April,  as  the  bumpkins  say, 
Tlie  legislature  ca)Pd  it  May. 
But  suddenly  a  wind  as  Ingh, 
As  ever  swept  a  winter  sky. 
Shook  the  young  leaves  abont  her  ean. 
And  fiU'd  her  with  a  thousand  fears. 
Lest  the  rude  blast  should  snap  the  bough. 
And  spread  her  golden  hopes  below. 
But  just  at  eve  the  blowing  weather. 
And  all  her  fears,  were  hosh'd  together : 
'*  And  now,*'  quoth  poor  unthinking  Ralph, 
**  'Tb  over,  and  the  brood  is  safe  j" 
(For  rayens,  though  as  birds  of  oipen 
They  teach  both  oonj'rers  and  old  women, 
To  tell  us  what  is  to  befall. 
Can't  prophesy  themselves  at  all.) 
The  morning  came,  when  neigbbouc  Hodge, 
Whojong  had  maik'd  her  airy  lodge, 
And  destinM  all  the  treasure  diere 
A  gift  to  his  expecting  fiiir, 
Climb*d  like  a  squirrel  to  his  dray, 
And  bore  the  worthless  prize  away. 

MORAL. 

^is  Providence  alone  secures 
In  ev'ry  change  both  mine  and  yours: 
Safety  consists  not  in  escape 
From  dangers  of  a  frightful  shape; 
An  earthquake  may  be  bid  to  spare 
The  man  that's  strangled  by  a  hair. 
Fate  steals  along  with  silent  tread. 
Found  oft'nest  in  what  least  we  dread. 
Frowns  in  the  storm  with  angry  brow. 
But  in  the  sunshine  strikes  the  blow. 


COWFER'S  POEM& 


A  COMPARISON. 


The  lapse  of  time  and  riters  ts  the  same, 
Both  speed  their  journey  with' a  restless  stream  ; 
The  silent  pace,  with  which  they  steal  away,  * 

Ko  wealth  can  bribe,  nopray'rs  persuade  to  stay ; 
Alike  irrevoeable  both  when  past, 
And  a  wid0  ooeu  twalknn  boUiatJatt 


Though  each  resemble  eadi  fo  ev^  pari, 
A  di#rettoe  strikes  at  length  the  mn^og  heart ; 
Streams  never  1km  ia  vain ;  where  streMn  abouad, 
How  laughs  the  land  with  various  plenty  crown'd ! 
But  time,  that  sho«M  ewkh  tha  iwU<r-aiBd, 
Neglected  leaves  a  dreary  waste  b^iad. 


AKOTHEIL 

ADIIIRE9SED  TO  A  YOinTC  LAST.    * 

SwEBT  Stream,  that  winds  thnmgb  yoodtr  glade, 

Apt  emblem  of  a  virtuous  maid 

Silent  and  chaste  the  steals  afang. 

Far  from  the  world's  gay  busy  throng  ; 

With  gentle  yet  prevailing  force. 

Intent  upon  her  destin'd  coarse ; 

Graceful  and  useful  ail  she  does. 

Blessing  and  blest  where'er  she  goes, 

Pure-bo8om'd  as  that  wat'ry  glus, 

And  Heav'n  reflected  in  her  Isca. 


THE  POET'S  KEfF^YEAR'S^GIFT. 

TO  MRS.  (sow  ladt)  TIU|OCKMO&T01I. 

Maeia  !  I  have  ev*ry  good 

For  thee  wisfa'd  many  a  tine. 
Both  sad,  and  in  a  cbeeiful  mood. 

But  never  yet  in  rhlne. 

To  wish  thee  fairer  is  no  need. 

More  prudent,  or  more  sprightlyy 
Or  more  ingenious,  or  more  freed 

Fh>m  temper-flaws  unsightly. 
What  frivour  then  not  yet  possessed 

Can  I  for  thee  require, 
In  wedded  love  already  Uest, 

To  thy  whole  heart's  desire  ? 
None  here  b  hafipy  but  in  past : 

Full  bliss  is  Miss  divine ; 
There  dwells  some  widi  fli<T*ry  1 

And  doubtless  one  in  Xkme. 
That  wish  on  some  h\r  ftitore  day. 

Which  F^te  shall  brightly  gild* 
(*Tis  blameless,  be  it  what  it  may) 

I  wish  it  all  fnlfill'd. 


ODE' TO  APOLLO. 

OK  AK  IKlf-OLASS  AtSRMT  MltD  HC  TVa  SVEk 

Patron  of  all  those  lu^kk^  h<aip% 
That,  to  the  wrong  side  feaains^  ,. 

Indite  much  metre  with  mucbpaiiib' 
And  little  or  no  meaning*       .^,  .^  .   .*f 

Ahwhy,  8inoaoMaiiB,i4aarB»«Cnftkli^    -  ' 
That  water  all  the  natioas. 

Pay  tribute  to  tby  gloricMis  IwmpSji      „o  K«r    . 
In  consult exiiala^ious^j        «.  ;»  '*    -«• 

Why,  stooping  from  the  BO0it>of  diy;  '    ■   -'' 
Toocovet(lasof  drftak,  *'  '*         *•   t' 

ApoUa,  hast  thon  staht  away 
A  poet's  drop  of  ink  ^ 
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ITi4)oniefaiU>tlMtiew]« 

It  floats  «  vapour  now, 
Impeird  tbrough  re([kms  dense  and  nn,- 

By  all  the  winds  thai  blow. 
Ordain'd  perbaps  ere  rammer  flie»» 

Combia'd  wkh  miUiont  more. 
To  form  an  Irii  m  tbe  skies. 

Though  black  and  Ibol  befbre. 

Illustrious  drop !  and  happy  then 

Beyond  tbe  happiest  lot. 
Of  ail  that  ever  poss'd  my  pen. 

So  soon  to  be  forgot ! 
Pboebns,  If  suck  be  thy  design. 

To  place  it  in  thy  bow. 
Give  wit,  that  what  ii  left  may  shinn 

With  equal  grsiee  below. 


PAiRiSG  Time  anticipated: 


I  sRALi  not  ask  Jean  Jaqoes  Ronsseau  >,  '* 

If  biids  oonlbbttlata  or  no  j 

'Tis  clear,  that  they  were  always  able 

To  bold  discourse,  st  least  in  fable ; 

And  e'en  the  child  who  knows  no  better. 

Than  to  interpret  by  tbe  letter, 

A  story  of  A  cock  and  bnll, 

Must  have  a  most  unoommon  sknil. 

It  chanc'd  then  on  a  winter's  day. 
Bat  warm,  and  bright,  and  cahn  as  May, 
.  The  birds  conceiving  a  design 
To  fbrestal  sweet  St.  Valentine, 
In  many  an  orchard,  copse,  and  grove, 
Asaembled  pn  afihirs  of  love, 
And  with  much  twitter  and  much  chatter. 
Began  to  agitate  the  matter. 
At  length  a  Bolfincb,  who  could  boast 
More  years  and  wisdom  than  tbe  most, 
Entres^,  opening  wide  bis  beak, 
A  moment's  Uber^  to  speak ; 
And,  silence  publicly  eq^'d, 
DeliTCT'd  briefly  thns  his  mind. 

**  My  fric»ds  1  be  cautious  how  ye  treat 
The  subject,  upon  which  we  meet; 
I  fear  we  shall  have  winter  yet*" 

A  finch,  whose  tongue  knew  no  control. 
With  golden  wing,  »nl  tattin  poll, 
A  last  year's  bird,  who  ne'er  had  tried 
What  marriage  mefms»  thus  pert  replied : 

*'  Methinks  the  gentleman,*'  quoth  she, 
"  Opfurite  in  tbe  apple  tree. 
By  bis  good  will  would  keep  us  single 
Till  yonder  Heav'n  and  Earth  shall  mhigle. 
Or  (which  is  likelier  to  beMl) 
Till  death  extermtnatt  us  all. 
I  marry  without  more  ado. 
My  dear  Dick  Atdcap,  what  say  yon  V* 

1  It  was  one  of  the  whimsical  speculations  of  this 
philosopher,  that  all  fables,  which  ascribe  reason 
and  speech  to  aniaals,  should  be  withheld  from 
children,  as  being  only  veUdes  of  deoeption.  But 
what  child  was  ever  deeshred-by  tham,  or  cao  be, 
as^inst  the  evidaice  of  hit  aeaie«  ? 


Dick  beard,  and  tweedling,  egllng,  bridling. 
Turning  short  round,  stratting  and  sidelmg. 
Attested,  glad,  his  approbation 
Of  an  immediate  conjugation. 
Their  sentiments  so«sreU  expressed 
Inflaenc'd  mightily  the  rest. 
All  pair'd,  and  each  pair  buUt  a  nasi. 
But  though  the  birds  wese  thus  in  baste. 
The  leaves  came  on  not  quite  so  fast. 
And  Destiny,  that  sometimes  bears 
An  aspect  stem  on  man^  af&irs. 
Not  altogether  smil'd  on  theirs. 
The  wind,  of  late  breath'd  geotly  forth. 
Now  shifted  east,  and  east  by  north ; 
Bare  trees  and  shrubs  but  ill  you  know. 
Could  shelter  them  from  ram  or  snow. 
Stepping  into  their  .nests,  they  paddled. 
Themselves  were  cMIi'd,  their  eggs  were  addled. 
Soon  ev'ry  fiither  blvd  and  mother 
Grew  quarrelsome,  and  peck'd  each  other. 
Parted  without  the  least  regret. 
Except  that  they  bad  ever  met. 
And  leam'd  in  future  to  be  wiser. 
Than  to  neglect  a  good  adviser. 

MOftAU 

Misses !  the  tale  that  I  lelata 

This  lesson  seems  to  carry— 
Choose  not  alone  a  proper,  mate. 

But  proper  time  to  marry. 


THE  DOG  AND  THE  WATER-LILY: 

KO  FABLE. 

Thb  noon  was  shady,  and  soft  airv 

Swept  Ouse's  silent  tide. 
When,  'scap'd  from  literary  cares, 

1  wander'd  on  his  side. 
My  spaniel,  prettiest  of  his  race. 

And  high  in  pedigree, 
(Two  nymphs  *  adom*d  with  ev'ry  grace 

That  spaniel  found  for  me.) 
Now  wanton'd  lost  in  flags  and  reeds, 

Now  starting  into  sight 
Pursued  the  swallow  o'er  the  meads 

With  scarce  a  slower  flight. 
it  was  the  time  when  Ouse  display'd 

His  lilies  newly  blown ; 
Their  beauties  I  intent  surveyed 

And  one  1  wiab'd  my  own. 
With  cane  extended  for  I  sought 

To  steer  it  close  to  land ; 
But  still  the  prise,  though  nearly  caught, 

Escap'd  my  eager  hand. 
Beau  mark'd  my  unsuccessful  paint 

With  fix'd  consid'rate  face. 
And  puzzling  set  his  puppy  brains 

To  comprehend  the  case. 

But  with  a  dierup  clear  and  stfOi«, 

Dispersing  all  his  dream, 
I  thence  withdrew^  and  foUow'd  long 

The  windings  of  the  stream. 

>  Sir  Robert  Gnnung>id«ighCtn» 
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cownara  POEMS. 


BeaUf  traltiqg  &r  before. 
The  floering  wieath  uain  diacemM, 
And  plttQginc  left  me  thoie. 

I  saw  him  vHb  thai  iUy  enopi^d 

Impatient  twim  to  aeel 
If  y  qoick  apptaaeb,  utd  mm  he  dnnp'd 

ThiB  treevne  «t  ngr  feat 
Chann'dwitfalkedgbt,  »  The  «Hli,«  I  ciW, 

«  Shall  hear  ef  this  ihy  deed : 
Uj  dog  shall  morliry  the  piMe 

Of  man's  superior  hieed : 
*'  But  chief  myself  I  wifi  eigoii^ 

Awake  at  diAy*s  call, 
T6  shew  a  love  at  prompt  as  fhme 

To  Him  who  gives  me  alf* 


7ME  POST,  TBS  0T8TSB,  JEKD  SESST- 
TITS  PLAXT. 

A«  Oyster,  cast  upon  the  shora. 
Was  beard,  though  never  beard  befera, 
Oompleining  in  a  speech  well  worded« 
And  woitbj  thus  to  be  reosHed— 

<'  Ah,  hapless  wrsteh  \  ooodemM  ttdwdl 
Vw  ever  in  my  native  shell ; 
Ordain*d  to  move  when  others  pleass^ 
NotiMT  my  own  content  or  ease; 
But  tom'd  and  bofletted  about* 
Now  m  the  water  and  now  auL 
Twere  better  to  be  bom  a  stone. 
Of  ruder  shape,  and  lieeling  none. 
Than  with  a  tenderness  like  mine. 
And  sensibilities  so  fiiie ! 
I  envy  that  unfeeling  shml^ 
Past  rooted  against  ev*ry  rob.'' 
The  plant  he  meant  grew  not  for  off. 
And  felt  the  sneer  with  sooni  eiKHii^j 
Was  hurt,  disgusted,  roortifiedy 
And  with  asperity  replied. 

When,  cry  the  boUnists,  and  stare. 
Did  plants  catIM  sensitive  grow  there  ? 
No  matter  when— a  poet's  muse  is 
To  make  them  grow  just  where  she  cheesei. 

'<  You  shapeless  nothing  in  a  dlsh^ 
Yon  that  are  but  almost  a  flih, 
I  scorn  your  coarse  insinnatkNi, 
And  have  most  plentifiri  ooonsisBy 
To  wish  myself  the  rock  I  view. 
Or  such  another  ddt  as  yon : 
For  many  e  grave  and  leained  deil^ 
And  many  a  gay  uidetter'd  spark* 
With  curious  touch  examines  me« 
If.I  can  feel  as  well  as  Jbe ; 
And  when  I  bend,  retire,  and  shiiiil^ 
Says—'  Well,  tts  more  than  one  would  tjiink !' 
Thus  life  is  spent  (oh  fie  upoo*t  H 
In  being  tottch*d,  and  oying^*'  0oo*t  I'  ** 

A  poet,  in  his  evening  walk, 
0>eiheard  and  checkM  this  idle  talk. 
«« And  your  fiBe^enaa,"  he  said.  "  nmlyDMa^ 
Whatever  evil  it  endures, 
Deserves  not,  if  so  soob^i  ~ 
Much  to  be  pitied  or  4 
Dispute^  thoa^  ihai^  are  fer  too  hm^ 

WhsM  Utk$amM/^m  tht^mnsf 


Your  fedtngs  ill  thrirMi 
Are  all  upon  your  own  acooant 

"  You,  in  your  gsBtto-workeneW^ 
Oomplain  of  being  thus  ^igpt/fil  i 
Yet  nothing  feel  in  that  ro^gh  ceet. 
Save  when  the  knife  is  at  your  thraa^ 
Wherever  driv^ta  by  wind  or  tide. 
Exempt  from  ev*ry  ill  beude. 

**  And  as  for  you,  my  lady  Scpuemishi 
Who  reckon  ev*ry  touch  a  btemiib. 
If  all  the  plants,  that  can  be  found 
Rmbellishmg  the  scene  around, 
Sliottld  droop  and  withe;*  where  they  gMV» 
Yon  would  not  feel  et  all    net  you. 
The  noblest  minds  their  viitue  pieen 
By  {Hty,  sympaiiiy,  and  leee : 
These,  these  are  fBeh'ngtfinly  iM^ '  ^  ^* 
And  prove  their  owner  half  divine." 

His  oensurs  renchM  them  us  he  dealt  i^ 
And  each  by  shrinking  showU  he  feU  it. 


TMS  SHMUmRRSm 


On,  happy  shades-^  me  unbtetit  f 
Friendly  to  psBiM  but  not  to  me  f 

How  ill  the  soene,  Wat  oflfers  rest. 
And  heart,  that  cannot  res^  agree! 

This  glassy  stseMB,  that.epfee^ifllg  9<»0» . 

Those  alders  quiv'riag  to  Iha  hmiie» 
Might  sooth  a  soul  toss  htm  4haii  mm. 

And  please  if  miy  thhig  couhljiajte^ 
ButflxL'dunaltenUeehre.    ' 

Foigoes  not  what  she  fe«A»  wittio. 
Shows  the  same  aadnsna  ev^iy  wbei«« 

And  slights  the  season  and  the  eeene. 
For  all  that  pleased  in  wood  or  lawn. 

While  Peace  possessM  these  silent  V"^ 
Her  animatiog  smile  withdrawn. 

Has  lost  It's  beauties  and  it's  pbw*r«ip 
The  saint  or  moralist  should  tread 

This  moss-grown  fUey  muimg;  slir^ 
They  seek  like  me  the  sctcvat  sh«K 

But  QoiUke  me  to  iiMwish.  vsi . 

Mefruitfiil  scenes  and  psospeett  wihK^ 

Alike  admonish  not  Id  rssm  ; 
Tliese  tejl  me  of  enjeymenta  put, 

And  those  of  S0IV9W8  yet  to  eottsb 


THE  wisimt  m08B9Mr^ 

WHAT|«at«i«,«li^hM4«Myi    '^ 

To  the  deUcate  growtlMf  M»Ub^. 
Art  has  in  a  meaenre  aapplied. 

And  Winter  is  deck*d  with  •.Mte 
See,  Biary,%rhat  beanties  i  ^mm 

From  the  shelter  of  that  snmqr  i 
Where  the  flow'rs  hew  tbB«temwflf  teipifi 

Though  abroad  they  aie  ficanengMidml* 

Tie  e  bow*r  of  Ase^dian  fw^ela, 
Whepe  Flote  is  stilt  in  her  prime^ 

Afortwmtowhichshei 
From  thee 
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While  Euth  wean  a  iBMtte  of  1 

Tbeie  piokt  era  as  fresh  end-aft  mt, 
JU  the  fiurailMidieirectest,  that  blow 

On  the  beautiliil  botonn  of  M*F* 
See  how  they  hate  »fely  mrn^d 

The  frowns  of  ■  sly  so  terere ; 
Sach  Mary's  true  kH«,  that  hes  Itr'd 

Throogh  many  a  torimlent  year. 
The  charms  of  (he  late  btowing  rose 

Seeraigrec*d  with  a  livelier  hue, 
And  the  winter  of  sorrow  best  shows 

The  tmth  of  a  friend  such  as  yon. 


MUTUAL  FORBEARANCE 
»  ¥•  ma  ■AVPiMBia  •*  thb   nAiaisD 

tTATt. 

Thb  lady  thns  wMtmfd  her  spouse^ 

«  What  a  mere  dungeon  is  this  house ! 

By  no  means  large'iinou^h  ;  and  w«l  it. 

Yet  thia  doll  room,  and  that  dark  clo&et, 

Thoae  h£hi|nags  wfth' their  Wi)rnoot  gnieei^ 

Long  beanis,  long  noses,  and  pale  feces, 

Are  such  an  antiquated  scene. 

They  overwhelm  mc  with  the  spleen.'' 

Sir  Humphrey,  shooting  in  the  dark, 

y/l  akea  answer  quite  beside  the  mavt^ : 

•^  Ko  doabt,  mt  #Mr,  I  ba^  hiiD  dme^ 

Engag'd  myselrtolie  at  hone, 

And  shall  es^oei  hhn  it  the  Aior, 

Fraciaely  when  the  oloek  ctrikea^lMn'.** 
<•  You  ant  to  deaf,"  the  My  criedv 

(And  nia'd  her  voien»  and  frown'd  beside) 

*'  Yott  are  so  sadly  denf,  my  dear, 

What  shall  I. do  to  nMUmyua  hear  ?" 
*•  Dismiss  poor  Harry  !"  lie  replies  { 

'*  Some  jMopie  are  more  nice  than  wise» 

Vor  one  slight  trespass  all  this  stir  ? 

What  if  he  did  ride  whip  and  spur, 
Twas  hot  a  mile — your  favorite  hone 

Will  never  look  one  hair  the  worse." 
•'  Well,  I  ptotest  His  tiast  all  bearing—*' 

«*  Child  I  I  am  rather  hard  of  hearings— " 
^'  Yea,  ftruly^-one  must  8cv«am  and  bawl  t 

]  tell  yon,  yao  cant  bear  at  all !" 
Then,  with  a  Toice  exceeding  low^ 
'*  No  matter  if  yoo  hear  or  no." 
Aina  !  •  and  is  domestic  ^i&» 
That  aorast  ill  of  human  life, 
A  pUgoe  so  little  to  bafisar'd* 
As  to  be  wantonly  incurred. 
To  gratify  a  frrtlW  paisiao. 
On  ev'ry  trivial  provocation } 
The  kindest  and  Urn  faappiert  pair 
Will  jfiod  oocananito  Ibfhear; 
And  aomathing  ev'ry  day  thiey  liv% 
IV)  pity,  and  tailm^  forgive. 
Bot  if  inirmitias,  that  lill 
In  cobomh  t»«hnlcitaf  all, 
A  HmMraraaensi  impalr'd. 
Are  criiaaam  UMla  to  be  apaiM, 
Then  iarewell  all,  that  must  create 
The  eomfort  of  the  wedded  state  j 
loafte^  of  hasmony,  *ttsjar, 
And  tomult,  aadintotine  wac 
Vo*.  XVIIL 


The  love,  that  cheem  life's  ]ate«t.iUge, 
Proof  againdt  sickness  and  old  age, 
Prescrv'd  by  virtne  from  declension. 
Becomes  not  weary  of  atteutioo ; 
But  live«,  when  ttrnt  exterior  grace, 
Which  first  inspir'd  the  flame,  decays. 
Tis  gentle,  delicate,  and  kind, 
To  faults  compassionate  or  blind, 
And  will  with  sympathy  endnre 
Those  evils,  it  would  gladly  core : 
But  angry,  coarse,  and  harsh  eacprassion 
Shows  love  to  be  a  nnfe  profession ; 
Proves  that  the  heart  is  none  of  hia» 
Or  soon  eapels  him  if  it  is. 


TUB 

HEGRO*S  COMPLAINT. 

Foac^D  from  home  and  all  it*s  pleasures, 

Afric's  coast  I  left  foriom ; 
Tu  increase  a  stranger's  treasiii««p 

O'er  the  raging  bilbws  borne* 
Men  from  England  bought  and  sold  me. 

Paid  my  price  in  jsaltry  gold  ; 
But,  though  slave  they  have  euroU'd  me^ 

Minds  are  never  to  be  aold« 

Still  in  thought  as  free  as  ever. 

What  are  England's  rights,  1  ask. 
Me  from  my  delights  to  sever. 

Me  to  torture,  me  to  task  ? 
Fleecy  locks  and  black  com;)texion 

Cannot  forfeit  Nature's  claim  ; 
Skins  may  differ,  but  affection 

Dwells  in  white  and  black  the  same. 

Why  did  all-creating  Natore 

Make  the  plant,  for  which  we  toiU 
Sighs  mnst  fan  it,  tears  must  water. 

Sweat  of  ours  most  dress  the  aoil. 
ThinlL,  ye  masters  iroir* hearted. 

Lolling  at  your  jovial  boards  $ 
Think  how  many  backs  have  smarted 

For  the  iweets,  yonr  cane  affords. 

Is  there,  as  ye  sometimes  tell  us. 

Is  there  one,  who  reigns  on  high  i 
Has  he  bid  you  buy  and  sell  us. 

Speaking  from  bis  throne  the  sky  ? 
Ask  him.  If  your  knotted  scourges. 

Matches,  blood-extorliog  screws. 
Are  the  means,  that  duty  urges 

Agents  of  his  will  to  use  ? 

Hark  !  he  answers— wild  tornadoes. 

Strewing  yonder  sea  with  wrecks  ; 
Wasting  towns,  plantations,  mbadowo, 

Are  the  voice  with  whikh  he  speaks. 
He,  foreseeing  what  vexations 

Afric's  sons  should  undergo, 
Fiz'd  their  tyrants'  habitations 

Where  his  whirlwinds  answer— Kou 

By  oor  blood  in  Afric  wasted. 
Ere  our  necks  rcceiv'd  the  chains 

By  the  mis'^es  that  we  tasted. 
Crossing  ia  your  barks  the  lanini 
V  u 
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By  our  sufferings,  since  ye  broogbt  u$ 

To  the  man-degrading  mart ;  ^  ' 
All  sustained  by  patience,  taught  ui 

Only  by  a  broken  heart ; 
Deem  our  nation  brutes  no  Ioniser, 

Till  some  reason  ye  shall  find 
Worthier  of  regard,  and  stronger 

Than  the  colour  .of  oor  kind. 
Slaves  of  gold,  whose  sordid  dealingi 

Tarnish  all  your  boasted  powers. 
Prove  that  you  have  human  feelings. 

Ere  yon  proudly  question  ours  i 


COWPipi'S  POEMS. 


PITY  FOR  POOR  AFRICANS. 

Video  meliora  proboque, 
Deteriora  saqoor.— 

I  own  I  am  shock'd  at  the^  purchase  of  slaves, 
And  fear  those,  who  buy  them  and  sell  them,  are 
kuaves;  [groans. 

What  I  hear  of  their  hardships,  their  tortures,  an<l 
Is  almost  enough  to  draw  pity  from  stones. 
J  pity  them  greatly,  but  I  must  be  mum. 
For  how  could  we  do  without  sugar  and  rum  ? 
Especially  sugar,  so  needful  we  see  ? 
What,  give  up  our  deserts,  our  Coffee,  and  tea  ! 
Besides,  if  we  do,  the  French,  Dutch,  and  Danes, 
Will  heartily  thank  us,  no  doubt,  for  our  pains  ; 
If  we  do  not  buy  the  poor  creatures,  they  will. 
And  tortures  and  groans  will  be  multiplied  stilt 
Jf  foreigners  likewise  would  give  up  the  trade. 
Much  more  in  behalf  of  your  wish  might  be  said  I 
But,  while  they  get  riches  by  purchasing  blacks. 
Pray  tell  me  why  we  may  not  also  go  snacks  ? 
Vour  scruples  and  arguments  bring  to  my  mind 
A  story  so  pat,  yon  may  think  it  is  coin'd. 
On  purpose  to  answer  you,  out  of  my  mint; 
But  I  can  assure  you  I  saw  it  in  print 
A  youngster  at  schoql  more  sedate  than  the  rest. 
Had  once  his  integrity  put  to  the  test ; 
His  comrades  had  plotted  an  orchard  to  rob. 
And  askM  him  to  go  and  assist  in  the  job. 
He  was  shock'd,  sir,  like  you,  and  answered — "Ob  no ! 
What  I  rob  our  good  neighbour  !  I  pray  you  dont  go; 
Besides  the  man's  poor,  his  orchard's  his  bread. 
Then  think  of  his  children,  for  they  must  be  fed." 
•*  You  speak  very  fine,  and  you  look  very  grave. 
But  apples  we  want,  and  apples  we»  H  have  ; 
If  you  will  go  with  nf,  you  shall  have  a  share. 
If  not,  you  siiall  have  neither  apple  nor  pear.*' 
They  spoke,  and  Tom  ponder'd — "  I  see  they  will  go : 
Poor  man  !  what  a  pity  to  injure  him  so  ! 
Poor  man  !  I  would  save  him  his  fruit  if  I  could. 
But  staying  behind  will  do  him  no  good. 
**  If  the  matter  depended  alone  upon  me,      [tree ; 
His  apples  might  hang  till  they  dropp'd  from  the 
But,  since  they  will  take  them,  I  think  Til  go  too. 
He  will  lose  none  by  me,  though  I  get  a  few." 
His  scruples  thus  silenc'd,  Tom  felt  more  at  ease, 
And  went  with  his  comrades  the  apples  to  sense  ; 
He  blam'd  and  protested,  but  join'd  in  the  plan  : 
He  8bar*d  in  the  plunder,  but  pitied  the  man. 


Tin 

MORNING  DKBABT. 

TwAs  in  the  glad  tmaan  of  sptiag, 

Asleep  at  the  dawn  of  the  day, 
I  dreamed  what  I  cannot  but  sing. 

So  pleasant  it  •oecn'd  aa  I  lay. 
I  dream'd  that,  on  ocean  afloat. 

Far  hence  to  the  westward  I  saird. 
While  the  billows  higfa4ifted  the  boat, 

And  the  fresh-blowin^r  breeze  never  faii'd. 
In  the  steerage  a  woman  I  saw. 

Such  at  least  was  the  form  that  she  wore, 
Whose  beauty  impress'd  me  with  awe. 

Ne'er  Uught  me  by  woman  before. 
She  sat,  and  a  shield  at  her  side 

Shed  light,  like  a  son  on  the  waves, 
And  smiling  divinely,  she  cried — 

"  I  go  to  make  freemen  of  slaves.**-^ 
Then  raising  her  voice  to  a  strain  , 

The  sweetest,  that  ear  ever  beard, 
She  sung  of  the  slaveys  broken  chain, 

Wherever  her  glory  appeared. 
Some  clouds,  which  had  over  us  hung, 

Fled,  chas'd  by  her  melody  clear. 
And  methought  while  she  liberty  snng, 

*Twas  liberty  only  to  hear. 
Thus  swiftly  dividing  the  flood. 

To  a  slave-cultur'd  island  we  came^ 
Where  a  demon,  her  enemy,  stood 

Oppression  his  terrible  name. 
In  his  hand,  as  the  kign  of  his  sway, 

A  scourge  hung  with  lasbes  be  boi«. 
And  stood  looking  out  for  his  prey 

From  Africa's  sornmUii  shore. 
But  soon  as  approaching  Ihe  land^ 

Tbatgoddess-like  wotoa*  he  tI6Sv*4, 
The  scourge  he  let  foil  ficoi  km  hand. 

With  blood  of  biasul^eetB  imlvciM. 
I  saw  him  both  sidcen  and  die, 

And  the  moment  the  moiister  expn'dy 
Hear'd  shouts,  that  asocndcd  the  sky. 

From  thousands  with  rapture  ios^'d. 
Awaking,  how  could  I  hot  muse 

At  what  such  a  dream  should  betide  f 
But  soon  my  ear  caught  the  glad  neirs. 

Which  serv'd  my  weak  thought  for  a  guidt— 
That  Britannia,  renown'd  o*er  the  wavea 

For  the  hatred  she  ever  has  shown 
To  the  black-sceptred  rulers  of  siavef^ 

Resolves  to  have  none  of  her  ow& 


NIGHTINGALE  AND  GLOW^WOM, 

A  NiGHTiNOALB,  that  all  day  long 
Had  cheei'd  the  village  with  his  Wmg, 
Nor  yet  at  eve  his  note  suspended, 
Npr  yet  when  eventide  was  ended, 
Began  to  feel,  as  well  he  might. 
The  keen  demands  of  appetite ; 
When,  looking  eageily  around, 
He  spied  far  <^,  upon  the  ground, 
A  something  shining  in  the  dark. 
And  knew  the  glow-worm  by  hif  spark  j 


Digitized  by  VjOOQ  IC 


ON  A  GOLDFINCH FABLE. 


6d9 


So,  itoopiiiip  down  flroni  hif#tTiorn  top. 
He  tboQgbt  t»  pai  hi«i  io  iris  crop. 
The  worm,  awM«  of  bis  intent, 
HaranguM  bim  ttuMy  rigbt  eloqu€tit-^ 

"  Did  yon  admire  ny  Yamp,"  qootb  he, 
*'  As  much  as  I  your  iDiostralsy, 
Yoo  would  abhor  to  do  me  wrongs* 
As  much  as  I  to  spoil  your  song; 
For  'tw^  the  telfsattie  pow'r  divine 
Taught  you  ta  t^ng,  and  me  to  shine ; 
That  you  with  masic,  I  with  light, 
Might  beautify  and  cheer  the  night" 
The  songster  beard  bis  short  oration. 
And  warbling  out  his  approbation, 
Releas'd  him,  as  my  story  t^ls, 
And  found  a  supper  somewhere  else. 

Hence  jarriog  sjpctaries  may  leam    * 
Their  real  interest  to  discern; 
That  brother  should  not  war  with  brother. 
And  worry  and  devour  each  other  ; 
Bat  sing  and  shine  by  sweet  consent. 
Till  life's  poor  transient  ni(;ht  is  spent. 
Respecting  in  each  other's  case 
The  gitls  of  nature  and  of  grace. 

Those  Christians  best  deserve  the  name, 
Who  studiously  make  peace  their  aim  ; 
Peace  both  the  duty  and  the  prize 
Of  him  that  creeps  and  bim  that  flies. 


Oy  A  aOLDFlNCH 

ffTAltVSD  fO  DEATH    IN   HIS   CAQE. 

Tims  was  when  I  was  free  as  atr. 
The  thistle's  downy  seed  my  fare. 

My  drink  -tiie  nosniag  dew ; 
I  perch'd  at  will  on  ev^ry  spny. 
My  form  genteel^  my  plumage  gay. 

My  strains  for  ever  fiew. 
But  gaudy  ptmsage,  sprightly  stram. 
And  form  geateel,  were  alf  in  vain, 

And  of  a  transient  date  ; 
For  caught,  and  cag'd,  and  starv'd  to  death, 
In  dyiqg  sighsuny  liUle  bisatb 

Soon  pass'd  the  wiry  grata* 
Tbnftib,  gastlw  swain,  foraH  my  woes. 
And  thaokt  for  this  effectual  doae 

And  cure  of  ev>y  ill  I 
More  croeliy  conid  none  express ; 
And  I,  if  you  had  shown  me  less. 

Had  been  yoor  pris'ner  still. 


THE   PINE-APPLE  AND  THE  BEE. 

Thi  pine-appl^,  in  triple  row, 
Were  basking  hot,  and  all  in  blow  ; 
A  bee  of  most  discerning  taste 
PerceivM  the  fragrance  as  he  passed, 
On  eager  wing  the  spoilg:  caaiie. 
And  search*d  for  crannies  in  the  frame, 
Urg'd  his  attempt  on  evVy  side. 
To  ev'ry  pane  his  trunk  applied ; 
But  still  in  vaiq,  the  frame  was  tight. 
And  only  (»ervions  to  the  light : 


Thos  having  wasted  half  the  day, 
He  trimm'd  his  flight  another  way. 

"  Methinks,*'  I  said.  "  in  thee  I  find 
The  sin  and  madness  of  mankind. 
To  joys  forbidden  man  aspires, 
Consumes  his  soul  wii^  vaki  desires ; 
Folly  the  spring  of  hrs  porsuit. 
And  disappointment  all  the  fmit. 
While  Cynthio  ogles,  as  she  passes. 
The- nymph  between  two  chariot  glasses, 
She  is  the  pioe-apple.  and  he 
The  silly  unsuccessfol  bee. 
The  maid,  who  views  with  pensive  air 
The  show-glass  fraught  with  glitt'ring  ware. 
Sees  watches,  bracelets,  rings,  and  lockets',. 
But  sighs  at  thought  of  empty  pockets ; 
Like  thine,  her  appetite  in  keen, 
But  ah,  the  cruel  glass  between  !" 

Our  dear  delights  are  often  such, 
£xpos*d  to  view,  but  not  to  touch  ; 
The  sight  our  foolish  heart  inflames. 
We  long  for  pine-apples  in  frames ; 
With  hopeless  wish  one  looks  and  lingers  ; 
One  breaks  the  glass,  and  cuts  bis  fingers  ; 
But  they  whom  truth  and  wisdom  lead, 
Can  gather  honey  from  a  weed_. 


HORACE,  Book  II.  Ooa  X. 

Reccivb,  dear  friend,  the  truths  I  teach^ 
So  shalt  thou  live  beyond  the  reach 

Of  adverse  Fortune's  powV ; 
Not  always  tempt  the  distant  deep, 
Nor  always  timorously  creep 

Along  the  treach'rous  shore. 

He,  that  holds  fast  the  golden  mean. 
And  lives  contentedly  between 

The  little  and  the  great, 
Feels  not  the  wants,  that  pinch  the  poor, 
Nor  plagues,  that  haunt  the  rich  man's  door, 

Imbitt'ring  all  his  state. 
The  tallest  pines  feel  most  the  pow'r 
Of  wint*ry  blasts;  the  loftiest  tow'r 

Comes  heaviest  to  the  ground ; 
The  bolts,  that  spare  the  mountain's  side. 
His  cloud-capt  eminence  divide. 

And  spread  the  ruin  round. 
The  well  inform 'd  pl^ilosopher 
Rejoices  with  a  wholesome  foar, 

Aud  hopes,  in  spite  of  pain ; 
If  winter  bellow  from  the  north. 
Soon  the  sweet  Spring  comes  dancing  forth. 

And  Nature  laughs  again. 

What  if  thine  Heav*n  be  overcast, 
The  dark  appearance  will  not  last; 

Expect  a  brighter  sky. 
The  God,  that  strings  the  silver  bow. 
Awakes  sometimes  the  Muses  too. 

And  lays  his  arrows  by. 
If  hindrances  obstruct  thy  way. 
Thy  magnaniqiity  display. 

And  let  thy  strength  he  seen  ; 
But  Oh  !  if  Fortune  fill  thy  sail 
With  more  than  a  propitious  gale^ 

Take  half  thy  canvass  in. 
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tiownxi  pottHs. 


4  REFLECtlON  6K  tHB  FOREGOING  ODE. 

And  is  tbh  all  ?    Can  ReasoD  do  no  more. 
Than  bid  me  shoo  the  deep,  and  dread  tbe  thoni 
^weet  moralist !  afloat  on  life't  rough  tea, 
Tbe  ChriAian  bas  an  art  unknowu  to  thee, 
lie  holds  DO  parley  with  unmanly  fears  $ 
tVhere  Duty  bids,  he-coDfidently  »tperSy 
Faces  a  thousand  dangers  at  her  call. 
And,  ti^tiiif  io  his  God,  sunaouDU  t^eOi  aAb 


THE  LILY  AND  THE  ROSE. 

Thk  nymph  mast  lose  her  female  frieod^ 

If  more  admir'd  than  she— - 
teut  where  will  Aerce  cuntention  eDdy 

If  flow'rs  can  disagree } 

Hvithin  the  garden*s  peaceful  seen* 

Appeared  two  lovely  foes, 
tUpiriog  to  the  rank  of  queen, 

The  Lily  and  the  Rose.    . 
^e  Rose  soon  reddened  into  nfgt^ 

And,  swelling  with  diadain, 
4%ppeard  to  many  a  poet's  paga 

To  prove  her  right  to  reign, 
^e  Lily's  height  bespoke  cemmand,    • 

A  fair  imperial  flowV; 
fehe  seemM  design*d  for  Flora's  band> 

The  sceptre  of  her  pow'r. 
^is  civil  bick'itng  and  debate 

The  goddess  chanc'd  to  hear. 
And  flew  to  savts,  ere  yel  too  lale, 

The  pride  of  the  parterre. 

"**  Yours  is,"  she  sai<!l,  "  tbe  nobler  hoe, 

And  yours  the  statelier  mien ; 
And,  till  a  third  surpasses  you. 

Let  each  be  deem'd  a  queen." 
Thus,  Booth*d  and  reconcird,  each  seeks 

The  fairest  British  fkir. 
The  beat  of  empire  is  her  cheeks^ 

They  reign  United  ther^ 


IDEM  LATINK  REODTTt)*. 

Hsu  inimicitias quotlesparit  aimnta fbrma, 

Quam  raro  pulchre  pulchra  pla<Jere  potest  > 
iSed  fines  ultra  solitos  diicordia  tendit. 

Cum  Iflores  ipsos  bilis  et  ira  motent. 
Hortos  ubi  dulees  pnebet  tacitoaque  recessiis, 

Se  rapit  in  partes  ^ens  aniAlosa  duas; 
Bic  sibi  regales  Amaryllis  Candida  cultto, 

Illic  purpurea  vindicat  ore  Rosa. 
Ira  Rosam  et  meiflis  qusesita  supeH>ia  tangunt, 

MuHaque  ferventi  trfar  ^ohibenda  sfnu, 
Dum  sibi  fautorum  ciet  ondiqire  nomina  Vatum, 

Jusque  suum,  m^ftb  carmite  futta,  probat 
Altior  emicat  ilia,  et  celso  Vertice  nutot, 

Ceu  floras  inter  non  habitura  parem, 
Vastiditque  alios,  «t  nala  videtur  in  osos 
imperii,  sc^fStnim,  FJc^quod  jpin  gerat 


Nee  Dea  wm  wfisit  atflis  tatottva  fiii^ 

Cui  corSB  est  pictas  pandera  runs  opsa 
Deliciasqiie  suas  noaqnaoa  Mn  prompts  toeii^ 

Dnm  lieet  ek  locns  est,  nt  taesitur,  atet 
"  Et  tibi  forma  datur  p.roceridk'  omnibus,"  inqut( 

*'  Et  tibi,  principlbus  qui  solet  esse,  color  j 
Et  donee  vincat  qussdam  forteodor  ambss, 

Et  tibi  reginsB  nomen,  et  esto  tibi." 
Hn  ubi  sedatus  fiirar  est,  petit  utrsqoe  nyfiphitt, 

Qualem  irfter  Veneres  Anglia  sola  parit : 
Hancpenesimparinm  est,  nihil  optantampliQi»ktt)fli 

Regnsatin  nitidis,  etunejit^  ifenii. 


THE  POPLAR  FIELD. 

Thb  poptars  are  felled,  fiirewell  to  tfafriliafc, 
Ami  tbe  whispering  sound  of  tbe  cool  coHooide; 
The  winds  play  no  longer  and  sing  hi  tbe  leaves, 
Nor  Ouse  oniiis  bosom  their  image  reoet^^ 
Twelve  years  have  elapsM.  since  I  list  took  a  tw 
Of  my  favorite  field,  and  tbe  bank  wherr  they  grew; 
And  now  in  the  grass  behold  they  are  laid. 
And  the  tree  4s  my  sens,  tiMt  oocb  lent  me  a  Aade. 

The  blackbird  has  fled  to  another  retreat, 
Where  tbe  hllzels  afford  him  a  screen  fmihUie  hnt, 
And  the  scene,  where  his  mcfudy  chanu'd  me  W:»re, 
Resounds  with  his  SWeet-flowing  ditty  no  ttiore. 
My  fug^ve  years  are  all  hasting  away, 
An^  I  mustece  IsAg  Vwm  lowly  as  they. 
With  a  turf/[|Q  priy, breast,  apd  i^  stop*  at  wy  head, 
Ere  ano<!bcr  mch  gcove^aball  arise  jq  It'4  aieai 
'Til  stsigM;  tmesigage  nae,  tS  any  tkiairieanj 
To  muse  on  theipaririim^  pUiesnShsrf  mSa ; 
Thnngh  taia'iifci  be  a  daeans  Ina  iMjuynsshta,  I  ttt, 
Have  M  titing-icis  di]SBa)ki  eicn  tinn>ba  i^ 


IDEM  LATINE  REDDITmt. 

PdiULn  ce^t  gratissiittt  co^S^jm} 
Conticu^re  snsurri,  omnisque  evaouit'nmbrs. 
NoUsB  jam  levibus  se  miscent  fh>ndrbb's  aurae, 
Et  nulla  in  i|inwwaaioraBi  Aiidk  imnfa. 
Hei  mibi !  bis  senos  dum  1o(*th  tdrqueor  atmoi, 
His  cogorsilvis  suetoque  caretet^eoesta. 
Cum  serb  rediensi  sthitasque  ite  gnmhie  eetneflft 
Insedi  arboribus,  s«b  quet»«iiar8notebn». 
Ah  ubi  nunc  meruto  cantus?  F^tnilorffliidl 
Silva  tegit,  dure  nondum  permSssa  bipemii ; 
Scilicet  exdstos  collte  campoiKltte  pat^ites 
Odit,  et  indignans  at  non  tedithnssabiTit. 

Sed'qtii^utKnsasdoleo8iiecK!srietfp!^»  -    '   ' 
Et  priilks  huic  parilis  qo&m  ci^verit  kVM  i^M. 
Flebor,  et,  exequiis  part  is  doi&ttrA,  ^MM 
Defixum  lapidem  tuouiliqise  csAtdtis^otfrvina. 

1  Mr.  Cowper  aiteilraM  altosed  tiuslsst  staso 
in  the  following  manner  :-*- 

The  change  *boCh  my  beart  and  tnf  "Bitiey  €mf^ 
I  reflect  on  the  frailty  of  man,  and  lib  joyt; 
Short-liv'd  as  we  nra,  yet  onr  pleasnf^  ^esee. 
Have  a  vtili  shoiter  date^  smd  dkf ^Msr «M  «4' 
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TRAMSLATIOMS; 
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Tim  nbiU  peii*«e  ▼W«ii»  IftW  Agva  mmwe. 
Agnosco  bttOitoM  iorUi  el  triatia  fata^^ 
Sit  licM  ip«e  bievi^  vokMsriqiM  simiUimiM  Qinbnp* 
£it  bominl  brefkr  oiitj^ii*  oUtura  voluptM* 


rOTCM. 


O  iMivTnii  TOret,  atifaeqw  »a1abre« 
O  nemora,  et  l«tn  livis  fplicibat  heriMB, 
Gramitwi  collar,  et  AouenaB  io  Yalltbui  vmbne ! 
Fata  iBod6  dedwrlnt  qoas  olim  io  rare  pateroo 
Delitiias,  procul  arte,  procul  formidine  novi, 
Quam  vellem  ignoUiH  ^uod  oieiM    mea   semper 

avebat. 
Ante  larem  proprium  placid  am  «ocpectare  senectam, 
Turn  demiim  exactis  non  infclicitcr  aonis, 
Sortiri  taciuun  lapklem,  ant  fub  cespite  condi  1 


CJCINDELA 


SiiB  Mpe  «aig»um  eat,.n0c  imrb  in  margine  ripa 

Reptile,  qnpd  Incet  node,  dieque  latet. 
Vermis  babet  speciero,  sed  babel  de  lumine  nomen  ; 

At  prisc&  4  fam4  non  liquet,  unde  micet. 
Pleriqae  k  caudi  oredunt  procedcre  lamen ; 

Nee  desunt,  credunt  qui  rutjlare  caput.  ^ 
Nam  superas  Stellas  quie  nox  accendit,  et  tlli 

Parcam  cadem  loeem  dat,  moduloqne  parem. 
ForsiUD  hoc  pnidcns  vofuit  Natnra  ca?eri, 

Ne  pede  quis  dnro  reptHe  contercret.    '• 
JExiguan,  in  tenebria  oe  greasom  offenderet  itUoa, 

Prstendi  voluit  forsitan  ilia  facem. 
Sive  nsum  busc  Nataca  parens,  sen  malnit  illamn 

Haud  frortra  acoenss  est  lux,  radiique  dati. 
Ponite  vQp  fastus,  humiles  nee  spemite,  magni ; 

Qaando  babet  et  mioimum  reptile,  quod  nite^t. 


J,    THE  GLOW  WORM 

TRAN^$I.ATlOi»  OF  THB  FOREGOrNG^ 

Beneath  tbe  hedge,  or  near  the  stream, 

A  worm  is  known  to  stray ; 
That  ahows  by  night  a  lucid  beam. 

Which  disappears  by  day. 
Disputes  haTe  been,  and  still  prevail. 

From  whence  bis  rays  proceed ; 
Some  give  that  honour  to  his  tail. 

And  others  to  his  head. 
But  this  is  sure-^rdbe  hand  of  migh^ 

That  kindle^up  the  skies, 
C3iv«s  him  a  modicum  of  light 

Proportioned  to  his  size. 
Perhaps  indulgent  Nature  meantj^ 

By  such  a  lamp  bestow'd, 
7o  bid  the  trkvMler  as  he  went. 

Be  careftil  where  he  trod  : 
?»for  crush  a  worm,  whose  useful  light 

Might  serve,  however  small, 
Xo  abow  a  stumbling  stone  by  nigh^ 
Ami  aav?  Uimftom  «  fall^ 


Whate*er  she  meant,  this  truth  ^iihm 

Is  legible  and  plain, 
Tis  ^w'r  almighty  bids  him  shine. 

Nor  bids  him  shine  in  vain, 
Ye  proud  and  wealthy,  let  this  them% 

Teach  humbler  thoughts  to  you. 
Since  such  a  reptile  has  it's  gem,, 

And  boasts  il^  splendour  too. 


CORmCULA. 

BT  VINGtMT  BOU^KI^ 

KiGSAS  inter  aves  avis  est»  qu«  plurtma  tuvrciK 

Antiques  asdes,  celsaque  Fana  colit. 
Nil  Urn  sublime  est,  quod  non.  ajDdffpe  volato, 

Aeriis  spemens  inferiora,  petit 
Quo  nemo  aspendat,  cui  non  vertigo  cerebrun^ 

Corripiat,  cert^  hudc  seligit  ilia  locum. 
Quo  vix  k  terrft  tu  suspicis  absque  tremore. 

Ilia  metOs  e^pers  incolomisque  sedet. 
Lamina  delubri  supra  fastigia,  ventua 

Qui  coeli  spiret  de  regione^  dooet ; 
Hanc  ea  prae  reliqiiis  mavult,  secura  perioli* 

Nee  curat,  nedi^n  cogitat,  unde  cadat. 
Res  inde  humauas,  sed  summa  per  otia,  specie^ 

Et  nllMl  ad  sese,  quas  videt,  esse  videt. 
Concursus  speotat,  platedque  negotia  in  ommV 

Omnia  pro  nugis  at  sapienter  habet 
Clamores,  quas  infra  audit,  si  forsitan  mudit^ 

Pro  rebus  nihili  negligit,  et  crocitaL 
Ille  tibi  iovideat,  felix  Comicuta,  pennas^ 

Qui  sic  bumanift  rebus  abesse  velit, 


IL    THE  JACKDAW. 

nAKSLATIOM  OF  T^E  FOBSOOIHO^ 

Trbbs  is  a  bird,  who  by  his  ooat. 
And  by  the  hoarseness  of  bis  note. 

Might  be  supposed  a  crow  ; 
A  great  frequenter  of  the  church. 
Where  bishop  like  he  flnds  a  percbi^ 

And  dormitory  too. 
Above  the  steeple  shines  a  plate. 
That  turns  and  turns,  to  indicate 

From  what  point  blows  the  weather^ 
l/x>k  up—  your  brains  begin  to  swimn 
nis  in  the  clouds — that  pleases  him^ 

He  chooses  it  the  rather. 
Fond  of  tbe  speculative  height. 
Thither  he  wings  his  airy  flight* 

And  thence  s^urely  sees 
The  bnstle  and  the  raree-show^ 
That  occupy  mankind  bek»g,^ 

Secure  and  at  bis  ease. 
You  think,  no  doubt,  h«  sits  aind  numN^ 
On  future  broken  bones  and  bruises. 

If  he  should  chance  to  fall. 
No;  not  a  single  thought  like  that 
Employs  hif  philosophic  pate. 

Or  troubles  it  at  all. 
He  sees,  that  this  great  rouad-aboat^ 
The  WorULr  "^'^  f  11  U'«  BQkotI«7  ^4^ 
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Church, ^army,  pbysiCi  law, 
Ifa  customs,  i|nd  W%  baaiiMKe% 
Is  no  concern  at  ail  of  bis, 

And  says— whi^  soy^  he  ?r^<h|ii|4  - 
Thrice  happy  Vird  !  I  too  have  seen 
Much  of  the  vanities  of  oieji ; 

And,  sick  of  having  seen  'em, 
Would  cheerfully  these  limbs  resign 
For  such  a  pair  of  wiugs  as  thine, 

And  iuch  a  bead  between  'em. 


COWFEVS  POEMS. 


AD  OR1LLVM. 

AXACHBOh'TlCUM* 
BT  Vlh'CEKT  BOURVS. 

O  QUI  mes  061  ins 
Argotulus  cborautes, 
£t  bospes  es  caoorus, 
Quaconque  ooBunorerif, 
FelicitatisoHen; 
Jncuodiore  oanta 
Siqoando  me  salatee^ 
£t  ipse  te  rapendaiD, 
£t  ipse,  qu4  valebo, 
Remuoervbo  nausA. 
Dic€ris  innocensque 
£t  gratus  inquilious  ; 
Nee  victitans  rapinis, 
Ut  sorices  voraces, 

•  Muresve  curif*!, 
Furumquc  delicatum 
Valgus  dom<^^ticorum  ; 
Sed  tutus  in  camini 
Recessibn«5,  qtiiete 
ContentuA  et  calore. 
Beatior  CicaiU. 

■  Quro  te  rtferre  form  I, 
QuoB  vore  te  videtur; 
£t  sal  titans  per  herbas, 
Unius,  baud  secundas, 
iEs^tntis  est  chorista :. 
Tu  caroien  infegratum 
Reponis  ad  Df  cembvero, 
Lntus  per  universuiu 
Incontinenter  annum. 
Te  nulla  lux  rclinqnit, 
Te  nulla  oox  rerisit, 
Non  nuislcas  vacantem, 
Cu'risve  non  solutum : 
Quin  amplies  cauemlo, 
Quin  amplies  frucndo, 
^tatulam,  vel  omni, 
Quam  nos  homniiciones 
Absumimtis  qucrcudu, 
JEtate  lougiorcm. 


III.    TUB  CRICKBT. ' 

TBAKSt/nON  OF  TITK  POREGOirC. 

)l.iTTLB  inmate, -fttil  of  mirth, 
Chirping  on  my  kitohan  beaitb. 


Whe^esoe'er  be  thine  abode^  ' 
Always  barbingtr  ^  gMd, ' 
Pay  me  for  iby  warm  MifiaM  > 
With  a  song  more  soft  and  ^Mtt  f  • 
In  return  thou  shalt  receive 
Such  a  strain  as  \  can  give. ' 
Thus  thy  praise  i^ball  be  ezpcepsHl* 
Inoffensive,  welcome  fues^  1 . 
While  the  rat  is  on  the  scout. 
And  the  mouse  with  curious  aooo^ 
With  what  vermin  else  infest 
Ev*ry  dish,  and  spdil  the  best ; 
Frisikifig  thus  before  the  fire. 
Thou  hast  all  thine  hearfts  desire. 
Though  in  voice  and  shape  they  be 
Form'd  as  if  akin  to  theQ, 
Thou  surpassest,  happier  ^r 
Happiest  grass -hoppeia  that  ar«  ; .  - 
Theirs  is  but  a  soouDer's  soog^ 
Thine  endures  the  winterJoa^yi. 
(Jnimpair'd,  and  bhrill,  and  dlear,*  . 
Mclijdy  throughottl  thfl  yean 
"Seither  night,  nor  dawn  of  day,   ' 
Puts  a  period  to  thy  play : 
Sing  then — and  extend  thj'  spim     ,  ^  .  , 
Far  beyond  the  date  of  u\^,         ..  ' 
Wretched  man,  whose  yeacs.ar^  ^P!i^ 
In  repining  discontent^   .  ,      /      i 

Lives  not,  aged  though  be  ,l«. 
Half  a  span,  compared  with  thee. 


SIMILE  AGIT  IK  SlMtLET, 

BY   VINCEMT  BOUBXa. 

Crtstatus,  pictiMjoe  ad  Th8(Ma  mitCMtt^itllk,    *' 

Missus  ab  Eoo  mnnnttttnante  t«tlif. 
Anciliis  mandat  pri^atti  f^rrhate  loqudftitt.     ' 

Archididascalini  dat  si57Tba?st)pns."-    =•  ' 
Psittace,  ait  Vf»\*,  fin^itqrte  soAantia  tntflte 

I^asia,  quae  docilis  AoR^  fSlhigit  ft*rf4;  '-  '    ' 
Jam  captat^jam  dimidiat  tyrunculus ;  et  jam 

Integrat  auditor  arlieuiatqve  sonos. 
Psittace  mi  pulcher  pulchelle,  hera  dicit  alamno; 

Psittace  mi  pulcher,  reddit  alumnus  bene. 
Jamque  canit,  ridet,  deciesqne  icgrotat  hi  hori, 

Et  vooaX  ancillas  nomine  qiM^i^u^  S*io.^  ,-,n 
MuIUique  scurratur  mendax,  et'  multa  Jociftliir, 

Et  lepido  populum  detioet  augurio. 
Nunc  tremulum  itludet  fratrem,  qui  su^picit,  rt  M ' 

Canialis,  quisquis  te  docet,  inquU,  homo  est  3 
Arguto?  nunc  stridet  anus  argululus  instar; 

Respicit,  et  ncbuto  es,  quisquis  e?,  inquit  anus. 
Qnando  fiut  melior  tyro^ineliorvo  m^gistFai 

Quaodo  duo  ing^ntis  ta«i  eoidre  parys*! 
Ardua  disoeoli  niiila'est>  r«s  oMlla  doosnti 

Afdua ;  cui»<lQCMt  fiBBuiia«  iii«cat  mm* 


IV.    THBFAJMOWi 

•ntANStAYtow  ot  ran  fwwatflirttr 

III  painted phnnaasapaiMy^rMi'iI^' 
AnBtive«fthegoTgooaa.ciuit»,  . 
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By  nany  m  billow toaiVI; 
Poll  fraiintt  length  the  BrHitb  ahorf^ 
Part  of  the  captain*t  pmekMs  itofe^ 

A  present  to  bia  tOMk 

Belinda*^  maklfl  are  soon  preferrM. 
To  teach  him  now  and  then  a  word. 

As  Poll  can  master  H  ; 
But  tis  her  own  importftttt  dbwrge, 
To  qualify  him  more  at  large, 

Ajnd  make  him  quite  a  wit 

**  Sweet  Poll !"  his  doating  mistress  cries, 
*'  Sweet  Poll !''  the  mimic  bird  replies; 

And  calls  aloud  for  sack. 
She  next  instructs  him  in  the  kiss; 
Tis  now  a  little  one,  like  Miss, 

And  now  a  hearty  smack. 

At  first  he  aims  at  what  he  bears ; 
And,  listening  close  with  both  bis  ears. 

Just  catches  at  the  sound  ; 
But  soon  articulates  alond, 
Mucb  to  th*  amusement  of  the  crowd. 

And  stuns  the  neigbbonrs  roond. 

A  qnemloos  old  woman^s  roioe 
His  hum'rous  talent  next  employs. 

He  scolds,  and  gives  the  he. 
And  now  he  sings,  and  now  is  sick, 
"  Here  Sally,  Susan,  come,  come  quick. 

Poor  Poll  is  like  to  die !" 

Belinda  and  her  bird  !  'tis  rare. 

To  meet  with  such  mwth  nmteh'd  pair. 

The  language  and  the  tone. 
Each  chaeaetor  m,  ev'ry  p«rt, 
SustainM  with  so  much  grace  and  art. 

And  both  ip  anisoo* 

When  childnen  first  begin  to  speU, 
And  summer  out  a.^Uable, 

We  tbink  them  tedious  crasjtuies  ) 
But  difficulties  soon  «bate, 
When  binU  are  to  be  tanght  to  pnte. 

And  woman  are  the  teacbecs. 


TAANSLATION  Of 


PniOR'S  CHLOE  AND  EUPnELIJ. 

AfaiCATOR,  visiles  oculos  ut  fa  Here  possit. 
Nomine  sob  6cto  trans  mare  mitt  it  opes  ; 

Lene  sooat  liquidumque  meis  Eupbelia  chordis, 
Sed  solam  exoptant  te,  mea  vota,  Chloe. 

Ad  speeohiaa  omabal  nitidos  Enphelia  crines. 
Cum  dhdt  mea  lui,  heus,  oane,  same  lyram. 

Namque  lyram  jvMk  positam  com  carmine  Tidit, 
Suaw  qnidem  carmen  dttletsonaniqne  Ijnram. 

Fda  lyras  Tooemque  poro,  snspiria  surgunt, 
Et  miscent  nuoeris  mnrmora  maesta  meis, 

Dumque  tuse  memoro  laudes,  Kaphelia,  forms, 
Tota  animft  iQt«rei  peudet  ab  ore  Chides. 

Submbet  iUa  pudore,  et  eontrahit  altera  frootero, 
Me  torquet  mea  mens  oonscia,  psallo,  tremo  j 

Atqoe  Cupidine4> dixit  Dea  cineta  coronA, 
Hen  !  falleodi  artMa  qoam  didicere  panim. 


TBB  MTSBTlir* 

HISTORY  OF  JOHN  GILPIN; 

SHOWING  HOW  BB  WENT  PARTHBIt  TRAM  HE  IMTEHDBft, 
AND  CAMS  SAPB  HOME  AOAIM. 

John  OirriN  wais  a  citizen 

Of  credit  and  renown, 
A  train-band  captain  eke  was  he 

Of  famous  London  town. 

John  Gilpin's  spouse  said  to  her  dear, 

"  Though  weflded  we  have  been 
These  twice  ten  tedious  years,  yet  we 

No  holiday  have  seen. 
**  To  morrow  is  our  wed'ling  day. 

And  we  win  then  repair 
Unto  the  Bell  at  Edmonton 

All  in  a  chaise  and  pair. 
**  My  sister,  and  my  sister's  child. 

Myself,  and  children  three, 
Will  fill  the  chaise  ;  so  you  must  ride 

On  horseback  after  we." 
He  soon  replied,  *'  I  do  admire 

Of  womankind  but  one. 
And  you  are  she  my  dearest  dear. 

Therefore  it  shall  be  done. 
"  I  am  a  linen-draper  bold. 

As  all  the  world  dotbknow. 
And  my  good  friend  the  calender 

Will  lend  his  horse  to  go." 
Quoth  Mrs.  Gilpin,  '*  That's  well  said; 

And  for  that  wine  is  dear, 
We  will  be  fiimish'd  with  our  own. 

Which  is  both  bright  and  clear.'' 
John  Gilpin  kiss'd  his  loving  wife  ; 

O'eijoy'd  was  be  to  find. 
That,  thoygh  on  pleasure  she  was, bent. 

She  had  a  frugal  mind. 
The  morning  cahie,  the  chaise  was  brought. 

But  yet  was  not  al^ow'd. 
To  drive  up  to  the  door,  lest  all 

Should  say  that  she  was  proud. 

So  three  doors  off  the  chaise  was  stay'd. 

Where  they  did  all  get  in ; 
Six  preciootf  souls,  and  all  agog 

To  dash  through  thick  and  thin.  ^ 

Smack  went  the  whip,  round  went  the  wheels. 

Were  never  folk  so  glad. 
The  stones  did  rattle  nndemeatb, 

Ar  if  Cheapside  were  mad. 
John  Gilpin  at  his  horse's  side 

SeizM  fast  the  flowing  mane. 
And  up  he  got,  in  haste  to  ride. 

But  soon  came  down  again ; 
For  saddle-tree  scarce  reach'd  had  be. 

His  journey  to  begin, 
When,  turning  round  his  bead,  he  saw 

Three  customers  come  in. 

So  down  be  came ;  for  loss  of  tine. 

Although  it  griev'd  him  sore ; 
Yet  loss  of  pence,  full  well  be  knew^ 

Would  trouble  him  macb  more. 
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'Twaa  long  before  the  customeri 

Were  suited  to  their  mind, 
When  Betty  screaming  came  down  stalm, 

"  The  wine  is  left  behind  !" 
**  Good  lack  V*  quoth  he — "  yet  bring  it  roc, 

My  leathern  belt  likewise, 
In  which  I  bear  my  trusty  sword, 
I     When  I  do  € 


Now  mixtress  Gil|iin  (careful  soul !) 

Had  two  stone  bottles  (bund, 
To  hold  the  liquor  that  she  luvM, 

And  keep  it  safe  and  sound. 

Each  bottle  had  a  curling  ear. 

Through  which  the  belt  he  drew. 
And  hung  a  bottle  on  each  side, 

To  make  his  balance  true. 
Then  over  all,  that  he  might  be 

Equipped  from  top  to  toe, 
His  long  red  cloak,  well  brush'd  and  neat. 

He  manfully  did  throw. 
Now  see  him  momted  once  again 

Upon  his  nimble  sti-ed« 
Full  slowly  pacing  o'er  the  stones. 

With  caution  and  good  heed. 
But  finding  soon  a  smoother  road 

Beneath  his  well  shod  feet, 
The  snorting  beast  began  to  trot. 

Which  gaird  him  in  his  seat. 
So,  "  Fair  and  softly,"  John  he  cried. 

But  John  he  cried  in  rain  ; 
That  trot  became  a  gallop  soon. 

In  spite  of  cuib  and  rein. 

So  stooping  down,  as  needs  he  must. 

Who  cannot  sit  upright, 
He  grasp'd  the  mane  with  both  his  hands. 

And  eke  with  all  his  might. 

His  horse,  w!vo  never  m  that  sort 

Had  handled  been  before. 
What  thing  upon  his  ba^^'had  got 

Did  wonder  more  and  more. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  neck^or  nought;  ^ 

Away  went  hat  and  wii? ; 
He  little  dreamt,  when  Le  set  out. 

Of  running  such  a  rig. 
The  wind  did  blow,  the  cloak  did  fly. 

Like  streamer  long  and  gay, 
Till,  loop  and  button  failing  both, 

At  last  it  flew  away. 
Then  might  all  pef*ple  veil  discern 

The  bottfes  he  had  shmjr ; 
A  bottle  swinging  at  each  side, 

As  hath  been  saM  or  stmg. 

The  dog^  did  liaik,  the  children  scream'd. 

Up  flew  the  windows  all ; 
And  ev*jy  soul  cried  out,  **  Well  done  !" 

As  loud  as  he  coutd  bawl. 
Away  weut  Gilpin— *who  but  hp  ? 

H  is  fame  sooa  spread  - arrmnd , 
"  Hef  carries  weight !  ho  rides  a  race ! 

'Tis  for  a  thonsond  pound  I" 
And  still  as  fast  as  he  drew  tiear, 

*Twas  wonderftll^o  view, 
How  in  a  trice  the  tnmpike  men 

Their  jatei  wWt  open  lUrcw. 


And  DOW,  as  he  wcnfl  iKWiiig  wSf09 

His  reeking  bead  full  low. 
The  bottles  twain  behi^A  Mi  ba^ 

Where  shattered  at  a  Mow. 

Down  ran  the  wine  into  ibb  maA, , 

Most  piteous  to  be  sets. 
Which  made  hisJMXSc'a  Aaoks  to 

As  they  bad  basted  been. 
Bnt  still  be  seemM  to  carry  w^^bt. 

With  leathern  girdle  bracM; 
For  all  might  see  the  bottle-necks 

Still  dangling  at  bis  waist. 
Thus  all  through  merry  Islingtoii 

These  gambols  he  m  play. 
Until  he  came  unto  the  Waah 

Of  Edmonton  so  gay  j 
And  there  he  threw  the  wash  about 

On  both  sides  of  the  way. 
Just  tike  unto  a  trundling  nop. 

Or  a  wild  goose  at  phry. 
At  Edmonton  his  loving  wifb 

From  the  balcony  sjiied 
Her  tendor  husband,  wondering  modi 

To  see  how  he  did  ride. 
"  Stop,  stop,  John  0  Ipin  I^Hete'sibe 

They  all  at  nnce  did  cry  ; 
"  The  dinner  waits,  and  we  art  tW  *J* 

Said  Gilpin — "  So  am  IT"  ' 

But  yet  his  horse  was  not  a  whit 

Inclin'd  to  tarry  there ; 
For  why  ?— his  owvmr  had 

Full  ten  miles  off,  at 
So  like  an  arrow  swift  he  flew.     ' ' 

Shot  by  an  archer  strbYig'; 
So  did  he  fly — whic^  brings  me  tf    . 

The  middle  of  my  ftoqgv]    ,*    «  . 
Away  went  Otipin  «ub  of  bmthr  • 

And  sore  against  his  wlll,*»      ♦ 
Till  at  his  friend  the  calender** 

His  horse  at  l^t  stood  stlU.    ' 

The  calender,  amazed  1^  see  .  ^  . 

Fits  neighbonr  in  snch  trirn^ 
Laid  down  his  pipe,  flew  to  the  ^te. 

And  thus  accosted*  him  * 
"  What  news  ?  what  news  ?  your  tidings  tdl  ^ 

Tell  me  you  must  and  shall — 
Say  why  bareheaded  you  are  come. 

Or  why  you  come  at  all }"  * 

Now  Gilpin  had  a  plea,sant  wH, 

And  lov'd  a  timely  joke  I 
And  thus  unto  the  calender 

In  merry  guise  he  spoke : 
"  I  came  because  your  hurse^  «oiiUI  «M»e; 

And,  if  I  well  foiwbo^,  .    . 

My  hat  and  wig  will  aooa  be-lieiNV '     * 

They  are  upon  the  road.'* 

The  calender,  right  glad  to  find 

His  friend  in  merr^  pin, 
Retiim'd  binn  not  a  smgle  word. 

But  to  the^house  went  in  ! 

Whence  straight  he  came  with  hat  and  w?;^ ; 

A  wig  that  flowed  behind, 
A  hat  not  much  the  worse  for  wear, 

Each  comely  in  iVs  kind. 
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H«  beld  them  ap,i4Q4.H>  bit  tiva 
Thm  shov'd  bis  readjbirit; 

"  Mj  head  hi*  twi<y|)|ui  big  m  yoar% 
They  therefore  needs  nuui  fit. 


«  But  let  tte  seraph  Hie  dirt  aimy; 

That  bangii  upon  ]rour  f<iee  ; 
And  stop  and  eifkf  fir  weU'yoo  may 

Be  iu  a  hungry  case." 

Said  John,  **  It  19  toy  Weddlog-cfay, 

And  all  the  world  woiifd  stare,. 
If  wife  should  dineiat  Bdmonton. 

And  I  should  dine  at  Ware/*'^ 

So  toming  to  his  horse,  hesaiif^ 

'*  I  am  in  haste  to  dioe  |,  ., 
Twas  for  your  pleasure  ynu  came  bere^ 

You  shall  go  b^ck  for  mine." 

Ah  luckless  speech,  and  booties^  boast ! 

For  which  he  paid  fqil  dear ; 
For,  while  he  spake,  a  braying  ass 

Did  sing  most  loud  and  ^ear; 

Whereat  his  horse  did  siiort^  as  he 

Had  heard  afkmfoar. 
And  gallop'd  off  with  all  his  might, 

Asketedddbetcfi^. 

Away  went  Gilpla^  a|i4  away 

Went  Gilpin's  hat  aad  wig : 
He  lost  them  soooer  than  at  first. 

For  why  ? — they  were  too  big. 

Now  mistress  Gilpin^  when'she  tav 

Her  husband  posting  down  : 
Into  the  country  far  aw9y, 

She  pnli'd  eut  half  a  crown; 

And  thus  unto  the  youth  she  said. 

That  drore  them  to  the  Bell, 
**  This  shall  be  yours,  when  yottiiring  back. 

My  husband  safe  and  wa1L» 

The  3routh  did  ride,  and. soon  did  meet 

John  coming  back  amain ; 
Whom  in  a  trice  he  tried  to  Stb^, 

By  catching  at  his  rein  ; 

But  not  performing  what  he  roeaot^     , 

And  gladly  would  have  done, 
The  frighted  steed  be  frighted  more, 

And  made  him  faster  run. 

Away  went  Gilpin,  and  away 

Went  postboy  at  his  heels. 
The  postboy's  horse  right  glad  to  miia 

The  Iurnb*ring  of  the  wheels. 

Six  gentlemen  upon  the  road, 

Thus  seemgOilfrii  #y, 
With  postboy  scamp'rin?  in  tke  mr, 

They  rais'd  the  hoe  and  cry  !•— 

**  Stop  thief  t  stop  thief !— a  highwayman  !" 

Nut  one  of  them  was  mute ; 
And  all  and  each  that  pass'd  that  way 

Did  join  ip  the  pursuit. 

And  now  the  turnpike  gat^  again 

Flew  open  in  short  gpaco  ; 
The  toll -men  tbinkin;;  as  befgre. 

That  Oilpio  rode  a  race, 


And  so  he  did,  and  won  it  too,  ' 

For  he  got  first  to  town  ; 
Nor  stopp'd  till  where  he  had  got  up 

He  did  again  get  down. 

Now  let  ns  sing,  long  live,  the  king, 

And  Gilpin  long  live  he ; 
And,  when  he  next  doth  ride  abroad. 

May  1  be  there  to  see ! 


^N  EPISTLE 

TO  AM  AFFLICTID  PROTBSl^liT  LADT  IM  FtAKCX. 
MADAM, 

A  stbangsr's  purpose  in  these  lays 
Is  to  congratulate,  and  not  to  )[Mraise. 
To  give  the  creature  the  Creatof  ft  due 
Were  sin  ip  me,  and  an  offence  to  you. 
From  man  to  man,  or  ev'n  to  woman  paid. 
Praise  is  the  medium  of  a  knavish  trade, 
A  coin  by  Craft  for  Folly's  use  design'd. 
Spurious,  and  only  current  with  the  blind. 

The  path  of  sorrow,  and  that  path  alone. 
Leads  to  the  land  where  sorrow  is  unknown  ;  , 

No  trav'ller  ever  reach'd  that  blest  abode, 
Who  found  not  thorns  and  briers  in  his  road. 
The  World  may  dance  along  the  floWry  plain* 
Cbeer'd  as  they  go  by  many  a  sprightly  strain. 
Where  Nature  has  her  mossy  velreC  spread. 
With  unshod  feet  they  yet  securely  tread, 
Admonish'd,  scorn  the  cautkMi  and  the  friend, 
Beut  all  on  pleasure,  heedless  of  it's  end. 
But  he,  who  knew  what  human  hearts  would  provs^ 
How  slow  to  learn  the  diotatca  of  his  love. 
That,  hard  by  nature  and  of  stubborn  will, 
A  life  of  ease  would  make  them  harder  still, ' 
In  pity  to  the  souls  his  grace  design*d 
To  rescue  from  the  ruins  of  mankind, 
Call'd  for  a  cloud  to  darken  all  their  years. 
And  said,  **  Go  spend  them  in  the  vale  of  tears. " 
O  balmy  gales  of  soul  reviving  air  I 
O  salutary  streams,  that  mnrmur  there ! 
These  flowing  from  the  fount  of  grace  above. 
Those  breath'd  from  lips  of  everlasting  love. 
The  flinty  soil  indeed  their  feet  annoys ; 
Chili  blasts  of  trouble  nip  their  springing  joys; 
An  envious  World  will  interpose  it's  frown, 
To  mar  delights  snperior  to  it's  own ; 
And  many  a  pang,  experienc'd  still  within. 
Reminds  them  of  their  hated  inmate,  Sin : 
But  ills  of  ev'iy  shape  and  ev'ry  name. 
Transformed  to  blessings,  miss  their  cruel  aim ; 
And  ey^ry  moment's  calm,  that  soothes  the  breast. 
Is  giv'n  in  earnest  of  eternal  rest 

Ah,  be  not  sad,  although  thy  lot  be  cast 
Far  from  the  flock,  and  in  a  twuiidless  waste  I 
No  shepherd's  tents  within  tby^view  appear. 
But  the  chief  Shepherd  even  there  m  near ; 
Thy  tender  sorrowa  and  thy  plaintive  strain 
,  Flow  in  a  foreign  land,  hut  not  i  a  vain ; 
Thy  tears  all  issue  from,  a  somroe  divine, 
And  ev'iy  drop  bespeaks  a  Saviour  thine — 
80  once  in  Gideon's  fleece  the  dews  were  found. 
And  drought  on  all  the  drooping  heihs  around. 
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REV.  W.  CAWTHORKE  VKfTlN. 

Unwin,  I  should  but  ill  repay 

The  kindnefls  of  a  frieDd, 
Whose  worth  deserves  bs  warm  m  lay; 

As  ever  Friendship  peim*d, 
Thy  name  omitted  in  a  page, 
That  would  reclaim  a  vicious  a^ 
A  UDion  form*d,  as  mine  with  thee. 

Not  rashly,  or  in  sport. 
May  be  as  fervent  in  degree. 

And  faithful  in  it's  sort, 
And  may  as  rich  in  eemfbrt  prove, 
As  that  of  true  paternal  love. 

The  bud  inserted  in  the  rbmd. 

The  bud  of  peach  or  rose. 
Adorns,  tliough  diflTVing  in  it*s  kind. 

The  stock  whereoli  it  grows, 
With  flow'r  as  sweet,  or  fruit  as  fiiir. 
As  if  produced  by  Nature  there. 
Not  rich,  I  render  what  I  may, 

I  seize  thy  name  in  haste. 
And  place  it  in  this  first  essay, 

Lest  this  should  prove  the  last 
Tis  where  it  should  be — in  a  plan. 
That  holds  in  view  the  good  of  man. 
The  poet's  lyre,  to  fix  his  ^ne, 

Should  be  the  poet's  heart; 
Affection  lighu  a  brighter  flama 

Than  ever  blaz'd  by  art. 
No  Muses  on  these  lines  attend, 
I  sink  the  poet  in  tke  friend. 


THE  TASK. 

ADVERTfSENfENT. 

Thb  history  of  the  following  production  is  briefly 
this  :  A  lady,  fond  of  blank  verse,  demanded  a  po- 
em of  that  kind  from  tiie  author,  and  gave  him  the 
SotA  Ibr  a  subject.  He  obeyed  ;  and  having  nouch 
leisure,  connected  another  subject  with  it :  and 
pursuing  the  train  of  thought,  to  which  his  situa> 
tion  and  turn  of  mind  led  him,  brought  forth  at 
length,  hiscead  of  the  trite  which  he  at  first  intend* 
ed,  a  serious  tiSbar —  a  volume. 

In  the  poem  on  the  s  abject  of  Edocatioi),  he 
would  be  very  sorry  to  stand  auspected  of  faatvmg 
aimed  his  censure  at  any  particular  school.  His 
objections*  are  such,  as  naturally  apply  themselves 
to  school*  in  general.  If  there  were  not,  as  for  the 
moat  part  there  is,  wilfot  neglect  m  those  who 
manage  tliem,  and  an  omission  even  of  aoch  diad- 
pline  as  they  are  susceptible  of,  the  objerts  are  yen 
too  numerous  for  minute  attention ;  and  the  aching 
hearts  of  tmr  thousand  parents,  mourning  under  the 
bitterest  of  alt  disappointments,  atteit  the  truth  of 
the  allegation.  His.  qoannet  therefore  it  «with  tha 
mischief  at  large,  and  not  with  any  paftioular  in- 
stance of  it» 

Boon  I. 

TI/E  SOTA, 

AftoviaziT  or  thi  fiist  bookw 

Historical  deduilioii  of  teat^  from  the  stool  to  the 


Sofa. — ^A  schoolboy^  ramble^— A  wdk  m  ^ 
ouuntry.^The  scene  desehbed*-BBml  sseaih  at 
well  as  aigbt$  deltghliiil.— Anathev  walk-Mis. 
take  concerning  the  chaeniaaf  salitadeosntcted. 
— Colonnades  commended. — ^Alcove,  and  tbe  vie* 
from  it  —The  wilderness. — ^Tbe  gro\e.  — Tke 
thresher. — ^The  necessity  and  the  beoe&tsof  eur- 
cise.—- The  works  (^  natnce  superior  to,  and  la 
some  tnstanees  inimitable  by,  artr— The  veari- 
someness  of  what  ia  eomaiOQly  called  a  hfe  rf 
pleasure. — Change  of  seene  sometknes  espedieni 
—A  common  described,  and  the  charsder  of 
craify  Kate  introdneed.— ^psiea — ^The  UnHOfi 
of  civilized  life.-*That  state  moat  favourable  to 
virtue.— The  South  Sea  islanders  compinaniated, 
but  chiefly  Omai.— His  present  stale  of  flMod 
auppo6ed.->CivilaEed  life  friendly  t«  virtae  but 
not  great  citiea  Great  citiea,  aad  LondOQ  a 
particular,  allowed  their  due  praises,  but  as- 
sured.— Fete  cbampetre.-*The  book  cancinda 
with  a  reflection  on  the  fotal  effects  of  dinipB- 
tion  and  efieminacy  upon  our  pnbGc  messum. 


I  siac  the  Sofo.     I,  who  lately  c 

Truth,  Hope,  and  Charity  >,  and  taudh'd  wifliaac 

The  solemn  chords,  and  with  « tjenlMing  hand, 

Escap'd  with  paiff  firom  that  advcutf  roos  fligiit, 

Now  seek  repose  upon  an  humbler  theiAe; 

The  theroa  though  humble,  yet  augnat  waA  pnal 

Th'  occasion-*for  tbe  Fuir  eommands  the  cone. 

Time  was,  when  clothing  sumptuous  or  for  u<«, 
Save  their  own  painted  skins,  our  aires  had  mma 
As  yet  black  breeches  ware  not ;  aatm  smooth. 
Or  velvet  soft,  or  plush  with  abag^  pife: 
The  hardy  chief  upon  tbe  rugged  radc 
Wash'd  by  the  sea,  or  on  the  gravelly  baak 
Thrown  up  by  wintry  torrents  rboting  lend. 
Fearless  of  wrong,  repoeHI  hta  wenry  strength. 
Those  barbarous  ages  past,r  sueeeaded  neDct 
The  birtlvdny  of  Invention  ;  weak  at  firtt, 
Dull  in  design,  and  olmnsy  to'perfiirm.' 
Joint  stools  were  then  created  ;  on  tiiree  Icfs 
Upbone  they  stood.    Three  le|^  upholdiDgira 
A  massy  slab,  in  fartiion  square  or  tooodk  ^ 
On  such  a  stool  imnsortal  Alfred  cat. 
And  sway'd  the  soaptre  of  hie  infant  laaimwa 
And  such  in  ancient  haUs  and  i 
May  still  be  seen  ;  but  perforated  i 
And  drili'd  in  holes,  the  solid  oah  ia  i 
By  worms  voracious  eating  through  aud.tbroaslb 

At  length  a  generation  more  reflnVl 
Improved  the  simple  plan  ;  made  tliroa  legs  Aaif 
Gave  them  a  twisted  form  vermicular. 
And  o'er  the  seat,  with  plenteous  wadding  stoit^ 
Induced  a  splendid  cover,  green  and  hlae. 
Yellow  and  red,  of  tap'stry  richly  wroaght 
And  woven  cfose^,  or  needle-woik  aoUi mft. 
There  might  ye  aee  the  piony  apread  wide, 
Tb^  full-blown  rose,  the  shepherd  and  his  lass, 
Lapdog  and  hiaMcin  with  Unek  aftaeing  eyes. 
And  parrots  with  twm  dierriea  in  their  beak. 

Now  came  iSie  cane  from  India  smohtbaad  kri^ 
With  Nature'a  vamiah  ;  severed  into  stripe^ 
That  interlaced  each  other,  these  supplicdL 
Of  texture  firm  a  lattice-work,  that  hiho4l 
The  new  machine,  and  it  became  a  nhain 

1  See  poems,  pp.  615.  695.  6^1. 
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BiiCreiUe»w«f  Aeohfltf}  tbe  baek  erect 

DUtresft'd  fhe  wemry  loin*,  that  felt  no  ease ; 

Tbe  ilipp'ry  seat  Wtray'd  the  sliding  part. 

That  prett*d  it,  and  the  feet  hung  dMgKnf  darnn, 

Anxiooa  in  vain  to  find  the  distaat  floon 

These  fur  the  rich }  tbe  rest,  nbom  fWte  had  placed 

In  modeft  mediocrity,  eottteot 

With  baM  maieriala,  sal  on  welMai^n^d  bidet, 

Obdarateand  unyieldmg,  glaiay  saMOlh, 

With  here  and  then  a  tiilt  of  crioMon  yam^ 

Or  scarlet  crewel,  in  the  coshioa  flx*d, 

If  cushion  might  be  caU'd,  what  harder  teemed 

Than  the  firm  oak,  of  which  the  frame  wae  form'd. 

No  want  of  timber  then  was  felt  or  fear'd 

In  Albion's  happy  isle^    The  lumlier  stood 

Ponderous  and  flx'd  by  it's  own  massy  weight 

But  elbows  still  were  wanting ;  these,  some  say« 

An  alderman  of  Cripplegate  contriv'd ; 

And  s4me  ascribe  th'  invention  to  a  priest. 

Burly,-  and  big,  and  studious  of  his  ease. 

Bnt  rude  at  ilrrt,  and  qot  with  easy  slope 

KeCMllng  wide,  they  prew'd  against  the  ribs, 

Aud  briiis'd  the  side ;  and,  elevated  high, 

Taught  the  raised  shoulders  to  invade  the  eai*. 

L»ri^  time  elaps'd  er  e'er  our  rugged  sires 

Complaia'd)  though  incommodiously  pent  in. 

And  ill  at  ease  behind.    The  ladies  first 

'Oaii  murmur,  as  became  tbe  softer  eex. 

lii<?PDious  Fancy,  never  better  (deas'd, 

Tiian  when  empley'd  t*  aocommedate  the  feir. 

Heard  the  sweet  nMan  with  pity,  and  devis'd 

The  soft  settee  j  one  elbow  at  eaeh  end* 

And  in  the  midst  an  elbosr  it  veoehpedi 

Tnited  yet  divided,  twain  at  oooe^ 

So  sit  two  kmgs  of  Breatferd  on  one  thnne  | 

And  so  two  citiaens,  who  take  the  air, 

Close  pack'd,  and  smiling,  in  a  chaise  and  one. 

But  relaacition  of  the  languki  frame, 

By  S.&  recumbency  of  outstretcb'd  limbs, 

Was  bliss  rB&erv*d  for  happier  days.     So  slow 

'J'he  growth  of  what  is  eiooellent ;  so  hwrd 

T*  attain  perfection  in  this  nether  worhL 

Thu/  iim  Necessity  invented  slools, 

Coavenienee  nfat  auggnted  elbow^bniis, 

And  Luxury  tkf  acoomplisb'd  Sofa  last 

The  nurse  sleeps  sweeUy^  fais'd  to  waisch  the  sick. 
Whom  snaring  she  disturbs.    As  swt«tly  he. 
Who  qoits  the  coacb^boK  at  Uie  miduight  hour, 
To  sleep  within  the  carriage  more  secure. 
His  legs  depending  at  the  open  door. 
Sweet  sleep  enjoys  the  curate  in  his  desk. 
The  tedious  rector  drawling  o>r  his  bead ; 
Awl  sweet  the  clerk  below.     But  neither  sleep 
Of  lazy  nurse,  who  snores  the  sick  man  dead ; 
Nor  his,  whoquiu  the  box  at  midnlgbt  hour. 
To  slumber  in  the  carriage  more  secure  ; 
Nor  sleep  ei^M  by  cnrolc  in  his  desk ; 
Nor  yet  thedonings  of  the  cierk,  as  sweet. 
Compared  with- the  repose  the  Sofe  yields. 

O  floay  1  live  exempted  (while  I  l;ve 
Guiltless  of  pampered  appetKe  obaeene) 
From  pangs  arthritic,  that  infest  the  ton 
Of  iibertins  Eflcess.    The  Sofa  suits 
The  gouliy  limb,  'tis  tme  ;  be*  gouty  limb. 
Though  on  a<8ofe,  nsay  1  never  feel : 
For  I  have  lov'd  Ihe  rnrsi  walk  though  hmes, 
Of  grassy  sw«ith,  ciose  cropp'd  by  nibbling  sheep, 
And  skirted  thick  with  intertexture  firm 
Pf  thorny  boughs;  have  lov'd  tbe  rural  walk 


O'er  hills,  through  vallies,  ind  by  riveraP  brink. 
E'er  since  a  truant  boy  1  pass'd  my  bounds, 
T'  tejoy  a  ramble  on  the  bankn  of  Thames ; 
And  still  remember,  nor  without  regret. 
Of  hours,  that  sorrow  smce  has  much  endeared. 
How  oft,  my  slice  of  pochet'Store  oonsnmM, 
Still  huDgp'ring,  pennyless,  and  fer  froBi  hoM, 
I  fed  on  scarlet  hips  and  stony  haws, 
Or  blushing  crabs,  or  berries,  that  embom 
The  bramble,  black  as  jet,  or  shnsaostere. 
Hard  fere  !  but  such  as  boyish  appetite 
Disdains  not ;  nor  the  palate,  undeprav'd 
By  culinary  arts,  uosav'ry  deems. 
No  Sofe  tlieo  awaited  my  return ! 
Nor  Sofa  then  I  needed.    Youth  repain 
His  wasted  spirits  quickly,  by  long  toil 
Incurring  short  fatigue  ;  and,  though  onr  years. 
As  life  declines,  speed  rapidly  away. 
And  not  a  year  hot  pilfers  as  he  goes 
Some  youthful  grace,  that  age  would  gladly  keep ; 
A  tooth,  or  anbnrn  lock,  and  by  degrees 
Their  length  and  ootoar  from  the  looks  they  spare; 
The  elastic  spring  of  an  niiwearied  feet. 
That  mounts  the  stile  with  ease,  or  leaps  the  fem)e, 
Tliat  play  of  inngs,  inhaling  and  again 
Respiring  freely  the  fresh  air,  that  makes 
Swift  pace  or  steep  ascent  no  toil  to  me. 
Mine  have  not  pitfer'd  yet ;  nor  yet  impafr'4 
My  relish  of  fenrprmpeet;  scenes  that  sooth'd 
Or  cbarm'd  me  young,  no  longer  young,  I  find 
Still  soothing,  and  of  pow'r  to  charm  me  stUL 
And  witness,  dear  companion  of  my  walks. 
Whose  arm  this  twentieth  wiader  I  pereeivia 
Fasttlock'd  in  mine,  with  pleasure  such  as  lovi^ 
Confirm 'd  iyy  long  experience  of  thy  worth 
And  welUtried  virtues,  oanld  alone  inspire— 
Witness  a  joy  that  thoa  hast  doubted  tong. 
Thou  know'st  my  praise  of  natim  most  sincere, 
And  that  my  raptures  are  not  conjur'd  up 
To  serve  occasions  of  poetic  pomp. 
But  genuine,  and  art  partner  of  them  alL 
How  oft  upon  yon  eminence  our  pace 
Has  slackenM  to  a  pause,  and  we  have  home 
Tbe  ruffling  wind,  scarce  conscious  that  it  Uaw, 
While  Admiration,  feeding  at  the  eye. 
And  still  unsated,  dwelt  upon  the  scene. 
Thence  with  what  pleasure  have  we  jostdlscem'd 
The  distant  plough  slow  moving,  and  beside 
His  labVing  team,  that  swerv'd  not  from  the  tmcki 
The  sturdy  swain  diminished  to  a  bov  ! 
Here  Ouse,  slow  winding  through  a  level  plam 
Of  spacious  meads  with  cattle  sprinkled  tfef. 
Conducts  the  eye  along  his  sinuous  course 
Delighted.    There,  fest  rooted  in  their  bank. 
Stand,  never  overlook'd,  onr  fav'rite  elms. 
That  screen  tbe  herdsman's  solitary  hut; 
While  far  beyond,  and  overthwart  the  stremn. 
That,  as  with  molteo  glass,  inlays  the  vale. 
The  sloping  land  recedes  into  the  clouds  ; 
,  Disphiying  on  it's  varied  side  ihe  grace 
Of  hedge-row  beauties  numberless,  square  tow'r. 
Tall  jpire,  from  which  the  sound  of  dieerful  bells 
Just  undulates  upon  the  list'smg  ear. 
Groves,  heaths,  and  smokmg  villages,  remote. 
Scenes  must  be  beautiful,  which  daily  view'd 
Please  daily,  and  whose  novelty  survives 
Lung  knovrledge  and  the  scnithiy  of  yean^ 
Praise  justly  due  to  those  that  1  describe. 
Nor  ronl  lights  alQne|4>nt  cnral  fpandi^ 
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Exhilirate  tlv^  qpintf  .aiA  restore 
The  tone  of  Unguicl  Nature.     Miglitj  winds, 
That  sweep  tHe  skiit  of  somefsf-^jpreadii^  wood 
Of  ancient  growth,  make  music  not  unlike 
The  dash  of  Ocean  vn  his  wiodii^  shore^ 
And  loll  the  spirit  whif9  tbejr  611  the  mind; 
Unnumher'4  branclic&  waving  in  the  blast. 
And  all  iheir  leaver  fast  fluti'dng,  all  at  once» 
Nor  less  composare  w^ts  upon  tHe  roar 
or  distant  floods,  or  on  the  siifter  voice 
Of  neighbVing^fountaiQ^  or  of  rills  that  slip 
Through  the  cjeft  rpck,  and,  chiming  as  they  fall 
Upon  loose  pebb1ef»  lose  themselves  at  length 
In  matted  grass,  that  wit(i  a  livelier  green 
Betrays  the  secret  of  their  silent  course. 
Nature  inanimate  employs  sweet  souodsy 
But  animated  nature  sweeter  still, 
To  sooth  and  satisftr  the  human  ear. 
Ten  thousand  warblers  cheer  the  day,  and  ana 
The  live  long  mght :  nor  these  alone,  whose  notes 
Nice-finger'd  Art  must  emulate  in  vain. 
But  cawing  rooks,  and  kites  that  swim  sublime 
In  still  repeated  circles,  screaming  load. 
The  jay,  the  pie,  and  ev*n  the  boding  owl. 
That  hails  the  rising  nooon,  have  charms  for  me. 
Sounds  inharmonious  in  themselves  and  harsh, 
Yet  heard  in  scenes  where  peace  hr  ever  reigna^ 
And  only  there,  please  highly  for  their  sake. 

Peace  to  the  artist,  whose  ingenious  thought 
Devis'd  the  weather-bouse,  that  useful  toy  ! 
Fearless  of  humid  air  and  gathering  rains, 
Forth  steps  the  man—an  emblem  of  myself  J 
More  delicate  his  timorous  mate  retires. 
When  Winter  soaks  the  fields,  and  female  fieet. 
Too  weak  to  struggle  with  tenacious  clay, 
Or  ford  the  rivultis,  are  best  at  home. 
The  task  of  new  discov'ries  falls  on  me. 
At  such  a  seasoni  and  with  such  a  charge. 
Once  went  I  forth ;  and  found,  till  then  unknown, 
A  cottage,  whither  oft  we  since  repair : 
Tis  perched  upon  the  green  hill  top,  but  close 
Environ'd  with  a  ring  uf  branching  elms, 
That  overhang  the  thatch,  itself  unseen 
Peeps  at  the  vale  below ;  so  thick  beset 
With  fbilage  of  such  dark  redundant  growth, 
I  caird  the  Jow-roofd  lodge  the  Peasant's  Nest 
And,  hidden  as  it  is,  and  far  remote 
From  such  unpleasi^g  sounds,  as  haunt  the  ei^r 
In  village  or  in  town,  the  bay  of  curs 
Incessant,  clinking  hammers,  grinding  wheels. 
And  infants  clamorous  whether  pleased  or  pain*d» 
Oft  have  I  wish'd  the  peaceful  covert  mine. 
"  Here,"  I  have  said,  "  at  least  I  should  possess 
The  poet's  treasure,  silence,  and  Indulge 
The  dreams  of  fancy,  tranquil  and  secure." 
Vain  thought  I  the  dweller  m  that  still  retres^t 
Dearly  obuins  the  refuge  it  afibrds. 
It's  elevated  site  ferbids  the  wretch. 
To  drink  sweet  waters  of  the  crystal  well  ^ 
He  dtps  bis  bowl  intp  the  weedy  ditch. 
And,  heavy  laden,  brings  his  beverage  home. 
Far  fetch'daiid  little  worth ;  nor  seldom  waitS|^ 
]>epeudant  on  the  baker^s  punctual  call. 
To  hear  his  cm^kJog  panniers  at  the  door. 
Angry,  and  sad,,  awn  hiA  last  crust  conaum'd^ 
So  farewell  envy  of  the  Peasant's  Nest  I 
If  solitude  make  scant  the  means  of  life, 
tfociety  for  me  I— thou  seeming  sweet. 
^  still  tt  pleMm^  otuect  iq  my  viev^ 


My  visit  still,  bat  ae^sr  whie  abefa 

Not  distant  far  a  Icagth  ofeoknoaii^ 
Invitewus.    Moonment  of  anei«il  tasta, 
Now  8ooni*d,  bnt  wosthy  of  a  belter  fiska. 
Our  fathers  knew  the  value  of  a  sQies» 
Prom  sultry  sunsi  and  in  their  shaded 
And  long  protracted  bow'rs,  eoioy'daiBQaB. 
llie  gloom  and  coolness  of  dediniBg  day. 
We  bear  our  shades  abnat  iw ;  self  d^niv'd 
Of  other  screen,  the  thin  wssbrelln  spnad, 
And  range  sn  Indian  waste  witbouia  tne. 
Thanks  to  Beoevokis  ^-^be  spares  me  f(*. 
These  ohesnuts  rangM  in  cerrespowUag  \mm% 
And,  though  himself  so  polish'd»  siiU  refiisres 
The  obsolete  prolixity  of  shades 

Descending  now  (but  cautions,  lest  let  fMt> 
A  sudden  steep  upon  a  rustic  bndfe. 
We  pass  a  gulf,  in  which  the  willows  dip 
Their  pendent  bonghi^  stooping  aa  if  todiink- 
Hence,  ancle  deep  in  moss  and  Ao«*vy  thfSM; 
We  mount  again,  and  feel  atev^py.atefV 
Our  foot  half  suBk  in  hillocks  green  «ndsoQ^ 
RaisM  by  the  mole,  the  a»iner  of  tke  saih    < 
He,  not  unlike  the  great.ones  oi  mankind, 
Disfignres  Earth;  and,  plottine^  mthedwd^ 
Toils  much  to  eania  mooomentnl  pila^  i 
That  may  recned  the  Bisobi«ia  he  has  dnoe. 

The  summit  9sin'd>  behold  the  prmifl  atoavs^ 
That  crowns  it*!  yet  not  ali  it's  pride  seaues 
The  graod  retreat  irom  i^uries  inspiiis^d 
By  rural  carvers,  whQ  with  kaive»4Qf«0Q 
The  pannels^  ki^m  an  obwara,  mde  muBe» 
In  charactpr»nncqutb>  and  apelt  #9hs>. 
Soatrong  the  seal  t'  immortalize  himself 
Beats,  in  the  bijeast  of.  men,  that  levls^  £nr» . 
Few  transient  fe^m,  woo  f nom  Vi^  abysB  nbkocr'd 
Of  blank  obliv«cm,.8een»  a  glorious .ptiac^ 
And  qvan  i9  a  niown*    Now  nyvesttie  49)0} 
And,  poMed  on  this  speculative  lwi|^t> 
Exults  in  it's  oomneod.    The  shecip4bldhem 
Pours  out  it's  Aeecy  tenants  o'er  the  fliehcw . 
At  first  prpgressivo  ss  a  stc6am>  tb0jf  «atk 
The  middle  6eld  i  but,  scatter '4  by  d^pees, 
Each  to  his  choice  soon  whiten  all  the  land.' 
There  finom  the  sonbumt  bi^yfield  hm»e<fard«rfflp* 
The  loaded iwnin  i,  while,  lightep'dof  it's  ohscyi 
The  wain  that  meets  it  passes  swiftly  by  f 
The  boorish  driver  leaning  o'er  his  team     ^ 
Vocifrons,  and  impatient  of  May* 
Nor  less  attractive  is  the  woodland 
Diversified  with  trees  of  ev'ry  growth^ 
Alike,  yet  various.    Hera  the  fgm^  smooth  tmaht 
Of  ash,  or  lime,  or  beech,  distinctly  shine^ 
Within  the  twilight  of  their  distant  shades  $ 
There,  lost  behind  a  risiiig  ground,  the  wosd 
Seems  sunk,  and  shorten'd  tuit's  topmost  ^*agkii 
No  tree  in  all  the  grove  but  has  it's  f$h«fmf^ 
Though  each  it's  hue  peculiar ;  paler  sflti^ 
And  of  a  wannish  gray  $  the  willov  such» 
And  poplar,  tli^t  with  silver  lines  his  ieai^ 
And  ash,  far-stretching  his  umbrageonii  #rmi 
Of  deeper  green  the  elm  i  and  deeper  J^l, 
Iiord  of  the  woodsy  the  loog-survivtng  oak* 
Some  gkissy-leaiv'd,  and  iliioiag  in  the  sno« 
The  maple,  and  the  beech  oCmly  nuts 
ProliAc,  and  tbcrlime  at  dewy  ere 

8  John  Gonrtany  ThrocJBgiorton,  «ii.  of  Weslfla 
^ndsfltmod^ 
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r'nonmnoMpitt 
"he  sycunort,  capticioas  m  attire, 
Jow  green,  uom  tMrntf,  and^efe Mrtaam  yet 
lave  ehang'd  tbe  «ood«,  in  scarlet  honours  bright 
>*er  these,  hot  Ihr  beyond  (m  spacioos  map 
>f  hill  and  iralley  mterpesM  between), 
rhe  Otiee,  di^Wmig  tbe  well-waterM  land, 
«iov  glitters  hi  the  son,  and  noir  retires,     * 
ks  bashful,  yet  im^tieBt  to  be  seen. 

Hence  the  decMtity  is  sharp  and  short, 
Lnd  such  the  re-ascent ;  between  them  weepfl 
i  little  nahnl  her  impof'iish'd  urn 
i\\  iuMMr  kng^whicb  winter  ^Is  agam. 
The  folded  gales  wottld  bsr  my  progress  now, 
)ut  that  the  lord  >  of  this  enclosM  demesne^ 
^NummifcatiTe  ef  the  good  he  owns, 
iflmits  me  to  a  share ;  the  guiltless  eye 
>MBmits  no  wrong,  nor  wastes  what  it  enjoys. 
lefreshing  ehaifge  !  where  now  the  blazing  Sun  ? 
)y  shott  tiansition  we  have  lost  h'ls  glare, 
Ind  stepp'd  at  onoe  into  a  cooler  dime. 
Tc  fallen  arennes  I  oaee  more  I  mourn 
(^our  &te  umnertled,  once  more  r^o^oe. 
That  yet  a  semnat  of  year  race  surrhres. 
iow  airy  and  how  light  the-graoeful  areh, 
fet  awful  as  the  oooseerated  roof 
ie-echoing  ^ioas  anthems  \  while  beneath 
rbe  ilieeter'd' earth  aems  restless  as  a  tiood 
Imsh'd  by  the  wind.    80  sportive  is  the  light 
(hot  through  the  beQghs»  it  dances  as  ihey  dance, 
Uiadow  and'sntoAine  mUermingling  quick, 
ind  darlftting  and  enlightening,  as  the  leaves 
>Iay  wanton,  eff^7  moment,  ev'ry  spot.    {cbeer>d. 

And  noW,  w<th  nerves  newbmc^i  and  spirits 
Ve  tread  the  wtidemess,  whdsd  weH  .rollM  walks^ 
^ith  eurvato^e'  of  slow^  and  easy  sweep 
>ceptJ0D  inoocent^ve  afmple  spsice 
To  narrow  bclonds.    Thp  grove  itseeives  ns  next  j 
let  ween  the  ufiright  shafts  of  ishose  tail  elms 
iVe  rody'<Kieerti  tbe  thr««her  at  his  task, 
rhomp  pfterthutttp  responds  the  constant  ilail, 
Phat  leemr  to  swfni^  uncertain,  and  yet  falls 
^ull  on  the  destin'd  ear.    Wide  6ies  the  cfaafi; 
rbe  rustlhig  ttr#w  sends  up  a  frequent  mist 
>r- atoms,  Rattling  fai  the  «ccndaybca4ta. 
>MA«  hKher,  ye  that  preft  yow  beds  nf  dowtt, 
Lud  sleep  not;  set*  h^  sweating  o'er  fan  bread 
(efore  he  eatS'k.-L-Tis  tbe  pnkMal  curse, 
(ut  soften'd  into  niprey ;  made  the  pledge 
H  cheerful  dhys,  ^nd  nights  without  a  groan. 

Bv  ceaseless  action  all  that  is  subsistsi 
'^mtaiit  refatioh  of  th'  unwearied  wheel, 
"hat  Nature  tides  npofn,  maintahis  her  health, 
[er  beauty,  her  fertility.    She  dreads 
in  instants  pan«e,  and  lives  hht  while  she  movesi 
fs  cwn  revdiveocy  uptticMs  the  WorM. 
Vtnds  fraoi  all  quarters  agitate  fhe  air, 
ind  lit  tMrflffipId  element  for  use, 
:iie  noxious^  oceans,  rivers,  lakfls,  and  streams, 
ill  feel  thefreshHiing  Impulse,  and  are  cleans'd 
ty  restieM  Hsndalatran :  ev>n  the  oak 
drives  by  fhe  Midi^  coflcnasion  of  the  stonn  : 
fe  seems  in^^  indignant,  and  to  feel 
'h'  tropresi^  el  the  Mast  with  proud  dtsdaro, 
'rowntng,  as  if  in  Ms  nn^nsclous  arm 
le  held  the  thunder :  bat  the  monarch  owes 
lis  tkm  stability  to  what  he  scorns, 

^  Jee  the  foregoing  note. 


More  fix'd  below,  tlte  moie  dlstnrbM  above^ 
Tbe  law,  by  which  all  creatures  else  are  bounds 
Binds  man,  tbe  lord  of  all.     Himself  derives 
Ko  mean  advantaf^e  from  a  kindred  cause. 
From  btrenuous  toi^  bis  hours  of  syveetest  ease^ 
Tbe  sedentary  stretch  their  lazy  length 
When  Custom  bids,  but  no  refreshment  find. 
For  none  they  need  :  tbe  languid  eye,  the  cheeh 
Deserted  of  it*s  bloom,  the  flaccid,  shrunk. 
And  wither'd  muscle,  and  the  vapid  soul. 
Reproach  their  owner  with  that  love  of  rest. 
To  which  he  forfeits  ev'n  the  rest  he  loves. 
Not  such  tbe  alert  and  active.     Measure  life 
By  it^s  true  worth,  the  comforts  it  aflfords. 
And  theirs  alone  seems  worthy  of  the  name. 
Good  health,  and,  it*s  associate  in  the  most. 
Good  temper;  spirits  prompt  to  undertake. 
And  not  soon  sp^ot,  though  in  an  arduous  task; 
The  powers  of  fancy  and  stroog  thought  are  theirs  | 
Ev*n  age  itself  seems  privileged  in  theor 
With  clear  exemption  fVom  it's  own  defects. 
A  spark!  mg  eye  beneath  a  wrinkled  front 
iThe  vet'rau  shows,  and,  gracing  a  gray  beard  ■ 
With  youthful  smiles,  descends  toward  tbe  grave 
Sprii^tly,  and  old  almost  without  decay. 

like  a  coy  maiden,  Fase,  when  courted  most, 
Farthest  retires — an  idol,  at  whose  shrine 
Who  oft'nest  sacrifice  are  fkvour*d  least 
Tbe  love  of  Nature,  and  the  scenes  she  draws. 
Is  Nature's  dictate.  Strange !  there  should  be  feond^ 
Who,  self<-imprison'd  in  their  proud  salons^ 
•Renounce  the  odours  of  the  open  field 
For  the  unscented  fictions  of  the  loom  ; 
Who,  satisfied  with  only  pencill'd  scenes, 
Prefer  to  the  performance  of  a  God 
Th'  inferior  wonders  of  an  artist's  hand ! 
Ix»vely  indeed  the  mimic  works  of  Art ; 
But  Nature's  works  far  lovelier.    I  admire. 
None  more  admires,  the  painter's  magic  skill. 
Who  shows  me  that  which  I  shall  never  see. 
Conveys  a  distant  country  into  mine. 
And  throws  Italian  light  on  English  walls  t 
But  imitative  strokes  can  do  no  more 
Than  please  the  eye— 4weet  Nature's,  ev'ry  iensa. 
The  air  salubrious  of  her  lofty  hills, 
Tbe  cheering  fragrance  of  her  dewy  vales. 
And  music  of  her  woods^-n«»  works  of  man 
May  rival  these,  these  all  bespeak  a  pow'r 
Peculiar,  and  exclusively  her  own* 
Benhath  the  open  sky  she  spreads  the  feast; 
Tis  free  to  all — 'tis  ev*ry  day  renewed  j 
Who  scorns  it  starves  deservedly  at  home* 
He  does  not  scorn  it,  who,  impriton'd  long 
In  some  unwholesome  dungeon,  and  a  prey 
To  sallow  sickness,  which  the  vafMurs^  dank 
And  clammy,  of  his  dark  abode  have  bred, 
Efscapes  at  last  to  liberty^  and  light : 
His  cheek  recovers  soon  it's  hesUtbful  hue  ; 
His  eye  relumines  lt*8  extinguisbM  fires  ; 
He  walks,  he  leaps,  he  mns — is  wmg'd  with  joy, 
Andfriots  in  the  sweets  of  ey*ry  breeze. 
He  does  not  scorn  it,  who  has  long  endured 
A  fever's  agonies,  and  fed  On  drugs. 
Nor  yet  tbe  mariner,  his  blood  UifHm*d 
With  acrid  salts ;  his  very  h^rt  atblrst,     . 
To  gaze  at  Native  hi  her  green  aray, '    '  ^ 

Upon  the  tbi|iS  Ull  Side  he  stands,  posiesi*d' 
With  visions  prompted  by  intend  desTre : 
Hir  ftslds  appeaf  beto«i  ntbh  a^beltfft' ' 
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Far  dift»iit«  tveii  M  lie  vooMdie  to  flad— 
He  aeeki  them  hMdlong,  lad  is  nan  no  mora. 

The  fpleen  n  celdom  felt  where  Fftora  reigns ; 
The  \ow*tmg  eye,  tbe  petelanoe,  the  fpomn, 
And  sullen  MMftne«e».  tint  o*«nhede,  dbtxNt, 
And  mmr,  ttie  face  of  Benuty»  when  no  cause 
For  sucli  Mnmeasurabie  wo  appears. 
These  Flora  banisbts,  and  gives  the  fair 
Sweet  smiles,  and  btoom  less  tmnsient  thm  her  own. 
^  It  is  the  constant  revolntien,  stale 
'  And  tasteless,  of  tbe>sanerepefited  joys, 
That  palls  and  satiates,  and  makes  languid  life 
A  pedlar*s  pack,  ihafc  bows  the  bearer  down. 
Health  suffers,  and  the  spirits  ebb,  the  heart 
Recoils  from  H's  own  choice—  at  the  full  fbast 
Is  famisb'd— finds  no  music  in  the  seng, 
No  smartness  in  the  jest  $  and  wanders  why. 
Yet  thousands  still  desire  to  joonwy  on. 
Though  halt,  and  weary  of  the  path  they  tread. 
The  paralytic,  who  can  hold  her  cajde, 
But  cannot  play  them,  borrows  a  friend's  hand. 
To  deal  and  shuffle,  to  divide  and  tort 
Her  mingled  "suits  and  sequences ;  and  sits, 
SpeotatresB  both  and  spectacle,  a  sad 
And  silent  cipher,  while  her  proxy  plays. 
Othera  are  dragg'd  into  the  crowded  room 
Between  supporters ;  and,  once  seated,  sit, 
Through  downright  inability  to  rise. 
Till  the  stout  bmrets  lift  the  corpse  again. 
These  speak  a  loud  memento.    Yet  er'n  these 
ThemselTes  lore  life,  and  ding  to  it,  as  he. 
That  overhangs  a  toireat,  to  a  twig. 
They  love  it,  and  yet  loath  it ;  fear  to  die. 
Yet  scorn  the  purposes,  for  which  they  live. 
Then  wherefore  not  renounce  them  ?  N»— the  dread. 
The  sUvish  dread  of  solitude,  that  breeds 
Reflection  and  remorse,  the  fear  of  sbame^ 
And  theiV  lovet'rate  habits,  all  fetbid. 

Whom  call  we  gay }  That  hononr  has  been  long 
The  boast  of  mese  pretenders  to  the  name. 
The  innocent  are  gay-~the  laik  is  gay. 
That  dries  his  feathem,  saturate  with  dew. 
Beneath  the  rosy  cloud,  while  yet  the  beams 
Of  day-spring  over-shoot  his  bumUe  pest. 
The  peasant  too,  a  witness  of  his  song. 
Himself  a  songster,  is  as  gay  as  he. 
But  save  me  from  the  gayety  of  those, 
Whose  beadacbs  nail  them  to  a  noonday  bed ; 
And  save  me  too  from  theirs,  whose  haggard  eyes 
Flash  desperation,  and  betray  their  pangs 
For  property  stripp'd  off  by  cruel  chance ; 
From  gaye^,  that  fills  the  bones  with  pain. 
The  mouth  with  blasphemy,  the  heart  with  wo. 

The  Earth  was  made  so  various,  that  the  mihd 
Of  desultory  man,  studious  of  Change, 
And  pleased  with  novelty,  might  be  indulged. 
Prospects,  however  kwely,  may  be  seen 
Till  half  their  beauties  fade ;  tlie  weai7  ^S^^ 
Too  well  acquainted  with  their  smile,  slides  off 
Fastidious,  seeking  less  femiliar  scenes. 
Then  snug  ^nelosures  in  the  sheltered  vale. 
Where  frequent  hedges  intercept  the  eye, 
Delight  us  i  happy  to  renounce  awhile. 
Not  senselees  of  it^  charms,  what  still  we  lovn, 
That  such  short  absence  may  endear  it  more. 
Then  forests,  or  the  savage  rock  may  please, 
Tliat  bides  the  seamew  in  bis  hollow  clefts 
Above  the  reach  of  man.    Hts  hoary  head, 
CoDflpicbQB  laaay  a  leagna,  the  mariner. 


Bound  homewalw,  snm  in  wiper  wttnsf  ttcie, 
Greets  with  thrao  cheers  ^aidthig.    AtMi-swit 
A  girdle  of  batf^witheed  «bi«bs  heiitmm, 
And  at  his  fMl  thfrbaflM  WNewa  die; 
The  Common,  wefgrowrn  with  fcnl,  %«d  Nn||h 
With  prickly  gorse,  (hat,  ^hirpdess  sind  flefotte'd, 
And  daogVous  t«  the  touch,  has  yet  it^Mosni, 
And  decks  itself  with  ornaments  of  geM, 
Yields  no  unpleasittg  ramMe ;  there  the  torf 
Smells  fresh,  and,  rich  In  oddrtTmuS  heiht 
And  fungous  fruits  of  estrtb,  regsAes  the  seme 
With  luxury  of  unexpected  sweets. 

There  often  wanders  one,  whom  better  drp 
Saw  better  clad,  hi  cfoak  of  satin  trhnmHi 
With  koe,  and  hat  with  splendid  riband  boeoi 
A  serving  maid  was  she,  andfel!  m  kii«« 
With  one  who  left  her,  went  to  sea,  and  died. 
Her  fency  followed  him  tbrougfi  fMMiogwstci 
td  distant  shores ;  and  she  wonld  sit  and  weep 
At  whst  a  sailor  suflers ;  fency  too. 
Delusive  most  where  warmest  wishes  are, 
Would  oft  anticipate  his  glad  retom, 
And  dream  of  transports  sh<s  was  ncA  to  koov. 
She  heard  the  doleful  tidhigs  of  his  death— 
And  never  smil^  again  !  and  now  she  roonn 
The  dreary  waste ;  there  spends  the  Tivehm;  day, 
And  there,  unless  when  charity  fbrhids. 
The  livelong  night    A  tatterM  apron  hidvs, 
Worn  as  a  cloak,  and  hardly  hides,  a  gown 
More  tatter'd  still ;  and  botht>ut  IN  ci>nMsl 
A  bosom  heav'd  with  never-ceashig  «ighi 
She  begs  an  idle  pin  of  aH  she  meets. 
And  hoards  them  in  her  ^eeve ;  hut  peedAdlM, 
Though  press'd  with  hunger  oft,  or  conrelier  ckArt, 
Though  ptncVd  with  cold,  niti  never.— K»t8  is 

cra2*d. 
I  see  a  column  of  sl(yw  rlslilg-in^ke 
O'ertop  the  lofhr  wood,  thdt  ritirts  the  wild. 
A  vi^pabood  and  useless  tribe  there  eat 
Their  miserable  meal.    A  kettle,  slung 
Between  two  poles  upon  a  stick  transverse, 
Receives  the  morsel — flesh  ot»eene  of  dog. 
Or  vermm,  or  at  best  of  cock  poriolnM 
From  his  acciistom'd  perch.    Hard .fiufog  Ac*  t 
They  pick  their  fuel  out  of  ev'ry  hedge. 
Which,     kindled    with    dry    leaves,'  jest  am 

unqoench'd 
The  spark  of  life.    The  sportive  wind  bf  bs4  ^^ 
Their  fluttering  rags,  and  shows  a  taw|iy  Iduh, 
The  vellum  of  the  pedigree  they  clai^. 
Great  skill  have  they  in  palmistry,  and  more 
To  conjure  clean  away  the  gold  they  touch, 
Conveying  worthless  dross  into  it's  pidce ; 
Loud  when  they  beg,  dumb  only  when  tbej  fleiL 
Strange !  that  a  creature  rational,  and  cs«t 
In  human  mould,  should  tmitaTize  by  dtoloe 
His  nature;  and,  though  capat>1e  of  arts, 
By  which  the  world  might  profit,  and  him^, 
Self  banish'd  from  society,  prefer 
Such  squalid' sloth  to  honourable  toil ! 
Yet  even  these,  though  feigning  sicknas  dft 
They  swathe  the  forehead,  drag  the  Ilmpipg  tm\ 
And  vex  their  flesh  with  artificial  sore^ 
Can  change  their  whine  into  a  mirthifbi  wA^ 
When  safe  occasion  offers ;  and  with  dance, 
And  music  of  the  bladder  and  the  bsg,  ^« 

Beguile  their  woes,  and  make  the  woods  resoosi 
Such  health  and  gayety  of  hcf  rt  enjoy 
The  bouselesi  roren  of  the  sylvan  world; 
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Dd,  brMf^ii^  mhgHmome  air»  ifD4  iruidVUig  much, 
eed  oOkt  pk^Mc  nooa  to  heal  ih'  effeotf 
f  loathfone  dic^  pem^ry,  aod  ookl. 
Blot  be,  thoH^  oodistiiigUMb'd  frovi  Ovb  cfOfvd 
!y  veaitb  pr  clipAity»  wbo  dvells  aecora, 
Vken  man,  by  nature  fiecoe,  bas  laul  askle 
lis  fiercaoeia»  baviog  learnt,  tbougb  slow  to  learn, 
Iw  manners  and  tbe  arts  of  cWil  life. 
[is  wanU  indeed  are  many ;  but  supply 
I  obvions,  p^c*d  witbin  tbe  easy  r^ch 
»f  tempVate  ivisbes  and  industrions  bands. 
[ere  Tirtue  thrives  as  in  ber  proper  soil ; 
Tot  rude  and-  surly,  and  beset  witb  tborns, 
nd  terrible  to  sigbt,  as  wben  sbe  springs 
[f  e'er  sbe  spring  spontaneous)  in  remote 
jid  barbarous  climes,  wbere  violence  prevails. 
Ad  strengtb  is  lord  of  all ;  but  gentle,  kind, 
iy  culture  UmM,  by  liberty  refresb'd, 
nd  all  her  fruiu  by  radiant  trutb  matur'd. 
Tar  and  the  chase  engross  tbe  savage  vbole  ;. 
V'ar  followed  for  revenge,  or  to  supplant 
he  envied  tenants  of  some  happier  spot : 
he  chase  for  sustenance,  precarious  trust  1 
lis  hard  condition  witb  severe  constraint 
iinds  all  bis  fsculties,  forbids  all  growth 
^  wiadom,  proves  a  school,  in  which  he  learnt 
ly  circumvention,  unrelentix^  hate, 
lean  self-attachment,  and  scarce  aught  beside, 
bus  fare  the  sbiv'ring  natives  of  the  norths 
nd  thus  tbe  rangers  of  the  western  world, 
There  it  advances  far  into  the  deep, 
ow'rds  tbe  antarctic.    £v'n  the  favour'd  isles 

0  lately  found,  although  the  constant  Sun 
beer  all  their  seasons  with  a  gratefuismiley 
an  boast  but  Lttie  virtue  j  and,  inert 
hrough  plenty,  lose  in  morals,  what  tlyey  gain 

1  manners — victims  of  luxurious  ease, 
hese  therefoEO  I  can  pity,  pUc'd  remote 
rom  all  that  science  traces,  ait  invents, 
^r  inspiration  teaches  ^  and  enclosed      '• 
Q  boundless  oceans  never  to  be  passed 

y  navigators  uniformed  as  they, 

*r  ploiighM  perhaps  by  British  bark  again  : 

ut  far  beyond  the  rest,  and  with  most  cause, 

hve,  gentle  davage  *  !  whom  no  love  of  thee 

^r  thine,  but  curiosity  perhaps, 

(r  else  vain -glory,  prompted  uf  to  draw 

(•rth  from  thy  native  bov'rsy.to  show  thee  here 

/ith  wliat  superior  skill  we  can  abuse 

he  gifts  of  Providence,  and  squander  life. 

he  dream  is  past ;  and  thou  hast  found  again 

hy  cocoas  and  bananas,  palms  and  yams, 

nd  bomcstall  thatcb'd  with  leaves.     Bat  hast  thou 

found 
heir  former  charms  ?  And,  having  seen  our  $tate, 
ur  palaces,  our  ladies,  and  our  pomp 
f  equipage,  our  gardens,  and  our  sports, 
nd  beard  our  mu^ic ;  are  thy  simple  friendf* 
hy  simple  fare,  and  i|ll  thy  plain  delights, 
s  dear  to  thee  as  once  }  4nd  have  thy  joya 
>st  nothing  by  coopiparisQn  with  ours  ? 
ude  as  thou  art,  (for  we  returned  thee  rude 
nd  ignorant,  except  of  outward  show) 
cannot  think  thee  yet  so  dull  of  heart 
ad  spiritless,  as  never  to  regret 
reets  tasted  here,,aod  left  as  soon  as  knotan. 
athinki  1  see  thee  straying  on  Um  beeob. 


And  aakiag  of  the  eorge,  «iflt  bathM  thy  foot, 
If  ever  it  has  wasb'd  oar  distaoc  shore* 
I  see  thee  weep«  ani  thiae  are  honest  teait, 
A  patriots  fi>r  hia  oountry :  theu  art  sad 
At  thought  of  her  fovlom  and  abject  elaie. 
From  which  oo  pow'r  of 'thiM  can  false  her  ap. 
Thus  Fancy  paints  thee,  aad,  thougb  apt  to  err. 
Perhaps  errs  little,  when  she  painie  thee  thus. 
She  tells  me  too,  that  duly  cv>ry  mem 
Thou  climb'st  the  mouatain  top,  with  eager  eye 
Exploring  far  ead  wide  the  wa^  wa«te 
For  sight  of  ship  from  fiagland.    EVry  speck 
Seen  in  tbe  dim  horisoa  tonis  thee  pale 
With  conflict  of  oontendtng  l»pet  aad  feem 
But  oomes  at  last  the  dull  and  dusky  eve. 
And  sends  thee  to  thy  oebio,  vrel1'prepar*d 
To  dream  all  aigbt  of  wrhat  the  day  denied. 
Alas !  expect  it  aot    We  foand  no  bait 
To  tempt  08  in  thy  eountry.    Doing  good, 
Disinterested  good,  is  notour  trade. 
We  travel  iav.  His  true,  hot  not  fsr  nongbt ; 
And  must  be  bribed  to  compass  Earth  again 
By  other  hopes  and  richer  fraiti  than  yoors. 

But  though  true  worth  end  virtae  in  the  mild 
And  genial  soil  of  cultivated  \i9& 
Thrive  most,  and  may  periiaps  thrive  enhf  tbere^ 
Yet  not  in  cities  oft :  in  proud,  and  gay, 
And  gain-devoted  cities.   .Thither  flow. 
As  to  a  oommoB  and  oMst  nOieome  aewer. 
The  dregs  and  feeuienoe  ef  er'ry  lend. 
In  cities  ibul  example  on  most  minds 
Begets  it's  likeoeas.  /  Rank  abondanoe  heeeds. 
In  gross  and  pamper'd  cities,  sloth,  and  Inst, 
And  wantonness,  and  glnttonoas  eaoev. 
In  cities  ^ioe  is  hkldeB  with  most  eese^ 
Or  seen  wKh  least  leproaeh  $  and  vlitne,  taught 
By  frequent  lapse,  can  hope  no  triumph  thMw 
Beyond  th*  atchievement  of  successfol  flight. 
I  do  confaai  thett  anrs'ries  of  the  arts, 
In  which  they  flourish  niost ;  wheie  in  the  betmi 
Of  warm  enoouragement,  and  in  the  eye 
Of  public  note,  they  reach  their  perfect  shte. 
Such  London  is»  hy  taste  and  wealth  prodaimM 
Tbe  fairest  capital  of  all  the  world. 
By  riot  and  iifiDOOtinenoe  the  worst. 
There,  touched  by  R^ynolde,  a  dull  blank  becomes 
A  lucid  mirror,  in  which  Nature  sees 
All  her  reflected  features.    Bacon  there 
Gives  more  than  female  beanty  to  a  stoae. 
And  Chatham's  eloquenoe  to  marble  lips. 
Nor  does  tbe  chisel  occupy  alone 
The  pow'rs  of  sculpture,  but  tbe  style  as  moeh ; 
Each  province  of  her  ait  her-e^al  care* 
With  nice  incision  of  her  guided  steel 
She  ploughs  a  brasen  fiehl,  and  clothes  a  toil 
So  sterile  with  what  charms  soever  she  will. 
The  richest  scen'ry  and  the  loveliest  Ibrmi. 
Where  finds  Pbiloaophy  her  eagle  eye, 
With  which  she  gazes  at  yon  bornhig  dMk 
Undazzled,  and  detects  and  counts  his  spots  ? 
In  Loudon :  where  her  implements  ezac^ 
With  which  she  calculates,  compotes,  aiid  scans. 
All  distance,  molioB,  magnitade,  aad  now 
Measures  an  atom,  aad  now  girds  a  world  ^ 
In  LondiNk    Where  haaoommefee  sneh  a  matt. 
So  rich,  so  thrsagM,  se  drom'd,  and  so  siippli«4» 
As  LoQdo»-*op«teai,  enlarg«d,  and  slill 
Increasing,  London  i  Babylon  ef  old 
Kot  Bosp  the  gUiry  of  the  fieith  f 
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A  more  tceompi  Wd  wdrid'i  <tef  glory  now. 

She  has  her  praise.    Now  mark  a  spot  or  two. 
That  do'mnch  beaoty  woald  do  well  to  purge  j^ 
And  show  this  queen  of  cities,  that  so  &ir 
May  yet  be  foul  j  80  witty,  yet  not  wise. 
It  is  not  seemly,  tior  of  ifood  report. 
That  she  is  slack  in  diciptine;  more  prompt 
T^  avenge  than  to  pre^^eot  the  breach  of  law  i 
That  she  b  rigid  fa  denooocfaig  death 
On  petty  robbers,  and  iodalges  life 
And  liberty,  and  oft-times  honour  too. 
To  peculators  of  the  poUic  gold  ; 
That  thieves  at  home  must  hang;  but  he,  that  puts 
Into  his  overgoig'd  and  bloated  purse 
The  wealth  of  IndiaB  provhices,  escapes. 
Nor  is  it  well,  nor  can  it  oome  to  good. 
That,  through  proline  and  infidel  contempt 
Of  holy  Writ,  she  has  presumed  t'  annul 
Andabrogate,  as  roundly  as  she  may, 
■  The  total  ordinance  and  will  of  God  ; 
Advancing  Fashion  to  the  post  of  Tratii, 
And  centring  all  avthority  in  modes 
And  customs  of  her  own,  till  sabbath  ritet 
Have  dwindled  into  unrespected  forms, 
And  knees  and  hassocks  are  well  nigh  dlVorcM. 

God  made  the  country,  and  man  made  the  town. 
VhiBt  wonder  then  that  health  atid  virtue,  gifts, 
That  can  alone  make  sweet  the  bitter  draught. 
That  tifef^olds  Out  to  all,  should  most  abound 
And  least  be  threaten'd  in  tbe  fields  and  groves  ? 
Possess  ye  tiierefore,  ye  who,  borne  about 
In  chariots  and  sedans,  know  no  fatigue 
But  tbatof  kileness,  and  taste  no  scenes 
But  such  as  art  contrives,  poisess  ye  still 
Your  tfement;  there  only  can  ye  shine ; 
Th«PB  only  minds  like  yours  can  do  no  harm, 
Onr  groves  were  planted  to  console  at  noon 
The  iieiisive'w«Bd*rer  in  their  shades.    At  eve 
Tho  moon-beam,  sliding  softly  in  between 
Tbe  sleeping  leaves,  Is  all  the  light  they  wish. 
Birds wnrbfing aUthe masic.    We  can  spare 
The  spleadonr  of  your  lamps  I  fbey  but  eclipse     ' 
Our  softer  sateUita    Your  songs  confbund 
Our  more  hansoniMe  nolea;  the  thrush  depaarts 
Sear'd,  and  tliP  offended  nightingale  is  mnte. 
Thera  if  a  pubHoaoiachief  in  your  mirth'; 
It  plagues  ymtr  country.    Folly  snch  as  yomv, 
Grac'd  with  a  yword,  and  worthier  of  a  Ian, 
Has  made  what  eoaaias  conld  ne^  have  done» 
Our  arch  of  empire,  itadtet  bni  ibr  yen, 
A  muUlnted  itrneliM^  smd  to  fidl. 
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Biiisrtnna  suggested  by  tbe  oonolmioo  of  tha  (br^ 
mer  book.— Peaoa  among  the  natioDa  reoom* 
mended  oa  the  ground  of  their  common  lei- 


Iian  eafth^oakas.— Man  reodsred  obnoakMis  to 
these  calamitiea  by  sin.— -Qod  the  agent  in  them. 
<^Tk»  ij^ikisrby  vhit  ikopt  at  MeoodBry 


ibr. — Satirical  notice  takenof  oartDpstoFoeiaJn»> 
Blean. — ^But  the  pulpily  not  satire  tho  piqar 
engine  of  reformation. — Tbe  raveiend  tiktxim 
of  engraved  iermons.--^Pet]t-maitre  panQik.-> 
The  gwd  preacher. — ^Picture  of  9  theatrical  cl6> 
rioal  comsomb. — Story-teUers  and  jesten  is  tki 
pulpit  reproved. — Apostrophe  to  popohr  ap- 
plause.—Retailen  of  aocieni  nhnosopby  «xpoK» 
latedwith.— Sumofthe  whole  matter.^E&ii 
of  sacerdotal  mismanagement  on  the  Uity.— 1Vir 
folly  and  extravagance.— Hie  asischiiii  of  prtfit- 
•ion.— Profusion  itself^  with  all  it's  oonsequeNl 
evils,  ascribed,  as  to  it*s  priacipti  causey  te  tk 
want  of  disciplhie  m  the  univenitkk 


0  rot  a  lodge  in  some  vast  wiMerami^ 
Some  boundless  contiguity  of  shades 
Where  rumour  of  <]|>pres8k)n  and  deceit. 
Of  unsnccemful  or  successiiil  war. 

Might  never  reach  me  more;     My  ear  is  ps»U« 
My  soul  is  sick,  with  ev*ry  day's  rnport 
Of  wrong  and  outrage,  with  which  Earth  iifiU^ 
There  is  no  fiesh  ill  man's  obdurate  hesrt. 
It  does  not  feel  Ibr  man ;  the  nat'ral  boad 
Of  brotherhood  is  severed  as  the  flax. 
That  foils  asunder  at  the  touch  of  firei 
He  finds  his  fellow  guilty  of  a  skin 
Not  cdourM  like  his  own ;  and  having  pofPr 
T'  enforce  the  wrong,  ibr  such  a  worthy  caiflt 
Booms  and  devotes  him  as  his  lawful  pr^ 
Lands  intenected  by  a  narrow  frith 
Abhor  each  other.    Mouotaios  interpos'd 
Make  enemies  of  nations,  who  had  ebe 
like  kindred  drops  been  mingled  into  one. 
Thus  roan  devotes  his  brother,  and  destroyi ; 
And,  worse  than  all,  and  most  to  be  deplot^ 
As  human  nature's  broadest,  foulest  bkit, 
Chuns  him,  and  tasks  him,  and  exacts  hifi  sveit 
With  stripes,  that  Mercy  with  a  bleeding  bewt 
Weeps,  when  sbc  sees  inflicted  on  a  bcsit    ^ .    •! 
Then  what  is  man  ?  And  what  man,  seau^  flui| 
And  havlag  human  feelings,  does  not  hbnJlL  . 
And  hang  his  head,  to  tbmk  himself  i|  jnaal «     ( 

1  wouM  not  have  a  slave  to  till  my  gn>in(  \. 
To  carry  me,  to  fhn  me  while  I  neep^  ^ 
And  tremble  when  I  wake,  for  all  the  nesKk 
That  sinews  bought  and  tM  have  e^erjU^TL 
No  :  dear  as  freedom  is,  and  in  my  beiit^  , 
Just  estimation  priz'd  above  all  price, 

I  had  much  rather  be  myself  the  slare. 
And  weartfae  bonds,  than  fasten  them  eo  hSn. 
We  have  no  slaves  at  home— Then  why  a^iosd } 
And  they  themselves,  once  terried  o'er  tha  vais 
That  parts  us,  are  emandpato  and  loos'd.  - 
Slaves  cannot  breathe  in  Ei^land ;  if  tbAr  loqii 
Receive  our  air,  that  moment  4>^  are  frde; 
They  touch  our  country,  and  tbair  Abackles  ML 
That^  noble,  «nd  bespoilES  a  natkitt  wood  . 
And  jealous  of  the  blessing.    &pMid  It  thsn^ 
And  let  it  cireulato  tbrtmgih  eirry  vein 
Of  ail  your  empire ;  that,  where  Britai^  pov*; 
Is  felt,  mankind  may  fM  her  merey  tan^ 
Sure  there  itfnaed  of  aoelal  tottHtttmta^ 
Benevdenoe,  and  peace,  and  Hmtaal  aid, 
Between  timnations  m  a  woTM,  out  laemf 
To  toll  the  deathbell  of  itfa  own  decease, 
AndbythevoiteofalihfiBiiMiirtB  ' 
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IV>  preMfti  tite  gnf nrt'ddbm  *.  tfbefi  wer«  tb6  winds 

Let  slip  wHIr  such  m  warrant  to  destroy  ? 

When  M  the  wstei  so  haughtily  overleap 

rbdr  meietot  barriers,  deluging  the  dry  ? 

Rres  ftrm  bemMth,  and  m^eors  <  from  above, 

POrtratQcis,  fmexitnpledj  ancxplainM, 

flare  kmdlert  beaeons  m  the  skies  ;  and  th*  olj 

iod  erszy  Earth  has  had  her  shaking  fits 

Vfore  freqiMmt,  and  fsregooe  her  usual  rest. 

Is  it  a  time  to  Wrangle,  when  the  props 

Ind  pillars  of  our  planet  seem  to  fall, 

knd  Katdfe  '  wffh  li  dim  and  sickly  eye 

To  wait  the  close  of  all  ?  But  grant  her  end 

lif ore  dMattf,  and  that  prophecy  demands 

1  longer  respite,  nnaccomplisfi'd  yet ; 

>till  they  are  frowning  signals,  and  bespeak 

>ispleasare  in  His  breast,  who  smites  the  Earth 

>r  heals  it,  iHates  ft  languish  or  rejoice. 

ind  'tis  but  seeirily)  that,  where  all  deserve 

Lud  stand  clipoM  bf  common  peccancy 

*o  what  no  few  have  fKft,  there  should  be  peaoe^  * 

UmI  f]Mlllli«n4il  cAtamit^  should  lore. 

Alas  for  Slelty  ?  rude  fragments  now 
.ie  0oatter*d,  where  the  shaoely  column  stood. 
ler  pabcea  art  dtist.     In  all  her  streets 
'he  voice  «f  ifh^n^  and  the  sprightly  chord 
iit  silent    Revelry,  and  dance,  and  show 
oAsr  a  tync<$pefllnd  solemn  pause ; 
IThile  God  perfomts  opoh  the  trembling  stage 
^his  own  works  his  dreadful  part  alone. 
row  does  the  Batth'recefvc  him  ?— with  what  signs 
^  gratulatkm  and  delight  her  king  ? 
oars  she  not  all  h^  choicest  fruits  abroad, 
ter  sweetest  1low*rs,  her  aromatic  gnms, 
Hsclosing  Paradise  where'er  he  treads  ? 
he  quake«  M  his  approach.    Her  hollow  womb, 
ooceiving  thnnders  through  i  thousand  deeps 
nd  fiery  eatems,  roars  beneath  his  foot 
he  hills  more  lightly,  and  the  mountains  smoke, 
or  he  hastooeh'd  them.  From  th^  eztremest  point 
f  el«v«tk>n  down  into  the  abyss 
if  wrath  Is  busy,  and  his  fVown  is  felt 
he  n>eks  fall  headlong,  and  the  vallies  rise, 
be  rivers  di^  into  offensive  poolt 
nd  ebarg'd  with  putrid  verdure,  breathe  m  groas 
nd  norSil  nuisance  into  all  the  air. 
^ha*  solid  was,  by  transformatioii  strange, 
rows  fluid  j  and  the  fixM  and  rooted  earth, 
snneiited  into  billows,  heaves  and  swells, 
r  with  voftiginoiis  and  hideous  whirl 
icksdowa  it's  prey  ia^atiable.    Immense 
le  tonalt  and  the  overthrow,  the  paoga 
m1  agonies  of  human  and  of  brute 
uftitudes,  fugitive  on  ev*ry  side, 
id  fugitive  in  vain.    The  sylvan  scene 
igrates  uplifted  -,  and,  with  all  it's  soU 
ighiting  in  hr  distant  fields,  finds  out 
new  possessor,  and  survives  the  change. 
;een  has  caught  the  frenzjr,  and,  npwnmhl 

an  enormous  and  o'eibeanqg  baii^t, 
e  by  •  mighty  wind,  but  by  that  voice, 
hicb  winds  and  w^vcs  obey,  invades  tbe  ilKwe 
sbtless.    Never  such  a  tudaen  flood, 
iridg^d  ie  Ugh,  and  sent  on  such  a  charge, 

t  Allttdittg  to  the  cakaities  in  JamMce. 

I  August  18,  1*783. 

>  Aliuding  iothefo!g,th«loofveiedbothEanMajid 

is  4Qrinf  the  whoU  nmrntr  ^  ll^X^ 

Vi^  XVllL 


'd  an  hiland  scene.    Where  now  the  throqg. 
That  press'd  the  beach,  and,  hasty  to  depart, 
Look'd  to  the  aea  for  safety  }  They  are  gone. 
Gone  with  the  refluent  wave  inio  fhe  deep 
A  prince  with  half  his  people  !  Ancient  tow*rs. 
And  roofs  embattled  high,  the  gloomy  scenes. 
Where  beauty  oft  and  lettered  worth  consume 
life  in  the  unproductive  shades  of  death. 
Fall  prone :  the  pale  inhabitants  comefbrth. 
And,  happy  in  their  unforeseen  release 
From  all  the  rigours  of  restraint  enjoy 
The  terrours  of  the  day,  that  set^  them  free. 
Who  then,  that  has  thee,  would  not  hold  thee  fast. 
Freedom  i  whom  they  that  lose  thee  to  regret, 
Thatev*n  a  judgment,  making  way  for  thee, 
Seems  in  theh'  eyes  a  merCy  for  thy  sake  ? 

Such  evil  Sin  hath  wrought;  and  such  a  flame 
Kindled  in  Heav'n,  that  it  burns  down  to  Earth, 
And  in  the  furious  inquest,  that  it  makes 
On  God's  behalf,  lays  was?e  his  &irest  works. 
The  very  elements,  though  each  be  meant 
The  minister  of  man,  to  serve  his  wants, 
Conspire  against  him.  With  his  breath  he  draws 
A  plague  into  his  blood ;  and  cannot  use 
Life's  necessary  means,  but  he  must  die. 
Storms  riset*  overwhelm  him  :  or  if  stormy  winds  ' 
Rise  not,  the  waters  of  the  deep  shall  rise. 
And,  needing  none  assistance  of  the  storm, 
Shall  roll  themselves  ashore,  and  reach  him  there. 
The  earth  shall  shake  him  out  of  all  his  holds. 
Or  make  his  house  his  grave  :  nor  so  content. 
Shall  counterfeit  the  motions  of  the  flood, 
And  drown  him  in  herdrv  and  dusty  gulfs. 
What  then !  were  they  the  wicked  ebove  alt. 
And  we  the  righteous,  whose  fast-aocborM  isle 
Mov'd  not,  while  theirs  waa  rock'd,  like  a  light  Aiil( 
Hie  iport  of  ev'ry  ivave  ?  No :  none  are  clear. 
And  none  than  we  move  guilty.    But,  where  all 
Stand  chargeable  with  guilt,  and  to  the  shafts 
Of  wralh  obnoxious,  God  may  ehooae  bis  mark : 
May  punish,  if  he  please,  the  less,  to  warn 
The  more  malignant    Tf  be  sper'd  nojt  them,  . 
Treooyble  and  be  amaz'd  at  thine  escape, 
Far  guihier  England,  lest  he  spare  not  thee  ! 

Happy  the  man,  who  seat  s  Qod  emptoy'd 
In  all  the  good  and  ill,  that  checker  Nfe  1 
Resolving  all  evento  witbitheir  effsott 
And  manifokl  results,  into  the  will 
And  arbitratkm  wise  of  the  Sopreme. 
Did  not  bis  eye  role  all  things,  and  mtend 
The  least  of  our  concerns  (since  from  the  lent 
The  greatest  oft  originate)  ;  cooM  chance 
Find  place  in  his  d<xninion,  or  dispose 
One  lawless  particfe  to  thwart  his  plan  ; 
Then  God  might  be  surpris'd,  and  unforeseen 
ConUngenee  might  alarm  bins  and  disturb 
The  smooth  and  equal  course  of  his  afturs. 
Hub  tnith  Fhilosophy,  tliongh  eagle-ey'd 
In  nature's  tendencies,  oft  overlo^ ; 
And,  having  Ibund  his  nistmment,  forgets, 
Or  disregards,  or,  more  presnmptooas  slMt, 
Daniee the  po«>r,  that  wields  it     Oodpind 
His  hot  displeasure  ngainat  foeKsh  raen^ 
That  live  nn  atheist  life:  involves  the  Heat>ni 
In  tempests;  qnits  his  grasp  open  the  winds. 
And  gives  them  nil  their  fhty  ;  bidsnptagne 
Kindle  a  fiery  boil  upon  the  Ma^ 
And  putrefy  the  breath  of  blooming  Health. 
He  calls  for  Esaine,  and  the  meagre  fiend 
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Blowi  xoSMtm  fnm  htkmetn  his  sbrfroU'd  lip«» 
And  taints  Ibft  gcUoi  «ar.    He  ipriags  his  mines. 
And  dcaolates  a  oalBon  at  a  blaiL 
Foith  step*  the  apiuce  philosopher,  and  tells 
Of  homogeneal  and  disoordant  springs 
And  principles  «  el  isaoseiy  how  they  work 
By  neoessary  laits  their  sare  eflfects ; 
Of  aclioa  and  f  eaadon :  he  has  found 
The  source  d  the  disease,  that  nature  feels. 
And  bids  the  world  take  heart  and  banish  fear. 
Thou  fed  I  wiU  thy  disoov'ry  of  the  canse 
Suspend  th'  efiect,  or  heal  it  ?  Has  not  God 
Still  wrought  by  means  since  first  he  made  the  world  ? 
And  did  he  notof  oM  employ  his  means. 
To  drown  it  ?  What  is  his  creation  less 
Than  a  capacious  reieraoir  of  means 
Form'd  for  his  use,  and  ready  at  his  will  i 
Go,  dresB  thine  eyes  with,  eye-salve ;  ask  of  him. 
Or  ask  of  whomsoever  be  has  taught ; 
And  learn,  though  Uite>  the  genuine  cause  of  all. 
Eag4and^  with  all  thy  feults,  I  love  thee  still— 
My  country  !  aid,  while  yel  a  nook  is  left, . 
Where 'Engtish  minds  and  manners  may  be  found, 
Shall  be  constrained  to  love  tfaee^  Though  thy  clime 
Be  fickle,  an^  thy  year  most  fiart  deform'd 
.With  dripping  rains,  or  witherVl  by  a  frost, 
I  would  not  yet  esohange  thy  sullen  skies. 
And  fields  without  a  flow'r,  for  warmer  Franca 
With  aU  her  vines  i  nor  for  Ausonia's  graves 
Of  golden  fruitage,  and  her  myrtle  bow'rs. 
To  shake  thy  senate^  and  from  heights  sublime 
Of  patriot  eloquence  to  flash  down  fiie  , 

Upon  thy  foes,  was  new  meant  my  task  i 
But  T  oao  feel  thy  fortunes,  and  partake 
Thy  joys  and  nrrows,  with  as  true  a  heart 
As  auy  thuod'rer  there.    And  I  can  feel 
Thy  fidlies  loo,  and  whb  a  just  disdain 
Frown  at  efieminates,  whose  very  looks 
Reflect  dishonovroB  the  land  1  love. 
How,  in  the  name  of  sokherthip  and  sense. 
Should  England  pinsper,  when  soch  things,  as 

smooth 
And  tender  as  f  girl,  all  essenc'd  o*er 
With  odours,  and  as  profligate  as  sweet ; 
Who  sell  their  laurel  for  a  myrtle  wreath. 
And  love  when  they  shoohl  fight;  when  such  as  these 
Presume  to  lay  then-  hand  upon  the  ark 
Of  her  magnificent  and  awful  cause  ? 
Time  was  when  it  was  praise  and  boast  enough 
In  ev'ry  clime,  and  travel  where  we  might. 
That,  we  were  horn  her  children.    Praise-enough 
To  fill  th'  ambition  of  a  private  man* 
That  Chatham's  language  was  his  mother's  tongue, 
And  Wolfe's  great  name  con)  patriot  with  his  own* 
Farewell  those  honours,  and  farewell  with  them 
The  hope  of  Bucb  hereafter !  they  have  fell'n 
Each  in  his  field  of  glory ;  one  in  arms^ 
And  one' in  council-^  Wolfe  upon  the  H^ 
Of  smiKng  Victory  that  moment  won, 
And  Chatham  heart-sick  of  his  country's  shame ! 
They  made  as  many  soldiere.    Chatham,  still 
Consultiag  England^i  happiness  at  home, 
Secur'd  it  by  an  unforgiving  frown, 
If  any  wrong'd  faer.    Wolfe,  where'er  he  fought. 
Put  so  much  of  his  heart  into  his  act. 
That  hiseaample  had  a  magnet's  force. 
And  all  were  sttift.to  foliar  whom  all  lov'd. 
Tboso  suds  am  set.    O  rise  some  other  soch  1 
Or  aU  that .««  fawra.laf t  is  «iipty  talk 


Of  oM  aebierements  and  despair  of  new. 

Now  hoist  the  sail,  and  let  the  streaaen  flsst 
Upon  the  wanton  breezes.    Strew  the  dedk 
With  lavender,  and  sprinkle  liquid  swccH, 
That  no  rude  savour  maritime  invade 
The  nose  of  nice  nobility !   Breathe  soft, 
Ye  clarionets ;  and  softer  still,  ye  flutes ; 
That  winds  and  waters,  luird  by  magic  sooodi, 
May  bear  us  smoothly  to  the  Gallic  shore ! 
True,  we  have  hist  an  empire— let  it  pas. 
True  j  we  may  thank  the  perfidy  of  Franoe, 
That  pick'd  the  jewel  out  of  England's  crovs. 
With  all  the  cunning  of  an  envious  shrew. 
And  let  that  pass— 'twas  but  a  trick  of  state! 
A  brave  man  knows  no  malice,  but  at  onoe 
Forgets  in  peace  the  injuries  of  war. 
And  gives  bis  direst  foe  a  friend's  embrace. 
And,  sham'd  as  we  have  been,  to  th'  very  besri 
Brav'd  and  defied,  and  in  our  own  sea  pnw'd 
Too  weak  for  tlKMC  decisive  blows,  that  once 
Knsur'd  us  mas'try  there,  we  yet  retain 
Some  small  pre-eminence ;  we  justly  boait 
At  least  superior  jockeysbip,  and  claim 
The  honours  of  the  tuif  as  all  our  own  ! 
Go  then,  well  worthy  of  the  praise  ye  seek, 
And  show  the  shame,  ye  might  conoeal  at  how, 
lu  foreign  eyes  ( — be  grooms  and  win  the  piste, 
Where  once  your  notJkr  fethers  wou  a  cnvi  !— 
*Tis  gen'rons  to  ooanmnicate  your  skill 
To  those  that  need  it     Folly  is  soon  leartfd : 
And  under  such  preceptors  who  can  foil ! 

There  is  a  pleasure  in  poetic  pains. 
Which  only  poets  know.    The  shifts  and  taai» 
Th'  expedients  and  inventions  multiform. 
To  which  the  mind  resorts,  in  chase  of  terns 
'Iliougb  apt,  yet  coy,  and  diffioolt  to  win— 
7'  arrest  the  fleeting  im'agce,  that  fill 
The  mirror  of  the  mind,  and  bold  them  Cut, 
And  force  themr  sit,  till  he  has  penciled  off 
A  faithful  likeness  of  the  fonns  he  views ; 
Then  to  dispose  his  copies  with  soch  art. 
That  each  may  find  if  s  most  propitious  Ugbt, 
And  shine  by  situation,  hardly  less 
Than  by  the  labour  and  the  skill  ttoosi; 
Are  occnpatkms  of  the  poet'a  mind 
So  pleasing,  and  that  steal  awmy  the  thooghC 
With  such  address  from  themes  of  sad  iopoit. 
That,  loft  in  his  own  mnsin^s,  happy  maa! 
He  Teels  th'  anxieties  of  life,  denied 
Their  wonted  entertainment,  all  retire. 
Such  mys  has  he  that  sings.     But  ah  !  netsodv 
Or  seldom  such,  the  hearers  of  his  eeng. 
Fastidious,  or  else  listless,  or  pertiaps 
Aware  of  nothing  arduous  in  a  ta4t 
They  never  undertook,  they  little  note 
His  dangers  or  escapes,  and  haply  find 
Their  least  amusement  whose  hafooadtbe  BMi 
But  is  amusement  all  ?  Stndionacf  aoag. 
And  yet  ambitious  not  to  sia^ia  vain, 
I  would  not  trifle  meeely,  though  IbewBiU 
Be  loudest  in  their  praisa,  who  do  no  maia. 
Yet  what  can  satire,  whether  graaeer  gay  i 
It  may  correct  a  foibfe^  may  chastise 
The  freaks  of  feshion,  rpgntotp  the  dseis, 
Retrench  a  sword-blade,  or  displace  a  pfliek ; 
But  where  are  it's  sublimer  trophies foond^ 
What  vice  has  it  sobdaed }  whose  heaitreehM^ 
By  rigdur,  or  whom  langhM  ialo  nfhmi 
Alas  !  Leviathan  it  mt  so  UHU^  X 
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AoghM  at  Im  iMgbvftgain ;  aad  ftrioknt  hafd 
*aiii9  to  the  strolie  bis  adADiaakiiie  itfales, 
*bat  fearD»<liaoipliBeGf  buiDaa  haadSk. 
The  puipic,  Uierefore  (And  i  name  it  61Pd 
^'Hh  solemn  awe,  tbat  bids  4ne  well  beware 
(Titb  what  intent  1  touch  that  boly  thing) — 
"be  polpit  (wbcn  the  satirist  bas  at  last, 
trutting  and  rap'ring  in  a»  efBftjr  sobool, 
pent  all  hitlbree,  and  made  no  ptoaelyte)— 
siiy  the  palpit  (in  the  aober  use 
tf  it's  kgkimaiB,  peculiar  pow'n) 
last  stuid  adoBOvledg^d^  while  the  world  shall 


"he  most  impovtant  and  effiBctoal  gnard, 

upporty  and  ornament,  of  virtue's  cause. 

"here  stands  the  messenger  of  truth :  there  stands 

"he  legate  of  the  skies  1*--His  theme  divine, 

lis  office  saorod,  his  credentials  clear. 

ty  him  the  violadted  law  speaks  out 

t's  thnnden;  and  by  him,  in  strains  as  sweet 

3  angels  use,  the  Gospel  whispers  peace. 

le  'stabUshes  the  strong,  restores  the  weak, 

leclaims  the  wanderer,  binds  the  broken  heart, 

jid,  arm'd  himself  in  pan()ply  complete 

H  heavenly  temper,  furnishes  with  arms 

ifight  as  lits  own,  and  trains,  by  ev'ry  rule 

^  boiy  diseipline,  to  glorious  war 

"he  saeramcntal  host  of  Ood's  elect  1 

re  all  such  teachers ?-^Woald to Heav'n  all  wens? 

tot  hark ««-tho doctor's  voice!  fiutwedg'd  between 

Vo  eropif  iei  ha  staads»  and  with  swoki  obeeks 

aspires  the  newa,  his  trupipet.    Keener  far 

lia»  all  faucetiva  is  his  boid  harai^ue, 

labile  tbnMigh  thatpablic  organ  of  report 

[e  baUt  the  olergy ;  and,  .defying  shaooe, 

innoonees  to  tbe  .world  his  own  and  theirs  i 

[e  teaches  Chose  to  rend,  whom  schoois  dismiss'd, 

.nd  coUegeiv  antanght ;  sdb  accent,  tooe, 

jid  emphaiia  in  sqore,  and  gh'es  to  pray'r 

li'  ttdas^  and  tmtluMie  it  demands. 

le  grinds  divinity  of  ether  days 

town  iotb  laadcm  nsn  j  transforms  old  print 

0  zigzag  manoiciiipl,  and  cheats  the  eyes 
tf  gal  Pry  eritios  by  a  thousand  acts, 
.re  there  who  pnrchase  of  the  doctor's  ware  ? 
»  namd  it  not  in  Oath  ! — it  cannot  be, 
hat  fvaive  ted  learned  clerks  should  need  such  aid. 
le  doufatlesf  is  in  sport,  and  does  but  droll,  ^ 
ssuming  thus  h  rank  imknown  before — 
Taod  caterer  aad.  dry-norse  of  the  church  ! 

I  veneiMle  the  man,  whose  heart  is  warm, 
Hioee  hands  arepure,  whoae  doctrineand  whose  life 
oincident,  exhibit  lucid  proof, 
hat  he  is  honeat  ia  tbe  sacred  cause, 
b  such  I  render  more  than  mere  respect, 
i^hose  actions  say,  that  tbey  respect  themselves.  - 
■4  loose  in  aaorals,  and  in  manners  vain, 

1  conversatioa  Arisoknu,  in  dress 
Ktreme,  at  omm  rapacious  and  profuse  ; 
requeM  tnpsurk  with  lady  at  bis  side, 
mbling  and  prattling  scandal  as  he  goes ; 
ut  rare  at  boose,  and  never  at  bis  books, 
»r  with  his  pen,  save  when  he  scrawls  a  card ; 
onstant  at  Muta,  fomsliar  with  a  round 
f  ladyships,  a  stranger  to  the  poor  $ 
mbitioM  of  preformcnt  for  it's  gQid, 
smI  well  prapar'd,  by  igneraooa  and  doth, 
y  infidebty  end  love  of  world, 
o fluj^e €>9d's  vorkftunemure^  « ilave 


4sr& 


To  his  own  plaaaaras. and  iuB  pairoif  s  ptifts. 
From  such  apnutilps,  O  yeHBitnkl  he«^ 
Preserve  tbe  chuteh  1  and  lay  eot  oaietaas 'hands 
On  sonlls,  that  cannot  teach,  and  wills  net  Jaa^a* 

Would  I  rloscribe  si  {uneaohery  sodh  as  Pkul, 
^  Were  he  on  Fjariht  woeW  hear,  kppfopre,  aod.owii| 
Paul  should  himsdidireet  me.     I'Mndd  treoe 
His  master-strokes^  and  drav  froon  hiadcsigii. 
I  would  express  bim  simple^  grave,  einoefe; 
In  doctrine  tnsoorrupt ;  ia  language  plain. 
And  plain  in  manner ;  deoeat^  solemO)  chaitfl^ 
And  natural  in  gesture;  much  impsess'd 
Hiaiaelf,  as  conscious  of  hie  awfisl  chai|^ 
And  anxious  mainly  tliat  the  Asck  he  feob 
May  feel  it  too :  affeotiMBate  in  look,     ^ 
And  tender  in  aadccss^aB  well  beeomes 
A  messenger  of  grace  to  guUty  men. 
Behold  the  picture  l->*l8  itlik»)<^Like'whoM  > 
The  things  that  mount  the  roatramwitb  a  shi^ 
And  then  skip  down  agSMi ;  peanoance  a  text; 
Cry*^Hem ;  and  reading  what  they  never  wiafcr 
Just  fifteen  minutes,  boddle  up  ihir  work. 
And  with  a  well  bred  whisper  obse  the  acene  1 

In  man  or  woman,  b|Lit  &r  most  in  man. 
And  most  of  ail  in  aun  thatminisiesa 
And  serves  tbe  altar,  ia  my  eonl  J  loath 
Al!  affectation    Tis  my  pevfoot  scorn  i 
Object  of  my  implaoable  disgust 
What  l--will  a  maD  play  tricks,  will  he  ioduige 
A  silly  ibnd  oonceit  of  bis  fair  form. 
And  JQst  proportion,  foshienable  mien, 
And  pret^  fboe,  in  presence  of  ^his  God  ? 
Or  will  he  seek  to  dazale  me  with  tropes. 
As  with  the  djamond  on  his  lily  hand. 
And  play  bis  brilliant  parts  before  my  eyes^ 
When  I  am  hungry  for  the  bread  oi*  lifer^  r 

lie  mocks  bis  Maker,  proatitntesAod  shamea 
His  noble  office,  and,  instead  of  truth, 
Disph&y'mg  his  own  beanty,  starves  hisilook. 
Therefore  avannt  all  attitade, ;  and  starei,     i 
And  start  theatric,  pmctis'd  at.the  glass ! 
I  seek  divine  simplicity  in  him, 
Who  bandies  things  divine  j  and  ail  besides. 
Though  leam'd  with  labotV)  and  thoagh  much 

admir'd 
By  curious  eyes  and  judgmeatsilMnform'd, 
To  me  is  odious  as  the  nasal  twang 
Heard  at  conventicle,  where  worthy  men. 
Misled  by  custom,  strain  celestial  themes 
Through  the  press'd  nostril,  speotBcle4iestrid. 
Some  decent  in  demeanour  while  they  preach, - 
That  task  perform'd,  relapse  into-themseh-es; 
And  having  spoken  wisely,  at  the  close 
Grow  wanton,  and  give  proof  to  st^ry  eye. 
Whoever  was  edified,  themselves  were  not  1 
Forth  comes  the  pocket  mirror* — First  we  stroke 
An  eyebrow  ;  next  compose  a  straggling  lock ; 
Then  with  an  air  roost  gracefully  perform'd 
Fall  back  into  our  seat,  extend  ap  arm. 
And  lay  it  at  it's  ease  with  gentle  care. 
With  haudkerchief  in  hand  depending  lowt 
The  better  hand  mora  busy  giacs  the  aoee 
It's  bergamot,  or  aids  th'  indebted  eye 
With  op'ra  glass,  to  watch  the  moving  soentj*     < 
And  recognize  the  slow  retiring  fkir.-*-'  .   . 

Now  this  is  fulsome  $  and  offends  me 'mora    *    > 
Than  in  a  churchman  slovenly  neglect- 
And  rustitf  coarseness  would.    .A  heaw'nly  ttiad 
May  be  indiff'teot  te  her  bouse nf  day^.        v   ,  • 
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And  slight  tlM  1iov»l  at  beneath  lior  care; 
But  how  m  bodjr  Mteotaitic,  itrkta, 
And  qnaintf  in  it%  depotrtment  and  attii«, 
Can  lodge  abeaT^oljr  tnlrvA— demand!^  a  dofoht 

He,  that  negottatet  bamcu  God  and  mail, 
Af  Ood^a  ambonadov,  the  gimd  ooncerna 
Of  judgmealt  and'  of  maroy,  tAxMild  hewtre 
Of  lightnese  m  hia  speech    Tis  pitifal 
To  court  a  gtm,  irtiea  yoa  riroirid  woo  a  lonl; 
To  break  a  jeet,  whe»  pky  woqUI  nitpire 
Patbatic  exhortatioB }  and  t'  addreis 
The  skittish  ttmey  with  Ihoetiooi  taies^ 
When  sent  with  God's  ooninissien  to  the  heart ! 
60  did  not  Panl.    DiMct  om  to  a  qufp 
Or  merry  turnmr  all  he  ever  wrote. 
And  I  coDseat  yoa  take  it  for  yoar  text. 
Your  only  one,  tillodtt  and  benches  Ihil. 
No :  he  was  serious  in  a  dertons  cause. 
And  understood  too  well  the  weighty  terms. 
That  he  had  tak*n  in  charge.    He  would  not  stoop 
To  conquer  tboae  by  Joeular  exploits. 
Whom  truth  and  soberness  assail'd  hi  vain. 

O  Popular  Applause  t  what  heart  of  man 
Is  proof  against  thy  sweet  seducing  charms  ^ 
The  wisest  and  the  best  feel  urgent  need 
Of  all  their  caution  ni  thy  gentlest  gales ; 
But  swell'd  into  a  gost--wbo  then  alas  ! 
With  all  bis  canvasa  set,  and  hiezpert. 
And  therefore  heedless,  can  withstand  thy  pow'r? 
Praise  from  the  rivell'd  lips  of  toothless  bald 
Decrepitude,  and  in  the  lochs  of  lean 
And  craving  Poverty,  and  hi  the  bow 
Respectftil  of  the  smntch'd  artificer. 
Is  oft  too  welcome,  and  may  much  distmb 
The  bias  of  the  puipese.  How  much  more, 
Pour'd  forth  by  beauty  splendid  and  pofite. 
In  language  soft  as  Adoration  breathes  ? 
Ah  spare  your  Idol !  think  him  human  stilL 
Charms  bo  may  have,  but  he  has  frailties  too! 
Pote  not  too  much,  nor  spoil  what  ye  admn«. 

All  truth  is  from  the  sempitemial  source 
Of  light  divine.    Bnt  Egypt,  Greece,  and  Home, 
Drew  from  the  stream  below.    More  fkvonr'd  we 
Drink,  when  we  cfaooie  it,  at  the- fountain  head. 
To  them  it  flow'd  much  mingled  and  defil'd 
With  hurtful  trtoixr,  prejudice,  and  dreams 
Illusive  of  philosophy,  so  cstll  'd. 
But  fhlsely.    SagH^  after  sages  strove 
In  vain  to  filter  off  a  crystal  draught 
Pare  from  the  lees,  which  often  more  enhanc'd 
The  thirst  then  Slak'd  it,  and  not  seklom  bred 
Intoxication  and  defirinm  wild. 
In  vain  they  push'd  inquiry  to  the  birth        [man  ? 
And  springtime  of  the  world ;    ask'd,  Whence  is 
Why  foim'd  at  all  ?  and  wherefore  as  he  is  } 
Where  muFt  he  find  hh  maker?  with  what  rites 
Adore  him }  Will  he  hear;  accept,  and  bless  ? 
Or  does  he  aft  reirardless  of  his  works  > 
Has  man  within  bim  an  immortal  seed  ? 
Or  does  the  tomb  take  an  }  If  he  survive 
His  ashes,  where  ?  and  in  what  weal  or  wo  ? 
Knots  w;orthy  of  button,  which  alone 
A  Deity  couM  solve.    Their  answers,  vague 
And  aM  at  random,  fabulous  and  dark, 
Left  them  as  dark  themselves.    Their  rules  of  tifsj 
Defective  and  t^nsatictfon*d,  prov'd  too  weak. 
To  bind  the  roving  appetite  and  lead 
Blind  ttatur^  t<y  a  God  not  yet  rere^Vd. 
Tis  Herniation  satisfleft  all  doubts, 


Explanni  all  nystorief,  exc^t  her  can, 
And  so  illuminates  the  path  of  life. 
That  fools  discover  it,  and  stmy  no  more. 
Now  tell  me,  dignified  and  sapient  eir. 
My  man  of  morals,  nnrtur'd  in  the  shades 
Of  Academus — ^is  this  felse  or  true  ? 
Is  Christ  the  abler  teacher,  or  the  schools? 
If  Christ,  then  why  resort  at  ev'ry  turn 
To  Athens  or  to  Rome,  for  wisdom  short 
Of  man's  occasions,  when  in  him  reside 
Grace,  knowledge,  comfort — an  un£rtbomM  dne ! 
How  oft,  when  Paul  has  serv'd  us  with  ateit, 
Has  Epictetns,  Plato,  Tully,  preach'd ! 
Men  that,  if  now  alive,  would  at  content 
And  humble  leameas  of  a  Sarioor^  worth, 
Preach  it  who  osight.   Such  was  their  kive  oftroti^ 
Their  thirst  of  knowledge,  and  their  candour  too  1 

And  thus  it  is — ^The  pastor,  either  vain 
By  nature,  or  by  flatt'ry  made  so,  taught 
To  gaze  at  his  own  splendour,  and  ^  ^alt 
Absurdly,  not  his  office,  but  himself; 
Or  unenlightened,  and  too  proud  to  learn; 
Or  vicious,  and  not  therefore  apt  to  teadi ; 
Perverting  often  by  the  stress  of  lewd 
And  loose  example,  whom  he  should  histmct; 
Exposes,  and  holds  up  to  brood  di^^race, 
The  noblest  function,  and  discredits  much 
The  brightert  tnith.^,  that  man  has  ever  seen. 
For  ghostly  counsel ;  if  it  either  foil 
Below  the  exigence,  or  be  not  bacfc'd 
With  show  of  love,  at  feast  with  hopcftd  proof 
Of  some  sinceriiy  on  the  giver's  part ; 
Or  be  dishonoured  Id  th*  exterior  form 
Aod  mode  of  it's  conveyance  by  such  tricki» 
As  move  derision,  or  by  foppish  airs 
And  histrkinic  mumm'ry,  that  let  down 
The  pulpit  to  the  level  of  the  staee ; 
Drops  from  the  lips  a  disregardea  thing. 
The  weak  perhaps  are  mov'd,  but  are  not  tsn^ 
While  prejudice  in  men  of  stronger  minds 
Takes  deeper  root,  confirmM  by  what  they  see. 
A  relaxation  of  religion^s  hold 
Upon  the  roving  and  untotor'd  heart 
Soon  follows,  and,  the  curb  of  conscience  siufp*^ 
The  laity  run  wild, — But  do  they  now  ? 
Note  their  extravagance,  and  be  coovinc'd. 

As  natkms,  ignorant  of  God,  contrive 
A  wooden  one;  so  we,  no  longer  taught 
By  monitors,  that  mother  church  supplies, 
Now  make  our  own.    Posterity  will  aik 
(If  e'er  posterity  see  verse  of  mine) 
Some  fifty  or  a  hundred  lustrums  hence. 
What  was  a  monitor  in  George's  days? 
My  very  gentle  reader,  yet  unborn. 
Of  whom  I  needs  must  augur  better  thingi, 
Since  Heav'n  would  sure  grow  weary  of  a  worid 
'  Productive  only  of  a  race  like  ours, 
A  monitor  is  wood — plank  shaven  thin. 
We  wear  it  at  our  backs.     There,  closely  ha(^ 
And  neatljr  fitted,  it  Compresses  hard 
The  prominent  and  most  unsightly  bones. 
And  hinds  the  shoulders  flat.    We  prove  (t*s  ms 
Sovereign  and  most  effectual  to  secure 
A  form,  not  now  gymnastic  as  of  yo^e. 
From  rickets  and  distortion,  else  our  lot 
Bdt  thus  admonished,  we  can  walk  erect—  ^ 
One  proof  at  least  of  manhood  !  while  the  (rm' 
Sticks  close,  t  Mentor  U'orthy  of  his  cfasi^ 
Oor  halnts,  costlier  than  LncuUus  wore. 
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And  by  cmprice  at  multiplied  aa  his, 
Just  please  us  vhile  the  Usbion  is  at  full. 
But  change  with  ev'ry  moon.    The  syoophaoty 
Who  wmits  to  dreis  us,  arbitrates  their  date ; 
Surveys  his  fair  reversioQ  with  keen  eye  ; 
Finds  one  ill  made,  another  obsolete. 
This  fits  not  nicely,  that  is  ill  conceivM  ; 
And,  making  prize  of  all  that  be  condemns. 
With  our  expenditure  defrays  his  own. 
Variety  's  tlie  very  spice  of  life. 
That  gives  it  all  it*s  flavour.    We  have  run 
Through  ev'ry  change,  that  Fancy,  at  the  loom 
Exhausted,  has  bad  genius  to  supply ; 
And,  studious  of  mutation  still,  discard 
A  real  elegance,  a  little  us'd, 
For  monstrous  novelty  and  strange  disguise*  • 
We  sacrifice  to  dress,  till  household  joys 
And  comforts  cease.    Dress  drains  our  cellar  dry. 
And  keep4  our  larder  lean  ;  pots  out  our  fires; 
And  introduces  hunger,  frost,  and  wo, 
Where  peace  and  hospitality  might  reign. 
What  man  that  lives,  and  that  knows  how  to  IiTe, 
Would  foil  t'  exhibit  at  the  public  shows 
A  form  as  splendid  as  the  proudest  there. 
Though  appetite  raise  outcries  at  the  cost? 
A  man  o*  the  town  dines  late,  but  soon  enou^, ' 
With  reasonable  forecast  and  dispatch, 
T*  ensure  a  side-box  station  at  half  price. 
iToa  think  perhaps,  so  delk^te  his  dress. 
His  daily  fue  as  delicate.    Alas ! 
He  picks  clean  teeth,  and,  busy  as  he  seema 
With  an  jld  tavern  quill,  is  hungry  yet  I 
The  root  is  Folly^s  circle,  which  she  draws 
With  magic  wand.    So  potent  is  the  speU, 
That  none,  decoy*d  into  that  fatal  ring. 
Unless  by  Heav'n's  pecuh'ar  grace,  escape. 
There  we  grow  early  gray,  but  never  wise  ; 
There  form,  connexions,  but  acquire  no  friend  ; 
Solicit  pleasure,  hopeless  of  success  ; 
^Waste  youth  in  occupations  only  fit 
Fbr  second  childhood,  and  devole  old  age 
To  sports,  whic^  only  childhood  could  excuse. 
There  they  are  happiest,  who  dtssemble  best 
Their  weatiness:  and  they  the  most  polite. 
Who  squander  time  and  treasure  with  a  smile. 
Though  at  their  own  destruction.    She  that  adn 
Her  dear  five  hundred  friends,  contemns  them  all, 
And  hates  their  coming.  They  (what  can  they  less  ?} 
Make  just  reprisals ;  and  with  cringe  and  shrug. 
And  bow  obftquious,  hide  their  hate  of  her. 
All  catch  the  frenzy,  downanud  from  her  grace. 
Whose  flambeaux  flash  against  the  morning  skies. 
And  gild  XMir  chamber  ceilmgs  as  they  pass. 
To  her,  who,  frugal  only  that  her  thrift 
May  foed  excesses  she  can  ill  affiird,- 
Is  hac^Aey'd  home  unlackey'd ;  who,  in  haste 
Alighting,  turns  the  key  in  her  own  door. 
And,  at  the  watchman^s  lantern  borrVitig  light, 
Fi^s  a  cold  bed  her  only  comfort  left 
Wives  beggar  husbands,  husbands  starve  their  wites. 
On  Fortune's  velvet  altar  offering  up 
Their  last  poor  pittance— Fortune,  most  severe 
Of  goddesses  yet  known,  and  costlier  £sr 
Than  all,  that  held  their  routs  in  Juno's  Heav'n*  — * 
So  fisre  we  in  this  prison-house  the  World  ;, 
And  'tis  a  fearful  spectacle  to  see 
So  many  maoiacs  dancing  in  their  <:hains. 
They  gaze  upon  the  links,  that  hold  them  fast, 
With  eyes  of  anguiab,  execrate  their  lot, 


Then  .shake  them  m  despair^  «iid  dance  again  1 

Now  basket  up  the  family  of  plagues, 
That  waste  our  vitals  ;  p«oulatloo,  sala 
Of  honour,  peijury,  oomiptioB,firaud«  ^ 
By  forgery,  by  subterfuge  of  lair. 
By  tricks  and  Mes  as  num'roos  and  as  keen 
As  the  necessities  tbehr  authors  feel ;  * 
Then  cast  them,  ciosely  biuidled*  ev'ry  brat 
At  the  right  door.    Profasioa  is  the  sire. 
Profusion,  unrestmioM  with  all  that*s  base 
In  character,  has  littered  all  the  land, 
And  bred,  within  the  mera'ry  of  no  few, 
A  priesthood,  such  as  Baal's  was  of  old, 
A  people,  such  as  nsver  was  titt  now. 
It  is  a  hungry  vice :  it  eats  up  all, . 
That  gives  society  it's  beauty,  sttength^ 
Convenience,  and  security,  and  nsa  i 
Makes  men  mere  vermia,  worthy  to  be  trapped 
And  gibbeted,  as  fast  as  catcbpele  claws 
Can  seize  the  slifp'ry  pray :  unties  the  knot 
Of  union,  and  converts  the  sacred  bwd. 
That  holds  mankind  together,  to  a  scourge. 
Profusion,  delu^png  a  state  with  lusts 
Of  grossest  nature  and  of  wont  effects, 
Prepares  it  for  it/s  ruin  :  hardens,  blinds. 
And  warps,  the  conaoienoes  of  public  men. 
Till  they  can  laugh  at  Virtue ;  mock  the  fools^ 
That  trust  them  | .  and  ia  th*  end  disclose  a  face. 
That  would  have  shock'd  Credulity  herself, 
Unmask'd,  vouchsafing  this  their  sole  excosa-* 
Since  all  siike  are  selfish,  why  not  they  ) 
This  does  Profusion^  and  th'  aocussed  cause 
Of  such  deqp  ipischief  has  itself  a  cause. 
In  colleges  and  haUs  in  ancient  daya, 
When  learning,  virtue,  piety,  and  truth. 
Were  precwus,  and  inculcated  with  care. 
There  dwelt  a  sage  calPd  Discipline.    His  head. 
Not  yet  oy  time  completely  silver'd  o'er 
Bespoke  him  past  the  bounds  of  freakish  youth. 
But  strong  for  service  still,  and  unimpaired. 
His  eye  wias  meeV  and  gentle,  and  a  smile 
Play'd.on  his  tips  ;  and  in  his  speech  was  hcasd 
Paternal  sweetness,  dignity,  and  love. 
The  occupation  dearest  to  his  heart 
Was  to  encourage  goodness.    He  would  stroka 
The  head  of  modest  and  ingenuous  worth. 
That  blnsh'd  at  it's  own  praise ;  and  press  the  youth 
Clese  to  his  side,  that  pleas'd  him.  Learning  grew 
Beneath  his  care  a  thriving  vigVous  plant ; 
Tbe  mind  was  well  inform'd,  the  passions  held 
Subordinate,  and  diligence  waa  cbmca. 
If  e'er  it  chanc'd,  as  sometiines  chance  it  must. 
That  one  among  so' many  overleap'd 
The  limits  of  contnml,  bis  gentle  eye 
Grew  stem,  and  darted  a  severe  rebuke : 
His  frown  was  full  of  terrour,  and  bis  voice 
Shook  the  delinquent  with  such  fits  of  awe. 
As  left  him  not,  till  penitence  had  won 
Lost  fovonr  back  again,  and  dos'd  the  breach. 
But  Discipline,  a  faithful  servant  long. 
Declined  at  length  into  the  vale  of  years : 
A  palsy  struck  his  arm  ;  his  sparkling  eye 
Was  quench'd  in  rheums  of  ^gej  his  voice,  nnstxuni^ 
Grew  tremulous,  and  mQv'd  derision  mure 
Than  rev'rence  m  perverse  rebellious  youth. 
So  eoUeges  and  halls  neglected  moch 
Their  good  old  friend )  and  Discipline  at  lengthy 
O'erlook'd  and  unemployed,  fell  sick  and  died. 
Then  Study  laoguish'd.  Emulation  slej^t. 
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And  Virtue  fled.    Th6  icfidofs  became  a  9cei]6 
Of  solemn  farce,  whero  Ignorance  in  stilts. 
His  cap  well  linM  with  logic  not  h\s  own, 
With  parrot  tongue  perform 'd  the  schoUc's  part, 
Proceeding  soon  a  graduated  dunce. 
Then  Conapromise  had  place,  and  Scrotiny 
Became  stone  blind  ;  Precedence  went  in  truck, 
And  he  wa«  competent  whose  purse  was  s<k 
A  dissolntion  of  al]  bonds  ensued  ; 
The  curbs  invented  for  the  mulish  mouth 
Of  headstrong  youth  were  broiien ;  bars  andbolu 
Grew  rusty  by  di:*use ;  and  massy  gates 
Forgot  their  office,  op'ning  with  a  touch ; 
Till  gowns  at  length  are  fbund  mere  ma9queradey 
The  ta5sel*d  cap  and  the  spruce  band  a  jest, 
A  raocVry  of  the  world  !  What  need  of  the«e 
For  gamesters  Jockeys,  brothellers  irapmre, 
Spendthrifts,  and  booted  sportsmen,  oft'nerseen 
With  belted  waist  and  pointers  at  their  heels. 
Than  in  the  bounds  of  duty  ?  What  was  leam*d, 
If  aught  was  Iearn*d  in  childhood,  1i  forgot ; 
And  such  expense,  as  pinches  parents  blue,  , 

And  mortifies  the  lib'ral  hand  of  lore,    * 
Is  squanderM  in  pursuit  of  id!e  sports 
And  vicious  ))1easure8  ;  buys  the  boy  a  name. 
That  sits  a  stigma  on  his  father's  house. 
And  cleaves  through  life  inseparably  close 
To  him,  that  wears  it.     What  can  after-games 
Of  riper  103*6,  and  commerce  with  tlie  world, 
The  lewd  vain  world,  that  must  receive  him  soon, 
Add  to  such  erudition,  thus  acquired, 
Where  science  and  where  virtue  are  profess'd  ? 
They  may  confirm  his  habits,  rivet  fast 
His  folly,  but  to  spoil  bim  is  a  task, 
Tliat  bids  defiance  to  th'  united  pow'rs 
or  fashion,  dissipation,  taverns,  stews. 
Now  bl;ime  we  most  the  nurslings  or  the  nurse  > 
The  children  ci-ool^'d,  and  twisted,  and  defonn*d. 
Through  want  of  care  ;  or  her,  who«e  winkmg  eye 
And  slumbering  oscitaiicy  mars  the  brood  ^ 
•rtie  nurse  no  doubt.      Regardless  of  her  charge, 
She  needs  herself  correction  $  needs  to  learn. 
That  it  is  dangerous  sporting  with  the  world. 
With  things  so  sacred  as  a  nation's  trust. 
The  nurture  of  her  yohth,  her  dearest  pledge. 
All  are  not  such.     I  had  a  brother  once — 
Peace  to  the  mem'ry  of  a  man  of  worth, 
A  man  of  letters,  and  of  manners. too  t 
Of  manners  sweet  as  Virtue  always  wear«. 
When  gay  Good-nature  dresses  her  in  smiles. 
He  gracM  a  college  ',  iu  which  order  yet 
Was  sacred ;  and  was  honoured,  lov'd,  and- wept. 
By  mdre  than  one,  themselves  conspicuous  there. 
Some  minds  are  tetnperM  happily,'  andlnix^d 
With  such  ingredients  of  good  sense,  and  taste 
Of  what  is  excellent  in  man,  they  thirst 
With  such  a  teal  to  be  what  they  approve, 
That  no  restraints  can  circumscribe  them  more 
Than  they  themselves  by  choice,  for  wisdom's  sake. 
Nor  can  example  hurt  them :  what  they  see 
Of  vice  in  others  but  enhancing  more 
The  charms  of  virtue  in  their  just  esteem. 
If  such  escape  contagion,  and  emerge 
Pure  from  so  ftiol  a  pool  to  shine  abroad. 
And  give  the  world  their  talents  and  themselves, 
Small  thanks  to  those,  ^hose  negligence  or  sloth 
Exposed  their  inexperience  to  the  snare, 
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And  left  them  to  an'tmdh^efed'dfoibe 

See  Chen  the  quWet  broken  and  decayM, 
In  which  are  kept  our  arrows  !  Rtisthig  thent 
In  wild  disorder,  atMl  unfit  fbr  tise; 
What  wonder,  ff,  dttcharg'd  into  the  world. 
They  shame  then*  fthootert  with  a  rsuAHii  ffi^bt^ 
Their  points  obtttse,  and  feathers  drunk  with  winaT 
Well  may  the  chureh  wage  tinsuceesifbl  ^war 
With  such  artill'ry  armV).     Vice  partiei  wide 
Th'  nndrccaded  voltey  with  a  swond.of  sIraWy 
And  stands  an  impudent  and  feartess  nafk. 

Have  we  not  track'd  the  fel6n  home,  and  looirf 
His  birthplace  and  his  dam  ?  The  country  1 
Mourns  because  ev'ry  pibgue,  that  can  1 
Society,  and  that  saps  and  wormrthe  base 
Of  thl  edifice,  that  policy  has  rai9*d; 
Swarms  in  ail  quarters  :  meets  the  eye,  fke  ear. 
And  suffocates  the  breath  at  ev*ry  tuni. 
Profusion  breeds  them;  and  tlie  cause  its«IF 
Of  that  calamitous  mischief  has  been  fotttA  t 
Found  too  where  most  offensrre,  in  the  skfatar 
Of-the  rob'd  pedagogue  !  Rh«  let  th'  arraigflj'^ 
Stand  up  unconscious,  and  refute  the  charge. 
^  wheu  tbcJetrish  leader  streti^i'd  hto  artist 
And  wav'd  his  rod  divtne,  a  race  obscene, 
SpawuM  in  the  muddy  beds  of  Nile,  canoe  ferfU, 
Polluting  Egypt :  gardchs,  fields,  afnd  pMtAi, 
Were  covered  with  the  pest ;  the  street*  wet*  €IW; 
The  croaking  nnisatiee  ItrtVd  hi  feveiy  neoH  >*• 
Nor  palaces,  nor  e^-en  Chamhtttl,  MapM '; 
And  the  land  stan1c--so  nettt'itms  i^aii  life  fi^ ' ' 


THE  TASK. 

BOOK    III. 

THE  GARRBlk 

AfLGUJKBKT  OF^THB  THIKD   BOOK. 

Self-reaoliecti^n  and  reproof. — Addroito  c 

happiness.-^Saa»e  acttomitof  myMlf.r*»Db«ai* 
nity  of  moay  of  their  pursuits,  who  mie  rnia^iJ 
wise -^JuKtiilcatioii  of  my  oeosdres^— ^fiiaiaa  il> 
luminatian  necessary  to  the  moat  eapeA  |itiilw 
phar.'^The  questJoo,  What  k  truth  '  amatjst 
'^y  other  questions.— ^Domestic  kappHMs.  ad> 
dressed  again. — Few  loven  of  the  ooDnlrf .>-<^4lf 
tame  hare.--<Kx»ipatbn9  of  a  retived  gsentleaMB 
in  his  garden.  —  Pruaing.  —^  ¥nming.  *^6nea- 
house.— -Sowing  of  Bower  seeds.— The  eoHaCiy 
preferable  to  the  toarn  even  in  the  itinfeR>— 
Reasons  why  it  is  deneited  at  that  lamaii 
Ruinous  eft'ects  of  gaming,  and  of  eapeasie 
improvement.— Book  oaDCludea  vhh  m  a|ioi> 
tropbe  to  the  metropolis. 

As  one,  who  long  in  thichets  and  itt  biaftet' 

Entangled  wmds  now  this  way  and  mwr  tlivl^ '   * 

His  devious  course  uM^ertain,  seeMHjg  hMM{' 

Or,  having  *ong  id  mhy  wayi  heeu^m  '    '* 

And  sore  discomfited,  from  akatgli  tei^oiigli- 

Plunging  and  half  despairfrtg  off  escape  ^  • 

If  chan(«  at  length  he  find  a  gmeensamftl -iBMtaA 

And  faithful  to  the  foot,  h&i  sp^la  n«^ 

He  chenips  brisk  bis  ^r-erectrng  ateisd. 

And  winds  his  w^  with  pleasure  fttid  w^^aiie^ 

.So  I,  desiguing  othertliaBeB,  and  ttUB^  -    * 
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P  adiora  the  Soh  with  eutogtum  dua^ 
^o  tell  it's  slumbera,  and  to  paint  it's  dFeam^ 
lave  rambled  wide.    In  country,  city,  seat 
>f  academic  fame  (however  deservM), 
joug  held,  and  scarcely-disengaged  at  last, 
tut  DOW  with  pleasant  pace  a  cleanlier  road 

mean  to  tread.  I  feel  msrself  at  large, 
'ourageous,  and  refreshed  for  future  toil, 
f  toil  await  me,  or  if  dangers  new. 

Since  pulpits  fail,  and  sounding  boards  reflect 
ifost  part  an  empty  ineffectual  sound, 
Vhat  chance  that  I,  to  fame  ro  little  known, 
for  conversant  with  men  or  manners  much, 
bould  speak  to  purpose,  or  with  better  hope 
!rack  the  satiric  thong  ?  'Twere  wiser  fiu" 
'or  me,  enamourM  of  sequesterM  scenes, 
Lod  charm'd  with  rural  beauty,  to  repose, 
IHiere  chance  may  throw  me,  beneath  elm  or  vine, 
»Iy  languid  limbs,  when  summer  sears  the  plains ; 
>r,  when  rough  winter  rages,  on  the  soft 
Lnd  sheltered  Sofa,  while  the  nitrous  air 
'eeds  a  blue  flame,  and  m^kes  a  cheerful  hearth  ; 
'here,  undistorbM  by  Polly,  and  apprised 
low  great  the  danger  of  disturbing  her, 
"o  muse  in  silence,  or  at  least  confine 
temarks,  that  gall  so  many,  to  the  few 
Ay  partners  in  retreat    Disgust  conceard 
s  ofttimes  proof  of  wisdom,  when  the  fieiult 
s  obstinate,  and  cure  beyond  our  reach. 

Domestic  Happiness,  thou  only  bliss 
>f  Paradise,  that  hast  surviv'd  the  M\  I 
Ikough  few  now  taste  thee  unimoairM  and  pare, 
he  tastitfg  long  ei\joy  thee  !  too  mfirm, 
hr  too  incautious,  to  preserve  thy  sweets 
7nmix*d  with  dit)ps  of  bitter,  which  neglect 
)r  temper  sheds  into  thy  crystal  cup  j 
*bou  art  the  nurse  of  Virtue,  in  thine  arms  > 
be  smiles,  appearing,  as  in  truth  she  is, 
ieav'n-born,  and  destined  to  the  skies  again. 
'bou  art  not  known  where  Pleasure  is  adored, 
liat  reeling  goddess  with  the  zoneless  waist 
.nd  wand'ring  eyes,  still  leaning  on  the  arm 
^Novelty, .her  fickle,  frail  support ; 
or  thou  art  meek  and  con<^ant,  bating  change, 
.nd  finding  in  the  calm  of  troth-tried  love 
oys,  that  her  stormy  raptures  never  yield, 
(^rsaking  thee,  what  shipwreck  have  we  mad« 
>f  honour,  dignity,  and  fair  renownl 
111  prostitution  elbows  us  aside 
Q  all  our  crowded  streets ;  and  senates  seem 
4X)venM  for  purposes  of  empire  less, 
'ban  to  release  tli*  ad u Kress  from  her  bond. 
'h'  adultress  !  what  a  theme  for  angry  verse  ! 
V'hat  provncation  to  th'  indignant  heart, 
liat  feels  for  injur'd  love  !   bat  I  disdain 
lie  naoseous  task,  to  paint  her  as  she  is, 
!ruel,  abandoned,  gloryhsg  in  her  shame  ! 
To  : — let  her  pass,  and,  ebariotted  along 
n  guilty  splendour,  shake  the  public  ways ; 
lie  frequency  of  crimes  has  washed  th^m  white, 
jid  verse  of  mme  shall  never  brand  the  wrelcb, 
W^hom  matrons  now  of  character  unsmirch'd, 
.nd  chaste  themselves,  are  not  ashamM  to  own. 
'irtue  and  vice  bad  boundaries  hi  old  time. 
Tot  to  be  passed :  and  sbe,  that  had  renouncM 
ler  8ex*s  hoooar,  waa  renoanc'd  herself 
ty  all  that  priz'd  it;  not  for  prud'ry's  sake, 
tut  dignity's,  resentful  of  the  vrroagk 
Twas  hard  ptrhafs  on  hen  and  tbart »  waif. 


Desirous  to  return,  9x4  not  receivM : 

But  was  a  wholesome  rigour  in  the  mam, 

And  taught  th'  unblemished  to  preserve  with  care 

That  purity,  whose  loss  was  loss  of  alL 

Men  too  were  nice  jn  honour  in  those  days, 

And  jndg*d  offenders  well.     Then  he  that  sharp'd» 

And  pocketted  a  prize  by  fraud  obtain'd. 

Was  mark'd  and  shunnM  as  odious.     He  that  sold 

His  country,  or  was  slack  when  she  required 

His  ev*ry  nerve  in  actiou  and  at  stretch. 

Paid  with  the  blood,  that  he  had  basely  spar*d. 

The  price  of  his  default.     But  now — yes,  now 

We  are  become  so  candid  and  so  fair. 

So  liberal  in  construction,  and  so  rich 

In  christian  charity,  (good  natur'd  age  !) 

That  they  arc  safe,  sinners  of  either  sex,        [bred. 

Transgress  what  laws  they  may.  Well  dressM,  well 

Well  equipag'd,  is  ticket  good  enough,    . 

To  pa^s  us  readily  through  ev'ry  door. 

Hypocrisy,  detest  her  as  we  may, 

(And  no  man*s  hatred  ever  wrong*d  her  yet) 

May  claim  this  merit  still — ^that  sbe  admits 

The  worth  of  what  she  mimics  with  such  care, 

And  ^us  gives  virtue  indirect  applause  ; 

But  she  has  burnt  her  mask  not  needed  here. 

Where  vice  has  such  allowance,  that  her  shiftf 

And  specious  semblances  have  I6st  their  use. 

I  was  a  stricken  deer,  that  left  the  herd 
Long  since.     With  many  an  arrow  deep  inflx'd 
My  panting  side  was  charged,  when  I  withdrew, 
^  To  seek  a  tranquil  death  in  distant  shades. 
There  was  I  found  by  one,  who  had  himself 
Been  hurt  by  th'  archers.'    In  his  side  he  bore. 
And  in  his  hands  and  feet,  the  cruel  scars. 
With  gentle  force  soliciting  the  darts. 
He  drew  them  forth,  and  heal'd,  and  bade  me  Ilf*. 
Since  then,  with  few  associates,  in  remote 
And  silent  woods  I  wander,  far  from  those 
My  former  partners  of  the  peopled  scene; 
With  few  associates,  and  not  wishing  more; 
Here  much  I  ruminate,  as  much  1  may. 
With  other  views  of  men  and  manners  now 
Than  onoe,  and  others  of  a  \\p!  to  come. 
I  see  that  all  are  wand'rers,  gone  astray 
Each  in  his  own  delusions  ;  they  are  lost 
In  chase  of  fancied  happiness,  still  wooM 
And  never  won.    Dream  aflter  dream  ensues  j 
And  still  they  dream,  that  they  shall  still  succeed. 
And  still  are  disappointed.     Rings  the  world 
With  the  vain  stir.     I  sum  up  hal^  mankind. 
And  add  two  thirds  of  the  remaining  half. 
And  find  the  total  of  their  hopes  and  f^rs 
Dreams,  empty  dreams.     The  million  flit  as  gay. 
As  if  created  only  like  the  fly, 
TPhat  spreads  his  motley  wings  in  th'  eye  of  noon, 
To  sport  their  season,  and  be  seen  no  more. 
The  rest  are  sober  dreamers,  grave  and  wise. 
And  pregnant  with  discoveries  new  and  rare. 
Some  write  a  narrative  of  wars,.^nd  feats 
Of  heroes  little  known  ;^  and  call  the  rant 
A  history :  describe  the  man,  of  whom 
His  own  coevals  took  but  little  note. 
And  paints  his  person,  character,  and  views. 
As  they  had  known  him  from  his  mother's  womb. 
They  disentangle  from  the  puzzled  skein. 
In  which  obscurity  has  wrappM  them  up. 
The  threads  df  politic  and  ihrewd  design, 
That  ran  through  all  his  purposes,  and  charg* 
His  mind  with  meanjags  that  he  nover  bad. 
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Or,  hanng,  iepk  conoeal'd.    Soipe  drQI  and  bora 

The  solid  earth,  and  from  the  atnU  tfaara 

Extract  a  register,  by  which  we  learn» 

That  he  who  made  it»  and  rewal'd  it'a  date 

To  Moses,  was  Bfustaken  ia  it'a  age. 

Some,  more  acute,  and  mor&indastrioaa  at3]» 

Contrive  craation ;  travel  aatnre  op 

To  the  sharp  peak  of  her  aubiimeit  bdghtt 

And  tell  us  whence  the  stafs ;  why  some  are  (^% 

And  planetary  some;  what  gave  them  first 

dotation,  from  what  fountain  flow'd  their  light 

Great  contsst  follows,  and  much  learned  doat 

Involves  the  combatants;  each  claiming  troth, 

And  truth  disclaiming  both.    And  thus  they  spcni 

The  little  wick  of  lifers  poor  shalk>w  lamp 

In  playing  txicks  with  natnre,  giving  lawa 

To  disUnt  worlds,  and  trifling  in  their  owBi 

Is't  not  a  pity  now,  that  tickling  rbeoms 

ShouM  ever  tease  the  lungSi  and  blear  the  sight 

Of  oracles  like  these  ?  Great  pity  too. 

That  having  wielded  th'  elements,  and  built 

A  thousand  systems^  each  in  his  own  way. 

They  should  go  out  in  fame,  and  l>e  forgot  ? 

Ah !  what  is  life  thus  spent?  and  what  are  they 

But  frantic,  who  thua  spend  it }  all  for  amoke— 

IStemity  for  bubblea  proves  at  last 

A  aenseles  bargain.    When  I  see  such  games 

Play'd  by  the  oreatnrea  of  a  pow»r,  who  sweara 

That  he  will  judge  the  Earth,  and  call  the  fool 

To  a  sharp  reckoning,  that  has  liv'd  in  vain; 

And  when  I  weigh  this  seeming  wisdom  well, 

And  prove  it  in  tb*  infallible  result 

So  hollow  and  so  fols^^I  feel  my  heart 

Pissofve  in  pity,  and  aiocouDt  the  learn'd. 

If  this  be  learning,  most  of  all  deceived. 

Great  crimes  alarm  the  conscience,  but  it  sloepa, 

While  thoughtful  man  is  plausibly  amus'd. 

Defend  me  therefore  common  sense,  say  I^ 

From  ravenea  so  airy,  from  the  toil 

Of  dropping  bncketa  into  empty  wells^ 

And  growing  old  in  dmwing  nothing  up ! 

"  'Tw^re  well,"  saya  one  sage  erudite,  profound, 
Terribly  arch'd,  and  aquiline  his  nose. 
And  overbuilt  with  most  impending  brows, 
**  'Twere  well,  could  you  permit  the  World  to  live 
As  the  World  pleases :  what 's  the  World  to  you  1'* 
Muclv    I  was  bom  of  woman,  and  drew  milk 
As  sweet  as  charity  from  human  breasts. 
1  think,  articulate,  I  laugh  and  weep. 
And  exercise  all  functions  of  a  man. 
Now  then  ^onld  I  and  any  man  that  live 
Be  strangers  to  each  other  ?  Pierce  my  vein. 
Take  of  the  crimson  stream  meand'riug  there^ 
And  catechise  it  well ;  apply  thy  glass. 
Search  it»  and  prove  now  if  it  be  not  bk)od 
CoiHgenial  with  thine  own:  and,  if  it  be, 
Wluit  edge  of  subtlety  canst  thou  suppose 
Keen  enough,  wise  and  skilful  a<  thou  art. 
To  cut  the  link  of  brotherhood,  by  which 
One  common  Maker  bound  me  to  the  khid  ? 
True ;  I  am  no  proficient,  I  confess. 
In  arts  like  yours.     I  cannot  call  the  swift 
And  perilous  lightnings  from  the  angry  clouds. 
And  bid  them  hide  themselves  in  earth  beneath  ;' 
I  cannot  analyse  the  a^r,  nor  catch 
The  parallax  of  yonder  luminous  point, 
That  seems  half  quenched  in  the  immense  abyas : 
Such  pow'rf  I  boast  not — ^neither  can  I  reat 
A  silent  witw^  of  lU^  hfeadiong  nige« 


Or  headlesa  folly,  by  which  thouaands  die, 
Bone  of  my  boae,  and  Idndred  souls  to  nina. 

God  never  meant,  that  man  shoidd  lesfe  Oi 
Henv'na 
By  strides  of  human  wisdom,  in  his  woiks, 
Ttiongh  wondrous :  he  commands  us  in  his  wori 
To  seek  him  rather,  where  his  mercy  shines. 
The  mind  indeed,  enlighten'd  from  aboie. 
Views  him  in  all ;  ascribes  to  the  grand  canae 
The  grand  efieot;  acknowledges  with  joy 
His  manner,  and  with  raptnre  taates  his  style. 
But  never  yet  did  p  ilosophic  tube, 
That  brings  the  planets  home  into  the  eye 
Of  Observation,  and  discovers,  else 
Not  visible,  his  family  of  worlds. 
Discover  him,  that  rules  them ;  such  a  veil 
Hangs  over  mortal  eyes,  blind  from  the  birtii^ 
And  dark  in  things  divine.    Full  often  too 
Our  wayward  intellect,  the  more  we  lean 
Of  natnre,  overlooks  her  author  more ; 
Frem  instrumental  causes  proud  to  draw 
Coodttsiona  retrograde,  and  mad  mistake. 
But  if  his  word  once  teach  us,  aboot  a  ray 
Through  all  the  heart's  dark  chambers,  andrcrsii 
Troths  undiscera'd  but  by  that  holy  light. 
Then  all  is  plain.     Philosophy,  baptized 
In  the  pure  fountain  of  eternal  love. 
Has  eyea  indeed ;  and  viewii^  all  she  sees 
As  meant  to  indicate  a  God  to  man, 
Gives  him  his  praise,  and  forfeits  not  her  ova. 
Learnmg  has  home  such  fruit  in  other  days 
On  all  her  branches :  piety  has  found 
Friands  in  the  friends  of  science,  nnd  tme  pitft 
Has  flow'd  from  lips  wet  with  Caalalian  dews. 
Such  waa  thy  wisdom,  Newton,  childlike  sage ! 
Sagacious  rnder  of  the  woiks  of  God, 
And  in  bis  word  sagacious.    Such  too  thine^ 
Milton,  whose  genius  had  angelic  wings, 
And  fed  on  manna !  And  such  thine,  in  whoa 
Our  British  Hiemis  gloried  with  jost  cause, 
Immortal  Hale  1  for  deep  disesrnment  prais'd. 
And  soutal  integrity,  not  more  than  HnM 
For  sanctity  of  mannen  undefil'd. 

All  flesh'is  grass,  and  all  it's  glor>'  fiides 
Like  the  foir  flow>r  disbevell'd  ha  the  whid; 
Riches  have  wings,  and  graodenr  is  a  dieam. 
The  man  we  celebrate  muat  find  a  tomby 
And  we  that  worship  him  ignoble  graves. 
;  Nothing  is  proof  against  the  general  cufsa 
Of  vanity,  that  saiaes  all  below. 
The  only  amaranthine  flow*r  on  Earth 
Is  virtue ;  th'  only  lasting  treasure,  troth. 
But  what  is  truth  ?  'Twas  Pilate's  question  pal 
To  Truth  itself  thatdeign*d  him  no  reply. 
And  wherefore  ?  will  not  God  impart  hil  light 
To  them  that  ask  it  ?««^fh!ely-»Hrs  his  joy, 
His  glory,  and  his  nature  to- impart. 
But  to  the  proud,  uncandid,  Insnsoare^ 
Or  negligent  inquirer,  wot  m  apavk. 
What's  that,  which  brings  contampt  nponabow* 
And  him  who  writes  it,  though  the  sl^le  be  oest, 
The  method  clean  and  aagnasent  exact  ^ 
That  makes  a  minister  in  holy  things 
The  joy  of  many,  and  tba  dand  of^  more; 
His  name  a  thease  foe  pnaise  and  for  leptasdi?** 
That,  while  it  jdvoe  us  worth  S»GodPa  aoooaat, 
Depreciates  and  undoes  .us  in  a^r  own  i 
What  pearl  is  it,  that  rich  men  cannot  bay. 
That  leamiBf  ia.tDOvpraadtofatlNri94 
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But  which  tlMpooM*ai]MdcipU^iof«ll^ 
^eek  and  obUdm  and  oftBD  find  ODiQogikt? 
Fell  me—md  Iwill tell  tfatt  what « troth. 

O  friendly  to  the  best  pursuits  of  tBmn^ 
Friendly  to  thooghtK  to  virtue^  and  to  tMace, 
DooieBtic  life  in  nual  pkasm  |iass*d  1 
Few  know  thy  Taloe^  and  few  taste  thy  sweete; 
rbough  many  boast  thy  ftmmrs»  alid  affeet 
To  undentand  and  cfaoofa  thee  Idc  their  own* 
But  foolish  man  foregoes  his  fnuper  bUss, 
Rv'n  as  his  fiist  progenilor,  end  quiftsiy 
rhougb  pUc*d  m  Paradise,  (for  Earth  has  still 
Some  traces  of  her  youthful  besnty  left) 
Substantial  happiness  for  traiMent  joy* 
*M:enes  fonn*d  for  cootemplatioaf  and  to  nursa 
rbe  growing  seeds  of  wisdom;  that  suggest, 
By  ev'ry  pleasing  imag^f  they  present. 
Reflections  such  as  meliorate  the  hearty 
Compose  the  pnosioot,  and  exalt  the  mind  ; 
Scenes  such  as  these  'tis  his  supreme  delight 
To  fill  with  riot,  and  defile  with  bk»d. 
E%ould  some  contagion,  kind  to  the  poorhratat 
We  i«rseoutey  annihilste  the  tribes, 
That  draw  the  sportsman  over  hill  and  dale 
Pearler  aud  rapt  away  from  all  his  cares ; 
Should  never  game-fowl  hatch  her  eggs  agahi. 
Nor  baited  hook  deceive  the  fish's  eye : 
Could  paj»antry  and  dance,  and  feast  and  song. 
Be  quelPd  in' all  our  summer-months'  retreats; 
How  many  self-deluded  nymphs  and  swains. 
Who  dream  they  have  a  taste  for  fields  and  gvMVS, 
Would  find  them  hkleous  nuisVies  of  the  qileeHy 
And  crowd  the  roads,  impatient  for  the  town  f  • 
They  love  the  country,  mid  none  ekoy  who  sedk 
For  their  own  sake  it's  sileB49e,  and  il^s  ahadek 
Delights  which  who  wooU  leave,  that  hat  a  haart 
Susceptible  of  pity,  or  a  mind 
Cultor'd  and  capable  of  sober  thought, 
Foir  all  the  savage  din  of  the  swift  pack. 
And  clamoBTB  of  the  field  ?--Detested  ipoit, 
rhat  owes  it's  pleasures  to  another's  paiti ; 
Iltat  feeda  upon  the  sobs  and  dying  shrieks 
Df  harmless  nhtura,  damb  but  yet  endued 
With  eloqaswce,  that  agonies  iaspiic^ 
Df  silent  tears  sjod  heart«distea4iog  sighs  ? 
Vain  team,  alas,  and  sighs  that  never  find 
A  correspooding  tone  in  jovial  soab  I 
Weil— one  at  least  is  safe.    Oaa  shehar^  haia 
Has  never  heard  the  sangninary  yell 
[)f  cruel  man,  exulting  in  her  woes. 
Innocent  partaer  of  my  peacefnl  home, 
V^liom  ten  long  years'  eapevienoe  of  my  cara 
Has  made  at  last  (amiUar ;  she  has  lost 
Much  of  her  vigilant  imtinctive  dread, 
Sot  needful  here,  benealh  aioof  like  nuna. 
ITea— thou  mays't  eat  thy  bread,  and  lick  the  hand 
That  feeds  thee  ;  thou  raayst  fisolio  on  the  floor 
%t  ev'ning,  and  at  night  rstire  saeura 
To  thy  straw  couch,  and  slnoibsr  unalano'd  ; 
For  I  have  gaio'd  thy  ooafidenoe,  have  pledged 
All  that  is  human  ia  me,  to  protect 
rhine  unsuspecting  giatitadc  and  lova^ 
[f  I  survive  thee^  I  will  dig  thy  grave; 
And,  when  I  pbce  tbee  ia  it,  sighing  say, 
[  knew  at  least  one  haie  that  had  a  friend  >• 

How  various  his  employments,  whooii  the  w<orld 
^\\s  idle  ;  and  who  jastly  in  retom 

>  SeethanotaattbecBdoftfaispoea^ 


Eitaeins.that  hmf  nadrld  toidkr  tovt 
Friends,  boaiBSj  agaMiii^  and  |)hfliaptf  his  pen. 
Delightful  industsyei^yd.  at  home, 
And  Natasaia  her  cultivated  Uim 
Dress'd  to  his  taste^  inviting  hSm  ahread-^ 
Can  he  want<x<9apationi  whb  baa  these  ^ 
Will  he  be  idle,  «rho  has  mxHih  V  etjoy  ?     ' 
Me  therefore  stadioaB  of  tabetiaat  eaaev 
Ndt  efothfol,  happy  to  daoeivd  the  time. 
Not  waste  it,  and  awars  that  bumaa  lifo 
Is  but  a  Inan  to  he  vepaid  with  use, 
When  He  shall  call  fan  debtors  to  accouat. 
From  whom  am  all  our  blessinge,  business  finds 
fivfn  here:  while  sedulous  I  seek  t'  improve. 
At  least  neglect  not,  or  leave  unemploy*d. 
The  mind  he  gave  «e  ;  driving  it,  though  slack 
Too  oft,  aad  much  impeded  In  it's  work 
By  causes  not  to  he  divulged  in  vain. 
To  it's  just  point— the  service  of  mankind. 
He,  that  attends  to  his  interibr  self, 
That  has  a  heart,  and  keeps  it ;  has  a  mind 
That  hungers,  and  supplies  it  i  and  who  sedu 
A  social,  not  a  dissipated  life. 
Has  business ;  feels  himself  engaged  t^  achieve 
No  nnimpottant,  though  a  sttent,  task. 
A  life  all  turbulence  and  neise  may  seem 
To  him  that  leads  it  wise,  and  to  he  prais'd  ; 
But  wBdom  <is  a  pearl  with  most  suooess 
Sought  in  still  water,  and  beneath  dear  sides. 
He  that  ia  ever  occupied  in  storms. 
Or  dives  net  for  it,  or  brings  up  instead. 
Vainly  industrious,  a  disgracefiil  prize. 

The  momhig  finds  the  self-sequesterM  man 
Fresh  for  his  task,  intend  what  tssk  he  may. 
Whether  inclement  seksobs  reoMnmend' 
His  warm  but  simple  home,  where  he  enjoys 
With  her,  wh6  shares  his  pleasatiBs  and  his  heart. 
Sweet  converse,  sippmg  calm' the  flragrant  lymphs 
Which  neatly  she  prepares  ;  then  to  his  book 
Well  chosen,  and  aot  sullenly  perusM 
In  selfish  silence,  hut  imparted  oft. 
As  aagbt  oocare,  that  she  may  smile  t6  hear. 
Or  turn  to  nourishment,  dlgerted  we)^^ 
Or  if  the  fl;arden  wHh  it's  many  «cai«S, 
All  well  repaid,  demand  him,  he  attends 
The  welcome  calli  coosdoa*  how  much  Che  hand 
Of  lubbard  labour  needs  Ms  watflhful  eye» 
Oft  loit'ring  laaily,  if  not  o'erwCn, 
Or  misapplying  his  unskilfal  strei^;fh« 
Nor  does  he  govern  only  or  direct. 
But  much  performs  himsel£    No  woilc^  hideed. 
That  ask  lobus^  tough  sinews,  bred  to  toit,- 
Servila  employ ;  bat  such  as  may  amute. 
Not  tire,  demanding  rather  skill  than  force. 
Proud  (k  his  well-spread  Walk,  he  views  his  treei. 
That  meet,  no  barren  hiterval  between. 
With  pleasure  more  than  ev'n  their  firarits  afibrd; 
Which,  save  himself  who  trains  them,  none  can  feel* 
These  therefore  are  his  own  peculiar  charge  ; 
No  meaner  hand  may  discipline  the  shdbts. 
None  but  his  steel  approach  them.    What  is  weak, 
Distemper'd,  or  has  lost  prolific  pow'rs, 
Impair*d  by  age,  his  narelenting  hand 
Dooms  to  the  knife :  nor  does  he  spare  the  soft 
And  succulent,  that  feeds  it's  giant  growth, 
But  barren,  at  W  expense  of  neighb'ring  twigs- 
Less  ostentatious,  and  yet  studded  thick 
With  bopefiil  gems.    The  rest,  no  portion  left 
That  may  disgrace  his  art,  or  dSsappomt 
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Large  exf»ectation»  he  difipoees  neat 
At  mea»ur'd  distances,  that  air  and  ran^ 
'    Admitted  freely  may  afford  their  aid. 
And  ventUate  and  warm  the  swelling  budt. 
Hence  Summer  has  her  riches,  Aiitamn  hence. 
And  hence  ev'n  Winter  fills  his  withered  hand 
With  blushidg  fraita,  and  plenty  not  his  own'. 
Fair  reoompeuse  ot  labour  well  bestow'd, 
And  wise  precaution ;  which  a  clime  so  rude 
Makes  needftit  still,  whose  Spring  is  but  the  child 
Of  churlish  Winter,  in  her  froward  moods 
DtscovVing  mueb  the  temper  of  her  sire. 
For  oft,  as  if  in  her  the  stream  of  mild 
Maternal  nature  had  revcrsM  it*s  course, 
She  brings  her  infants  forth  with  many  smiles  ; 
But'once  delivered  kills  them  witlva  frown. 
He  therefore  timely  warned  himself  supplies 
Her  want  of  care,  screening  and  keeping  warm 
The  plenteous  bloom,  that  no  rough  blast  may  sweep 
His  garlands  from  the  boughs.     Again,  as  oft 
As  the  Sun  peeps  and  vernal  airs  breathe  mild. 
The  fence  withdrawn,  he  gives  them  ev'ry  beam , 
And  spreads  his  hopes  before  the  blaze  of  day. 

To  raise  the  prickly  and  green-coated  gourd, 
|So  gratefril  to  the  palate,  and  when  rare 
So  coveted,  else  base  and  disesteem*d — 
Food  for  the  vulgar  merely — is  an  art 
That  toiling  ages  have  but  just  matured, 
And  at  this  moment  unassay^d  in  song. 
Yet  gnats  have  bad,  and  firogs  and  mice,  long  since, 
Their  eulogy ;  those  sang  the  Mantuan  herd. 
And  these  the  Grecian,  in  ennobling  strains ; 
And  in  thy  numbers,  Phillips,  shines  for  aye 
The  solitary  shilling.    Pardon  then. 
Ye  sage  dispensers  of  poetic  fame, 
Th»  aoibition  of  one  meaner  far,  whose  pow'rt 
Presuming  an  attempt  n6t  less  sublime. 
Pant  for  the  praise  of  dressing  to  the  taste 
Of  critic  appetite,  no  sordid  fire, 
A  cucumber,  while  costly  yet  and  scarce. 

The  stable  yields  a  stercoraceous  heap. 
Impregnated  with  quick  fermenting  salts. 
And  potent  to  resist  the  freezing  blast : 
For,  ere  the  beech  and  elm  have  cast  their  leaf 
/     Deciduous,  when  now  November  dark 
Checks  vegetation  in  the  torpid  plant      .  * 
Expos'd  to  his  cold  breath,  the  task  begins. 
Warily  therefore,-  and  with  prudent  heed. 
He  seeks  a  favour'd  spot ;  that  where  he  builds 
Th'  agglomerated  pile  his  frame  may  front 
The  Sun's  meridian  disk,  and  at  the  back 
Eqjoy  close  shelter,  wall,  or  reeds,  or  hedge 
Impervious  to  the  wind.     First  h^  bids  spread 
Dry  fern  or  litter'd  hay,  that  may  imbite 
Th'  ascending  damps ;  then  leisurely  impose, 
And  lightly,  shaking  it  with  affile  hand 
From  the  frill  fork,  the  saturated  straw. 
What  longest  binds  the  closest  forms  secure 
The  shapely  tide,  tiiat  as  it  rises  takes. 
By  just  degrees,  aa  overhanging  breadth, 
Sbelt'ring  the  base  with  it*s  projected  eaves ; 
Tb*  uplifted  firame  compact  at  ev'ry  joint. 
And  overlaid  with  clear  translucent  glass. 
He  settles  next  upon  the  eloping  mount. 
Whose  sharp  declivity  shoots  off  secure 
9rom  the  dash'd  pane  the  deluge  as  it  frdls. 

ViGiitarqiie  nofoa  fractui  ct  non  sua pwuu 
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He  shuts  it  dose,  and  the  first  lahoar  ends. 
Thrice  must  the  voluble  and  resUess  Earth 
Spin  round  upon  her  axle,  ere  the  warmth. 
Slow  gath'ring  in  the  midst,  through  the  sqoiif 

mass 
Diffused,  attain  the  surface :  when,  behold ! 
A  pestilent  and  most  corrosive  steam. 
Like  a  gross  fog  Boeotian,  rising  fost. 
And  fast  condensM  upon  the  dewy  sash. 
Asks  egress;  which  obtatn'd,  the  overcharged 
And  dreoch'd  conservatory  breathes  abroad. 
In  volumes  wheeling  slow,  the  vapoar  dank ; 
And,  purified,  rejoices  to  have  lost 
It's  foul  inhabitant    But  to  assuage 
Th'  impatient  fiervour,  which  it  first  conceives 
Within  it's  reeking  bosom,  threat'ning  death 
To  his  young  hopes,  requires  discreet  delay. 
Experience,  slow  preceptress,  teaching  oCt 
The  way  to  glory  by  miscarriage  foul. 
Must  prompt  him,  and  admonish  bow  to  catch 
Th*  auspicious  moment,  when  the  tempered  heit, 
Friendly  to  vital  motion,  may  afford 
Soft  fomentation,  and  invite  the  seed. 
The  seed,  selected  wisely,  plump,  and  smooth, 
And  glossy,  he  commits  to  pots  of  size 
Diminutive,  well  fiird  with  well  prepared 
And  fruitful  soil,  that  has  been  treasur'd  long, 
And  drank  no  moisture  from  the  dripping  cSoads 
These  on  the  warm  and  genial  earth,  that  faidei 
The  smoaking  manure,  and  overspreads  it  all, 
He  places  lightly,  and,  as  time  subdues 
T^e  rage  of  fermentation,  plunges  deep 
In  the  soft  medium,  till  (hey  stand  immers'd. 
Then  rise  the  tender  germes,  upstarting  quick, 
And  spreading  wide  their  spongy  lobes ;  at  first 
Pale,  wan,  and  livid ;  but  assuming  soon. 
If  frmn'd  by  bakny  and  nutritious  air. 
Strained  through  the  friendly  mats,  a  vivid  grees* 
Two  leaves  produced,  two  rough  indented  \eaxa, 
Cautious  he  pinches  firom  the  second  stalk 
A  pimple,  that  portends  a  future  sprout. 
And  interdicts  it*s  growth.  Thence  straight  socoesA 
The  branches,  stundy  to  his  utmost  wish  ; 
Prolific  all,  and  harbingers  of  more. 
The  crowded  roots  demand  enlargement  now, 
And  transplantation  in  an  ampler  space; 
Indulg'd  in  what  they  wish,  they  soon  supply 
Large  foliage,  overshad'wing  golden  floWrs, 
Blown  on  the  summit  of  th*  apparent  fimit 
lliese  have  their  sexes  !  and,  when  summer shine!» 
The  beo  transports  the  fertilixing  meal 
From  flowV  to  flow'r,  and  ev'n  the  breatfamg  aff 
Waft«i  the  rich  prize  to  it's  apporated  use. 
Nut  Hi  whtn  winter  scowls.     Assistant  Art 
Then  acts  in  Nature's  office,  brings  to  ^ass 
The  glad  espousals,  and  ensures  the  crap. 

Grudge  not,  ye  rich,  (snice  Luxury  most  have 
His  dainties,  and  the  World's  more  nnm'roiis  bstf 
Lives  by  contriving  delicates  for  yon) 
Grudge  not  the  cost    Ye  little  know  the  carei» 
The  vigilance,  the  labovr,  and  the  ricill 
That  day  and  night  are  exerch'd,  and  baag 
Upon  the  ticklish  balanoe  of  suspense. 
That  ye  may  garnish  your  profuse  regales 
With  summer  fruits  brought  forth  by  winfiy  soofc 
Ten  thousand  dangers  lie  in  wait  to  thwart 
The  process.    Heat  andceld,  and  wind,  and  steoif 
Moisture  and  droofht^  mioej  wormsi  aadsvamBl 
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MinatB  ss  dost,  tnd  numberlttt,  oH  work 
i>ire  clisappoioiflMnt^  that  admits  no  onre. 
And  which  oo  care  oao  obviate.    It  were  Ion; , 
Too  long,  to  tell  th'  expedients  and  the  ftbifb. 
Which  iie  that  fights  a  season  so  seyere 
I)evise<,  while  he  guards  bis  tender  trust ; 
And  oft  at  last  in  vain.    The  leani'd  and  wise 
Sarcastic  would  exclaim,  and  judge  the  song 
<.\4cl  as  it's  theme,  and  like  it*8  theme  the  fruit 
Of  too  much  labour,  worthless  when  produced. 

Who  loves  a  gardien  loves  a  greenhouse  too. 
f^DcoDscions  of  a  less  propitious  clime. 
There  blooms  exotic  beauty,  warm  and  snng. 
While  the  winds  whistle,  and  the  snows  deadend. 
The  spiry  myrtle  with  unwith'ring  leaf 
Shines  there,  and  flourishes.    The  golden  boast 
Of  Portugal  and  western  India  there. 
The  ruddier  orange,  and  the  paler  lime. 
Peep  through  their  poliah'd  foliage  at  the  storm. 
And  seem  to  smile  at  what  they  need  not  fear. 
Th*  nmomum  therewith  intermingling  flow'rs 
And  cherries  hangs  her  twigs.     Geranium  boasts 
Her  crimson  honours ;  and  the  spangled  beau, 
Ficokies,  glitters  bright  the  winter  long. 
All  plaoU,  of  ev'ry  leaf,  that  can  endure 
The  winter**  fvown,  if  screened  from  hisshrew'd  bite, 
Live  then,  and  prosper.    Those  Autonia  claims, 
Levantine  regions  these ;  th'  Azores  send 
Their  jessamine ;  her  jei«aroine  remote 
Ciffraia  2  foreigners  firom  many  lands, 
They  form  one  social  shade,  as  if  convened 
By  magic  summons  of  th*  Orphean  lyre. 
Yet  just  amngement,  rarely  brought  to  past 
But  by  B  master's  band  disposing  well 
The  gay  diversities  of  leaf  and  flow'r, 
Must  lend  it's  aid  t'  illtfstrate  all  their  charms, 
And  dress  the  regular  yet  various  scene. 
Plant  behhid  plant  as|»iring,  in  the  van 
The  dwnr6sb,  in  the  rear  retired,  but  still 
Sublime  above  the  rest,  the  steelier  stand. 
So  once  were  rang'd  the  sons  of  ancient  Rome^ 
AVoble  show  .'  while  Roscios  trod  the  stage; 
And  so,  while  Garrick,  at  renown'd  as  he,  ^ 

The  sons  of  Albion ;  fearing  each  to  lose 
Some  note  of  Naturs's  music  from  bis  lips. 
And  covetcMHof  Shakspeare's  beaoty,  seen 
In  ev*ry  flash  of  hi:}  far  beaming  eye. 
'Nor  taste  atone  and  well  contrived  display 
Suffice  to^p<ve  the  marvbaiPd  ranks  the  grace 
Of  their  eonpkte  effort.     Much  yet  remains 
Un^uD§«  and  many  care«  nre  yet  behind, 
And  more  iaborioos ;  cares  on  which  depends 
Tlieir  vigour,  injarM  soon,  not  soon  restored, 
Tlie  soil  must  be  renewM,  which  often  washed 
Loses  it*6  treasure  ci  salubrious  salts. 
And  di>appotDts  the  roots ;  the  slender  roots 
ClosB  iuier woven,  where  they  meet  the  vase 
Most  Mfnoth  be  shorn  away ;  the  sapless  branch 
Must  fly  before  the  knife;  the  wither*d  leaf 
Mustke  detach'dy  end  where  it  strews  the  floor 
Swept  with  n  ivomaa't  neatnest,  breeding  else* 
Contagion,  and  disseminating  deaths 
DiM^harge  but  these  kind  offices,  (and  who 
Would  itpsm,  that  loves  them,  crfBces  like  these?) 
Wdl  theyivwasd  the  toil    The  sight  is  pleaa*d. 
The  scent-rs|9al*di  eooh  odoiif  rous  leaf. 
Bach  opening  Mossom,  freely  breathes  abroad 
W»  gratiMk,  ami  thanks  him  with  it's  sweets. 

^  mmufold,  all  ptoaong  m  their  kmd. 


All  healthful,  are  th*  employs  of  rural  life. 

Reiterated  as  the  wheel  of  time    - 

Runs  round ;  still  endings  and  beginning  still. 

Nor  are  these  all.    To  deck  the  shapely  knoll. 

That  softly,  sweli'd  and  gaily  dress'd  appears 

A  flow'ry  island,  from  the  dark  green  lawn 

Emerging,  mnst  be  deepi'd  a  laU>ttr  doe 

To  no  mean  band,  and  asks  the  touch  of  taste. 

Here  also  grateful  mixture  of  weU-match'd 

And  sorted  hues  (each  giving  each  relief. 

And  by  contrasted  beauty  shining  more) 

Is  needful.  Strength  may  wield  the  pond*roas  spade 

May  turn  the  clod,  and  wheel  the  compost  hone; 

But  elegance,  chief  grace  the  gardep  shows 

And  most  attractive,  is  the  fair  result 

Of  thought,  the  creature  of  a  pdlish'd  mind. 

Without  it  all  is  goChic  as  the  scene. 

To  which  th'  insipid  citizen  resorts 

Near  yonder  heath ;  where  Industry  mispent. 

But  proud  of  his  uncouth  ill  chosen  task. 

Has  made  a  Heav'n  on  Earth ;  with  suns  and  moont 

Of  close-ramm'd  stones  has  charg'd  th'  encumber'd 

soil. 
And  feirly  laid  the  zodiac  in  the  dost 
He  therefore,  who  would  see  his  flow'rs  di^Ktt'd 
Sightly  and  in  just  order,  ere  he  gives 
The  beds  the  trusted  treasure  of  their  seeds. 
Forecasts  the  future  whole ;  ^hat  when  the  scent 
Shall  break  into  it's  preconceiv'd  display. 
Each  for  itself,  and  all  as  with  one  voice  ' 
Conspiring,  may  attest  his  bright  design* 
Nor  even  then,  dismissing  as  perform'd 
Hjs  pleasant  work,  may  he  suppose  it  done.        \ 
Few  self-supported  flow'rs  endure  the  wind 
Uninjur'd,  but  expect  th'  upholding  aid 
Of  the  smooth'Shaven  prop,  and,  neatly  tied. 
Are  wedded  thus,  like  beaoty  to  old  age. 
For  int'rest  sake,  the  living  to  the  dead. 
Some  clothe  the  soil  that  feeds  them,  ferdiUKis'd 
And  lowly  creeping,  modest  and  yet  feir. 
Like  Virtue,  thriving  most  where  little  seen : 
Some  more  aspiring  catch  the  neighbour  shrub 
With  clasping  tendrils,  and  invest  his  branch. 
Else  unadom'd,  with  many  a  gay  festoon 
And  fragrant  chaplet,  recompensing  well 
The  strength  they  borrow  with  the  grace  they  lend. 
All  hate' the  rank  society  of  weeds. 
Noisome,  and  ever  greedy  to  exhaust    y 
Th'  impovVish'd  earth ;  an  overbearing  race. 
That,  like  the  multitude  made  fection-mad. 
Disturb  good  order,  and  degrade  true  worth. 

O  blest  seclusion  from  a  jarring  world. 
Which  he,  thus  occupied,  enjoys !  Retreat 
Cannot  indeed  to  guilty  man  restore 
Lost  innocence,  or  cancel  follies  past ; 
But  it  has  peace,  and  much  secures  the  mind 
From  all  assaults  of  evil ;  proving  still 
A  faithful  barrier,  not  o^erleap'd  with  ease 
By  vicious  Custom,  raging  uncontroll'd 
Abroad,  and  desolating  public  life. 
When  fierce  Temptation,  seconded  witbhi 
By  traitor  Appetite,  and  erm'd  with  darts 
Tempered  in  Hell,  invades  the  throbbing  breast, 
To  combat  may  be  glorions,  and  success 
Perhaps  may  crown  us ;  but  to  fly  is  safe.  ' 
Had  I  the  choice  of  sublunary  good. 
What  could  I  wish,  that  I  possess  not  here  ? 
Health,  leisure,  meant  t'  improfe  i^  frmidihip» 
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No  k»ose  or  wtnton,  though  m  wand'ringy  Mntej 

And  conttant  occupation  without  care. 

Thus  blest.  I  draw  a  picture  of  that  bliy  $ 

Hopeless  indeed,  that  dissipated  minds. 

And  profligate  abusers  of  a  world 

Created  fair  so  much  in  vain  for  tibem. 

Should  seek  the  guiltless  joys,  that  I  describe^ 

AlIurM  by  my  report :  but  sure  no  less. 

That  self  condemnM  they  must  neglect  the  priaee^ 

And  what  they  will  not  taste  must  yet  appronre. 

What  we  admire  we  praise ;  and,  when  we  praise. 

Advance  it  into  notice,  that,  it's  worth 

Acknowledg'd,  others  may  admire  it  too. 

I  therefore  recommend,  though  at  the  risk 

Of  popular  disgust,  yet  boldly  still 

The  cause  of  piety,  and  sacred  truth, 

And  virtue,  and  those  scenes,  which  God  ordaitt*d 

Should  best  secure  them,  and  promote  them  most ; 

Scenes  that  I  love,  and  with  regret  perceive 

Forsaken,  or  through  folly  nut  enjoy'd. 

Pure  is  the  nymph,  though  liberal  of  her  smileB, 

And  chaste,  though  nnconfin'dy  whom  I  extol. 

Not  as  the  prince  in  Sbnshan,  when  he  calFd, 

Vainglorious  of  her  charms,  his  Vashti  forth. 

To  grace  the  full  pavilion.    His  design 

Was  but  to  boast  his  own  peculiar  gcmd, 

Whfch  all  might  view  with  envy,  none  partake. 

My  charmer  is  not  mine  alone  ;  my  sweets. 

And  she,  that'sweetens  all  my  bitters  too. 

Nature,  enchanting  Nature,  in  whose  form 

And  lineaments  divine  I  trace  a  hand. 

That  errs  not,  and  find  raptures  still  renew'd. 

Is  free  to  all  men-^nniversal  prize.     , 

Strange  that  so  fiur  a  creature  should  yet  want 

Admirers,  and  be  destined  to  divide 

With  meaner  objects  ev'n  the  few  she  finds ! 

Stripp'd  of  her  ornaments,  her  leaves  and  floweriy 

She  loses  all  her  influence.    Cities  then 

Attract  us,  and  neglected  Nature  pines 

Abandoned, 'as  unworthy  of  our  love. 

But  are  not  wholesome  airs,  though  unperfam'd 

By  roses ;  and  clear  suns,  though  scarcely  felt ; 

And  groves,  if  nnharmonious,  yet  secure 

From  clamour,  and  whose  very  silence  charms  ; 

To  be  preferred  to  smoke,  to  the  eclipse. 

That  metropolitan  volcanoes  make. 

Whose  Stygian  throats  breathe  darkness  all  day 

long; 
And  to  the  stir  of  Commerce,  drivingr  slow. 
And  thundering  loud,  with  his  ten  thousand  wheels  ? 
They  would  be,  were  not  madness  in  the  head. 
And  folly  in  the  heart ;  were  England  now. 
What  England  was,  plain,  hospitable,  kind. 
And  undebauoh'd.    But  we  have  bid  forewell 
To  all  the  virtues  of  those  better  days. 
And  all  their  honest  pleasures.    Mansions  once 
Knew  their  own  masters ;  and  laborious  hinds. 
Who  had  snvivM  the  father,  serv*d  the  son. 
Now  the  legitimate  and  rightful  lord 
Is  but  a  transient  guest,  newly  arrived, 
As  soon  to  b»e  supplanted.    He,  that  saw 
His  patrimonial  timber  cast  it*s  leaf, 
Sells  the  last  scantling,  and  transfers  the  price 
To  some  shrewd  sharper,  ere  it  buds  again. 
Estates  are  landscapes,  gaz'd  upon  awhile. 
Then  advertised  and  anctioneer'd  away. 
The  country  starves,  and  they,  that  foed  th'  o*er- 

chaig'd 
ibid  KQifeited  lewd  town  witli  bar  fiur  dues. 


By  a  just  judgment  strip  and  i 

The  wings,  that  waft  oar  riches  oat  of  sight, 

Clrow  on  the  gamester's  elboira,  and  th'  aleit 

And  nvnble  metaon  of  tfaosaie^iess  joints* 

That  never  tire,  soon  fisiis  them  all  airay. 

Imnrovement  too,  the  idol  of  tlie  age. 

Is  md  with  many  a  victim*    Lo^  he  eomes ! 

Th'  omnipotent  magician.  Brown,  appears  I 

Down  foils  the  venerable  pile,  th'  abode 

Of  our  forefothers— a  grave  whiskered  raee^ 

But  ta^ess.    Sprinfs  a  palace  in  it's  stead. 

But  in  a  distant  spot;  where  mofe  exposed 

It  may  enjoy  th'  advantage  of  the  north. 

And  aguish  east,  till  time  shall  have  traasCDrmM 

Those  naked  acres  to  a  sheltering  grove. 

He  speaks.    The  lake  in  front  becomes  a  Insni ; 

Woods  vanish,  hills  subside^  and  vallies  rise; 

And  streams,  as  if  created  for  his  nse» 

Pursue  the  tnuik  of  his  directmif  wand. 

Sinuous  or  straight,  now  rapid  and  now  slov. 

Now  murm'ring  soft,  now  roaring  in  caacaiirs  ■' 

Ev'n  as  he  bids !  Th'  enraptui'd  owner  smiles. 

'Tis  finished,  and  yet,  finish'd  as4t  seems. 

Still  wants  a  grace,  the  loveliest  it  ooold  siiow, 

A  mine  to  satisfy  th'  enormons  cost. 

Drain'd  to  the  last  poor  item  of  his  wealth. 

He  sighs,  departs,  and  leaves  th'  accompliah'd  pIsa, 

That  he  has  touch' d,  retonch'd,  many  a  losig  day 

Laboured,  and  many  a  night  pnisn'd  in  dreams, 

Just  when  it  meets  his  hopes,  and  proves  the  Hav\i 

He  wanted,  for  a  wealthier  to  eigoy ; 

And  now  perhi^  the  glorious  boor  is  come. 

When,  haring  no  stake  left,  no  pledge  t'  t 

Her  int'rests,  or  that  gives  her  sacied  cause 

A  moment's  operation  on  bis  love. 

He  boras  with  most  intense  and  flagrant  seal. 

To  serve  bis  country.    Mlustenal  grace 

Deals  him  out  money  from  the  patiOc  cbesfc  $ 

Or  if  that  mine  be  shot,  some  private  pmae 

Supplies  his  need  with  a  usurious  loan. 

To  be  reftmded  duly,  when  hs  vote 

Well  manag'd  shall  have  eaniPd  it's  wortliy  ] 

O  maocent,  compar'd  with  arts  like  tbeae. 

Crape,  and  cof^'d  pistol,  and  the  wfakUiiig  b^ 

Sent  through  the  travller's  temples  I  Bkibat^mk 

One  drop  of  Hettv'n's  sweet  mercy  in  Ins  oup^ 

Csn  dig,  beg,  rot,  and  perish,  well  oontettt  i 

So  he  may  wrap  himself  in  honest  rayi 

At  his  last  gasp;  but  ooold  not  for  a  woiAd 

Fish  up  hisdir^  and  dependent  bread 

From  pools  and  ditches  of  the  ooauBonwealtkf 

Sordid  and  sick'ning  at  bis  own  soocesb 

Ambitioo,  av*iice,  penury  incnrr'd 
By  endless  riot,  vai:a^,  the  Inst 
Of  pleasure  and  variety,  dispatch. 
As  duly  as  the  swallows  dissfipear. 
The  world  of  wandering  knights  and  aqnires  to  Ion. 
London  inguUs  them  all  I  The  shark  s  tbesi^ 
And  the  shark's  prey;  the  spendthrift,  and  the  keck 
That  sucks  him :  there  the  syoophaait,  and  ha 
,  Who,  with  bareheaded  and  obsequioos  boni^ 
Begs  a  warm  office,  doom'd  to  a  cold  jail 
And  groat  par  diem,  if  his  patron  foown. 
iThe  levee  swarms  as  if  in.golden  pomp 
Were  characteiMon  ev'ry  statesman's  door, 
**  Battbr^d   ahd    sjuncaapr   poktumbs 


These  are  the  channs,  that  sully  and  edipM 
The  chanof  of  nature.    Tit  tiie  cruel  gripe^ 
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That  lean,  hard-banded  Forerty  inOicts, 
The  hope  of  better  things,  the  chance  to  win» 
The  with  to  shine,  the  tiiint  to  be  amns'd. 
That  at  the  sound  of  Winter's  hoary  wing 
Unpeople  all  oar  counties  of  inch  herds 
Of  flatt'rincTf  loit'ring,  cringing,  begging,  loose,^ 
And  wanton  vagrants,  as  make  London,  vast 
And  boundless  as  it  is,  a  crowded  coop. 

O  thou,  resort  and  msrt  of  all  the  Earth, 
Checkered  with  all  complexionB  of  mankind. 
And  qiottad  with  all  crimes ;  in  whom  I  see 
Much  that  I  love,  and  more  that  I  admire. 
And  all  that  I  abhor ;  tbeu  freckled  fair. 
That  pleasest  and  yet  shock*it  me,  1  can  laugh. 
And  I  can  weep,  can  hope,  and  can  despond. 
Feel  wrath  and  pity,  when  I  think  on  thee  ( 
Ten  righteous  would  have  sav'd  a  city  once. 
And  thou  hast  many  righteous. — ^Well  for  tl^ee— 
That  salt  preserves  thee ;  more  corrupted  else. 
And  therefore  more  obnoxions.  at  this  boar. 
Than  Sodom  in  her  day  had  pow'r  to  be, 
For  whom  God  heard  his  Abraham  plead  in  vain. 


THE  TASK. 


THE  WINTER  EVENING. 

Aicumirr  of  the  roua-m  book. 

Hie  post  oomes  in. — ^The  newspaper  is  read.— The 
World  oentemplated  at  a  distancc^Address  to 
Wioter.— ^The  rural  amu»ements  of  a  winter  even- 
faig  compared  with  the  fashionable  ones. — ^Ad- 
dress to  evening.— A  brown  study. — Fall  of  snow 
in  the  evening.— The  waggener.— A  poor  &mUy 
piece.— The  rural  thief. — Public  bouses. — ^The 
nmltitade  of  themcensured.— The  farmer's daugh- 
ter :  what  she  was. .  .what  she  is. — ^Tbe  simplicity 
of  connny  manners  almost  loBt«-«-Caases  of  the 
change.— Desertion  of  the  ooootiy  by  the  rich. 
— ^Neglect  of  magistrates.— The  militia  principaU 
1y  in  fitult.— The  new  lecruit  and  his  txansform^ 
atioo. — ^Reflection  on  bodies  GOfponte.-<-*Tbe  love 
of  rural  ol^ects  natural  to  aU^  and  never  to  be 
toUlly  extioguisbed. 


II  ASK !  *tis  the  twanging  bom  o'er  yonder  bridge. 
That  with  it's  wearisome  but  needful  length 
Bestrides  the  wintry  flood,  in  which  the  Moon 
Sees  her  nnwrinkled  bee  reflected  bright  ;— 
He  oomes,  the  herald  of  a  noisy  world. 
With  spatter'd  boots,  strapped  waist,  and*  frozen 

locks; 
News  firom  afl  nations  InrnVriog  at  his  back. 
True  to  bis  charge,  the  close  pacVd  load  behind. 
Yet  careleis  what  he  brings,  his  one  conoern 
Is  to  conduct  it  to  the  destined  ion ; 
And,  having  dropp'd  th'  expected  bag,  pass  on. 
He  whistles  as  he  goes,  lights  hearted  wretch* 
Cold  and  yet  cheerful :  messenger  of  grief 
Perhaps  to  thousands,  and  of  joy  to  some  i 
To  him  indJflT'rent  whether  grief  or  joy, 
Heiiset  in  aihefi,  aad  the  frU  of  stooK^ 


Births,  deaths,  and  marriages,  epistles  wet 

With  tears,  that  trickled  down  the  writer's  cheeks 

Fast  as  the  periods  from  bis  fluent  quill, 

Or  charg'd  with  am'rous  sighs  of  absent  swainsi 

Or  nymphs  responsive,  equally  affect 

His  horse  and  him,  unconscious  of  them  all.  " 

ButO  th'  important  budget !  usher'd  in 

With  such  heart -shaking  mu^c,  who  can  say 

What  are  it's  tidings  ?  have  uur  troops  awak'd  i 

Or  do  they  still,  as  if  with  opium  drugg'd. 

Snore  to  the  murmurs  of  th'  Atlantic  ware  ? 

b  India  fre^  ?  and  does  she  wear  her  plum'd 

And  jeweli'd  turban  with  a  smile  of  peace. 

Or  do  we  grind  her  still  ?  The  grand  debate. 

The  popular  harangue,  the  tart  reply. 

The  Iqgic,  and  the  wisdom,  and  the  wit. 

And  the  loud  laugh^-I  long  to  know  them  all ; 

I  bum  to  set  th'  iihprison'd  wranglers  free. 

And  give  them  voice  and  utt'rance  once  again. 

Now  stir  the  fire,  and  close  the  shutters  fast,    ^ 
Let  foil  the*  curtains,  wheel  the  sofa  round. 
And  while  the  bubbling  and  loud  hissing  urn 
Throws  up  a  steamy  column,  and  the  cups. 
That  cheer  but  not  inebriate,  wait  on  each. 
So  let  us  welcome  peaceful  evening  in. 
Not  such  his  ev'ning,  who  with  shining  face 
Sweats  in  the  crowded  theatre,  and,  squeez'd 
And  bor'd  with  elbow-points  through  both  hissides^ 
Outscolds  the  ranting  actor  on  the  stage : 
Nor  his,  who  patient  stands  till  his  feet  throh» 
And  his  head  thumps,  to  feed  upon  the  breath 
Of  patriots,  bursting  with  heroic  rage. 
Or  placemen,  all  tranquillity  and  smiles. 
This  folio  of  four  pages,  happy  work  I 
Which  not  ev'n  critics  criticise;  tliat  holds 
Inquisitive  Attention,  while  I  read. 
Fast  bound  in  chains  of  silence,  which  the  fiaiir. 
Though  eloquent  themselves,  yet  fear  to  break  ; 
What  is  it;  but  a  map  of  busy  life. 
It's  fluctuatioos,  and  it's  vast  concerns  ? 
Here  runs  the  mountainous  and  craggy  ridge. 
That  tempts  Ambition.    On  the  summit  see 
The  seals  of  office  glitter  in  his  eyes ; 
He  climbs,  he  pants,  he  grasps  them  I  At  his  heel^ 
Close  at  his  heels,  a  demagogue  ascends. 
And  with  a  dezt'rons  jerk  soon  twists  him  down. 
And  wins  them,  but  to  lose  tbem  in  his  tura. 
Here  rills  of  oily  eloquence  in  soft 
Meanders  lubricate  the  coarse  they  take; 
The  modest  speaker  is  asbam'd  and  griev'd 
T'  engross  a  moment's  notice ;  and  yet  begi^ 
Begs  a  propitious  ear  for  his  poor  thonghts. 
However  trivial  all  that  he  conceives. 
Sweet  basbfulness  I  it  claims  at  least  this  praise  ; 
The  dearth  of  information  and  good  sense. 
That  it  foretells  as,  always  oomes  to  peas. 
Cat'racts  of  declamatkMi  thimder  here  ; 
There  forests  of  no  meaning  spread  the  pagc^ 
In  which  all  comprehenaion  wanders  lost  ; 
While  fields  of  pleasantry  arouse  us  there 
With  merry  descants  on  a  nation's  woesw 
The  rest  appears  a  wilderness  of  strange 
But  gay  oonfnsion ;  rotes  for  the  cheeks. 
And  liNes  for  the  brows  of  iaded  age. 
Teeth  for  the  toothless,  ringleU  for  (^  baU, 
Heav*n,  earth,  and  ecean,  ^under^  ef  their  nntk$f 
Nectareons  essences,  Olympian  dews. 
Sermons,  and  city  feasts,  and  fov'rite  mn, 
JEthereal  jooinief,  safaoMine  a^tloiti^ 
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And  KafcerfeltOi  with  his  hak  on  «iid 

At  bis  own  wonders,  woiid*riiig  for  his  bread. 

'Tit  pleasADt,  through  the  loopholes  of  retreat. 
To  peep  at  such  a  world  ;  to  see  the  stir 
Of  the  great  Babel,  and  not  feel  the  crowd ; 
To  hear  the  roar  she  sends  througb  all  ber  gates 
At  a  safe  distance,  where  the  dying  sound 
Falls  a  soft  murmur  on  th'  uninjur'd  ear. 
Thus  sitting,  and  surveying  thus  at  ease 
The  globe  and  it's  concerns,  I  seem  advanced 
To  some  secure  and  more  than  mortal  height. 
That  liberates  and  exempts  me  from  them  alL 
It  turns  submitted  to  my  view,  turns  round 
With  all  it*s  generations  ;  I  behold 
The  tumult,  and  am  still.  The  sound  of  war 
Has  lost  it's  terrours  ere  it  reaches  me ; 
Grieves,  but  alarms  roe  not     I  mourn  the  pride 
And  av'rice,  that  make  man  a  wolf  to  man ; 
Hear  the  faint  echo  of  those  brazen  throats, 
By  which  he  speaks  the  language  of  his  heart. 
And  sigh,  but  never  tremble  at  the  soui^d. 
He  travels  and  expatiates,  as  the  bee 
From  flow'r  to  flowV,  so  he  from  land  to  land  j 
The  manners,  customs,  policy,  of  all 
Pay  contribution  to  the  store  he  gleans  ; 
He  sucks  intelligence  in  ev'ry  clime. 
And  spreads  the  honey  of  his  deep  research 
At  lui  returxfr^a  rich  repast  for  me. 
He  travels,  and  1  too.     I  tread  his  deck. 
Ascend  his  topmast,  through  his  j^ring  eyes 
DiscoA'er  countries,  with  a  kindred  heart 
Suffer  his  woes,  and  share  in  his  escapes } 
While  fttncy,  like  the  linger  of  a  clock. 
Bans  the  great  circuit,  and  is  still  at  home. 

O  Winter,  ruler  of  th'  inverted  year. 
Thy  scattered  hair  with  sleet  like  ashes  filPd, 
Thy  breath  congeal'd  upon  thy  lips,  thy  cheeks 
FringM  with  a  begrd  made  white  with  other  snows 
Than  those  of  age,  tliyHbrehead  wrappM  in  clouds, 
E  leafless  branch  thy  sceptre,  and  thy  throne 
A  sliding  ^r,  indebted  to  no  wheels, 
But  urg'd  by  storms  along  it's  slippVy  way, 
I  love  the^,  fill  unlovely  as  thou  seem'st. 
And  dreaded  as  thou  art !  Thou  hold'st  the  Sun 
A  prisoner  in  the  yet  undawning  east, 
Sbort'ning  his  journey  between  mem  and  noon. 
And  hurrying  him,  impatient  of  his  stay, 
Down  to  the  rosy  west ;  but  kindly  still 
Compensating  his  loss  with  added  hours 
Of  social  converse  and  instructive  ease. 
And  gathering,  at  short  notice,  in  one  group 
The  Simily  dispersed,  and  fixing  thought, 
Kot  less  dispers'd  by  di^light  and  it's  cares. 
I  crown  thee  king  of  intimate  delights. 
Fire-side  enjoyments,  home-bom  happiness, 
And  all  the  comforts,  that  the  lowly  roof 
Of  undistuibM  Retirement,  and^the  hours 
Of  long  uninterraped  ev'ning,  know. 
Ko  rattling  wheels  stop  short  before  these  gates ; 
lilb  powder'd  pert,  proficient  in  the  art 
Of  sounding  an  alarm,  assaults  these  doors 
Till  the  street  rings ;  no  stationary  steeds 
Cough  their  own  knel^,  while,  heedless  of  the  sound, 
The  silent  circle  fan  themselves,  and  quake ; 
But  here  the  needle  plies  it's  busy  task, 
The  pattern  grows,  the  well  depicted  flow'r,   . 
Wrought  pati§btly  into  the  snowy  lawn. 
Unfolds  It's  bosom ;  buds,  and  leaves,  and  sprigs. 
And  corliag  tendrili^  graoefoUy  disposM, 


Follow  the  nimble  flnger  of  lfi«  ISur; 

A  wreath,  that  camwt  fode,  ef  flenf^M^  that  bloii^ 

With  most  suocess  when  all  besides  decay. 

The  poet's  or  historian's  page  by  one 

Made  vocal  for  th'  amusement  of  the^rest  f 

The  sprightly  lyre,  whose  treasuic  ofvweet  ■oands 

The  touch  from  many  a  trembling  chord  fbttke»4iat ; 

And  the  clear  voice  sympbonioas,  yet  dtstioct^ 

And  in  the  charming  strife  triumphant  stiB  ; 

Beguile  the  night,  and  set  a  keener  edge 

On  female  indns^ :  the  threaded  steel 

Flies  swiftly,  and  unfelt  the  task  prooeadik 

The  volume  clos'd,  the  customairy  ritea 

Of  the  last  meal  commence,    A  Roman  mni; 

Such  es  the  mistress  of  the  worid  once  foaod 

DelicidQs,  when  ber  patriots  of  high  aole. 

Perhaps  by  moonlight,  at  their  humble  doov% 

And  under  an  old  o^k's  domestjc  shade, 

Bnjoy'd,  spare  feast !     a  radish  and  an  egg. 

Discourse  ensues,  not  trivial,  yet  not  dull. 

Nor  such  as  with  a  frown  foihids  the  play 

Of  fancy,  or  prescribes  the  sound  of  miith  s 

Nor  do  we  madly,  like  an  impious  worfd. 

Who  deem  religion  frenzy,  and  the  God, 

That  made  them,  an  inlnider  en  theii'  jeysp 

Start  at  his  awfnl  name,  or  deem  bis  firaiee 

A  jarring  note.    Themes  of  a  giwer  tone. 

Exciting  oft  our  gratitude  and  lore, 

\<  bile  we  retrace  with  Mem^y's  poiatia;  i 

That  calls  the  past  to  our  exact  iwview^ 

The  dangers  we  have 'scaped,  the  brojcMis 

The  disappointed  foe^  delivhranee  foimd 

Unlook'd  for,  life  prMrHd,  andpea(»M8lovVI, 

Fmits  of  omnipotent  eternal  lov^ 

*'  O  ev'niqgB  worthy  of  the  godsl"  es<dei»HI 

The  Sabine  bard.    O  ev'nings,  I  reply. 

More  to  be  priz'd  and  ooreted  than  yoesff 

As  more  illumin'd,  and  with  nobler  traftte. 

That  I,  and  mine,  and  those  we  leve,  eojoy. 

Is  Winter  hideous  m  a  gaih  like  this  ? 
Needs  he  the  tragic  for,  the^snokeof  lampe^ 
The  pent-up  breath  of  an  unsavory  throng, 
To  thaw  himlnto  feeling ;  or  the  saart-  '  ' 
And  snappish  dialogne,  that  flippant  witr 
Call  comedy,  to  prooapt  hom  witii  a^sbiHe  f 
The  self-complaceBt  flkctor,  when  he  Tiears  •- 
(Stealing  a  sidelong  glance  at  a  liiH  hoeie) 
The  slope  of  feces,  ihna  the  floor  to  th'  roof 
(As  if  one  master-sprmg  contioiFd  them  ail) 
Relax'd  into  m  universal  gria. 
Sees  not  a  oount*oaoce  there,  dBst  speaikvefjey 
Half  90  refin'd  or  so  sioooe  as  oors. 
Cards  were  saperflaous  here,  with  »U  the  tssla. 
That  idleness  has  ever  yet  contriv'd 
To  fill  the  void  of  an  unfaraish'd  brain. 
To  palliate  duloess,  and  give  Time  a  sbuve. 
Time,  as  he  passes  us,  ha^  a  dove%  whig* 
i  Unsoil'd,  and  swift,  and  of  a  silken  soaod; 
But  the  World'sTime  is  Time  in  masqae«de  f 
Theirs,  should  1  paint  him,  has  his  pissons  fte^|HI 
With  motley  plumes ;  and,  where  the  f 
His  azure  eyes,  is  tinctor'd  black  and  red 
With  spot4  quadrangular  of  diaOiood  form, 
Ensanguin'd  hearts,  clubs  typical  of  strifet, 
And  spades,  the  emblem  of  untimely  grai^a. 
What  should  be,  and  what  was  an  hooT-^^ast  ( 
Becomcip  a  dice-box,  and  a  billiard  mace 
Well  does  the  work  of  bis  destractive  sikhe. 
Thus  deck'd,  he  Charms  a  worM  vboBi  fribtohfiDdi 
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To  his  true  worth,  most  pleac'd  when  idle  mott ; 
WbcMe  only  happy  are  their  wasted  hours. 
Et*!!  misses,  at  whose  age  their  mothers  wore 
The  bai^string  and  the  bib,  assame  the  dress 
Of  womanhood,  fit  pupils  in  the  school 
Of  card^devoted  Time,  and  night  by  night 
Plac'd  at  some  vacant  corner  of  the  board. 
Learn  ev'ry  trick,  and  soon  play  all  the  game. 
Bot  truce  with  censure.     Roving  as  I  rove. 
Where  shall  I  find  an  end,  or  how  proceed } 
As  he  that  travels  far  oft  turns  aside. 
To  view  looMs  rugged  rock  or  mouldVing  tow'r, 
"Which  seen  delights  him  not ;  then  coming  home 
Describes  and  prints  it,  that  the  world  may  know 
How  far  he  went  for  what  was  nothing  worth ; 
So  I,  with  brush  in  band  and  pallet  spread. 
With  colours  miz'd  for  a  far  different  use, 
Paint  cards  and  dolls,  and  ev'ry  idle  thing. 
That  Fancy  finds  in  her  excursive  flights. 

Game  Evening  once  again,  season  of  peace ; 
Ketom  sweet  Ev'nfng,  and  continue  long  ! 
Methinks  1  see  thee  in  the  streaky  west. 
With  matron  step  slow  moving,  while  the  Night 
Treads  on  thy  sweeping  train ;  one  hand  employ'd 
In  letting  fall  the  curtain  of  repose 
On  hi  rd  and  beast,  the  other  charged  for  man 
With  sweet  oblivion  of  the  cares  of  day : 
Not  sumptuously  adorn'.  \  not  needing  aid, 
like  homely- featured  Night,  of  clustering  gems; 
A  star  or  two,  just  twinkling  on  thy  brow, 
Suffices  thee ;  save  that  the  Moon  is  thine 
No  less  than  hers,  not  worn  indeed  on  high 
With  ostentatious  pageantry,  but  set  • 
With  modest  grandeur  iu  thy  purple  zone. 
Resplendent  leas,  but  of  an  ampler  round. 
Come  then,  and  thou  sbalt  find  thy  vot'ry  calm. 
Or  make  me  so.    Composure  is  thy  gift : 
And,  whether  I  devote^thy  gentle  hours 
To  books,  to  music,  or  the  poet's  toil ; 
To  weaving  nets  for  bird'alluring  fruit ; 
Or  twining  silken  threads  round  ivVy  reels. 
When  they  command  whom  man  was  bom  to  please ; 
I  slight  thee  not,  but  make  thee  welcome  still. 

Just  when  our  drawing-rooms  begin  to  blaze 
With  lighu,  by  clear  r^ection  multiplied 
From  many  a  mirror,  in  which  he  of  Gath, 
Goliah,  might  have  seen  his  giant  bulk 
Whole  without  stooping,  toWViog  crest  and  all. 
My  pleasures  too  begin.    But  me  perhaps 
The  glowing  hearth  may  satisfy  awhile 
With  faint  illumination,  that  uplifts 
The  shadows  to  the  ceiling,  there  by  fits 
I>aneing  nncouthly  to  the  quivVing  flame. 
Not  undelightful  is  an  hour  to  me 
So  spent  in  parlour  twilight :  such  a  gloi)m 
Sttits  well  the  thoughtful  or  unthinking  mind. 
The  naind  contemplative,  with  some  new  theme 
Pregnant,  or  indispo«iM  alike  to  all. 
Laugh,  ye  wliu  boa<t  your  more  mercurial  pow'rs. 
That  never  felt  a  stupor,  kn-w  no  pause. 
Nor  need  one  ■,  1  am  conscious,  and  confess 
Fearless  a  soul,  that  does  not  always  think. 
Me  oft  \\R<  Fancy  ludicrous  and  wild 
Sooth*d  wth  A  waking  dream  of  houses,  tow'rs, 
Trees,  churches,  and  strange  visages,  expresi'd 
In  tb4*  red  cinders,  while  with  poring  eyi^ 
I  gaz'd,  myself  creating  what  I  saw. 
Nor  less  amus'd  hare  I  quiescent  watch'd 
Thm  MOty  filial,  that  play  upon  the  bars 


Pendulous,  and  foreboding  in  the  view 

Of  superstition,  prophesying  still, 

Though  still  deceived,  some  stranger's  near  approach. 

*Ti8  thus  the  undentanding  takes  repose 

In  indolent  vacuity  of  thought. 

And  sleeps  and  is  refreshed.     Meanwhile  the  face 

Conceals  the  mood  lethargic  wKh  a  mask 

Of  deep  deliberation,  as  the  man 

Wero  Usk'd  to  his  full  strength,  ab6orb*d  and  lost. 

Thus  oft  reclin'd  at  ease,  I  lose  an  hour 

At  evening,  till  at  length  the  freezing  blasts 

That  sweeps  the  bolted  shutter,  summons  home 

The  recollected  pow'rs,    and  snapping  short 

The  glassy  threads,  with  wliich  the  Fancy  weaves 

Her  brittle  toils,  restoros  me  to  myself. 

How  calm  is  my  recess ;  and  how  the  frdst. 

Raging  abroad,  and  the  rough  wind  endear 

The  silence  and  the  warmth  enjoy'd  within  ! 

I  saw  the  woods  and  fields  at  close  of  day 

A  variegated  show ;  the  meadows  gnreen. 

Though  fiided  j  and  the  lands,  where  lately  wav'd 

The  golden  harvest,  of  a  mellow  brown, 

UpturnM  so  lately  by  the  forceful  share. 

I  saw  far  off  the  weedy  fallows  smile 

With  verdure  not  unprofitable,  grazM 

By  flocks,  fast  feeding:,  and  selecting  each 

His  fav'rite  herb  ;  while  all  the  leafless  groves. 

That  skirt  th'  horizon,  wore  a  sable  hue. 

Scarce  noticM  in  the  kindred  dusk  of  eve. 

To  morrow  brings  a  change,  a  total  change  ! 

Which  even  now,  though  silently  performed. 

And  slowly,  and  by  most  unfelt,  the  face 

Of  universal  nature  undergoes. 

Fast  falls  a  fleecy  show'r :  the  downy  flakes 

Decending,  and  with  never-ceasing  lapse, 

Softly  alighting  upon  all  below, 

Assimilate  all  objects.     Earth  receives 

Gladly  the  thickening  mantle ;  and  the  green 

And  tender  blade,  that  fear'd  the  chilling  blast. 

Escapes  unhurt  beneath  so  warin  a  veil. 

In  such  a  world,  so  thorny,  and  where  none 
Finds  happiness  unbligbted,  or,  if  found. 
Without  3ome  thistly  sorrow  at  it's  side ; 
It  seems  the  part  of  wisdom,  and  no  sin 
Against  the  law  of  love,  to  measure  lots 
With  less  distinguished  than  ourselves ;  that  thus 
We  may  with  patience  bear  ourmod'ra(e  ills. 
And  symnathise  with  others  sufPring  more. 
Ill  fares  the  traveller  now,  and  he  that  stalks 
In  ponderous  boots  beside  his  reeking  team. 
The  wain  goes  heavily,  impeded  sore 
By  congregated  loads  adhering  close 
To  the  clogg'd  wheels ;  and  iu  it's  sluggish  pact 
Noiseless  appears  a  moving  hill  of  snow. 
The  toiling  steeds  expand  the  nostril  wide. 
While  ev'ry  breath,  by  respiration  strong 
Forc'd  downward,  is  consolidated  soon 
Upon  their  jutting  chests.     He,  form'd  to  bear 
The  pelting  brunt  of  the  tempestuous  night. 
With  half-shut  eyes,  and  pucker'd  cheeks,  and  teetk 
t^resentf^  bare  against  the  storm,  plods  on. 
One  hand  secures  his  hat,  save  when  with  both 
He  brandishes  his  pliant  length  of  whip. 
Resounding  oft,  and  never  heard  ia  vain. 
O  happy;  and  in  my  account  denied 
That  sensibility  of  pain,  with  which 
Refinement  is  endu'd,  thrice  happy  thoo  f 
Thy  frame,  robust  and  hardy,  feels  inde^ 
The  piarciog  ool<l^  but  feals  it  unimpair'd. 
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The  learned  ttag^  never  need  explore 
Thy  rig>rous  pulse ;  ftixl  tbe  anheakhful  eaat. 
That  breathes  tbe  spleen,  and  searches  ev'ry  bone 
Of  tbe  infirin,  b  wholesome  air  to  thee. 
Thy  days  roll  on  exempt  from  b'oasebold  care  ; 
Thy  waggon  is  thy  wife ;  and  the  poor  beastf. 
That  drag  the  dull  companion  to  and  fro. 
Thine  helpless  charge,  dependent  on  thy  care. 
Afa  treat  them  kindly !  rude  as  thon  appear'st. 
Yet  show  that  tbou  bast  mercy !  which  the  great, 
With  needless  hnrry  whiri'd  from  place  to  plac*. 
Humane  as  they  would  seem,  not  always  show. 

Poor,  yet  indnstrious,  modest,  quiet,  neat, 
Snch  claim  compassion  in  a  night  like  this, 
And  have  a  friend  in  ev'ry  feeling  heart 
Warm'd,  while  it  lasts,  by  labour,  all  day  long 
They  brave  the  season,  and  yet  find  at  eve, 
III  clad,  and  fed  but  sparely,  time  to  oool. 
The  fnigal  housewife  trembles  when  she  lights 
Her  scanty  stock  of  brushwood,  blazing  clear. 
But  dying  soon,  like  all  terrestrial  joys. 
The  few  small  embers  left  she  nurses  well ; 
And,  while  her  infant  race,  with  outspread  hands, 
And  crowded  knees,  sit  cow'ring  o'er  the  sparks, 
Retires,  content  to  quake,  so  they  be  warm'd. 
The  man  feels  least,  as  more  inur'd  than  she 
To  winter,  and  the  current  in  his  veins 
More  briskly  mov*d  by  his  severer  toil ; 
Yet  he  too  finds  his  own  distress  in  theirs. 
Tbe  taper  soon  extingnish'd,  which  I  saw 
Dangleid  along  at  the  cold  finger's  end 
Just  when  the  day  declin'd  ;  and  the  brown  loaf 
Lodg'd  on  tbe  shelf,  half  eaten  without  sauce 
Of  sav'ry  cheese,  orbqtter,  costlier  still; 
Sleep  seems  their  only  refuge :  for  alas. 
Where  penury  h  felt  the  thought  is  chain*d. 
And  sweet  colloquial  pleasures  are  but  few  I 
With  all  this  thrift  they  thrive  not     All  tbe  care, 
Ingenious  Parsimony  takes,  but  just 
Saves  the  small  inventory,  bed,  and  stool, 
Skillet,  and  old  carr'd  chest,  from  public  tale. 
They  live,  and  live  without  extorted  alms 
From  grudging  hands ;  but  other  boast  h  ave  nona^ 
To  sooth  their  honest  pride,  that  scorns  to  beg. 
Nor  comfort  else,  but  in  tlieir  mutual  love. 
I  praise  you  much,  ye  meek  and  patient  pair. 
For  ye  are  worthy ;  choosing  rather  far 
A  dry  but  independent  crust,  bard  earned. 
And  eaten  with  a  sigh,  than  to  endure 
The  ragged  frowns  and  insolent  rebnfiii 
Of  knaves  in  office,  partial  in  the  work 
Of  distribution ;  liberal  of  their  aid 
To  clam'rous  Importunity  in  rags. 
But  ofttimes  deaf  to  suppliants,  who  would  Uuh 
To  wear  a  tatter'd  garb  however  coarse, 
Whom  famine  cannot  reconcile  to  filth : 
These  ask  withpainfal  shynesi,  and,  reftii^d 
Because  deserving,  silently  retire  * 
But  be  ye  of  good  courage !  Time  itself 
Shall  much  befriend  you.    Time  shall  give  mciease  j 
And  all  your  num'rous  progeny,  well-train'd 
But  helpless,  in  few  yean  shall  find  their  bandf« 
And  labour  too*    Meanwhila  ye  shall  not  want 
What»  conscious  of  your  virtues,  we  can  apare^ 
Nor  what  a  wealthier  than  ourselves  may  sand. 
I  mean  tbe  man,  who,  when  the  distant  poor  « 
Need  help,  denies  them  nothing  but  his  name. 

But  poverty  with  most,  who  whimper  forth 
Their  long  complaints,  is  self-mflictad  wo ; 


The  elfeet  of  lashiess  or  sottish  waste. 

Now  goes  the  nightly  thief  prowling  abmnd 

For  plunder ;  much  solicitous  how  best 

He  may  compensate  for  a  day  of  sloth 

By  works  of  darkness  and  nocturnal  wrong: 

Wo  to  the  gard'ner's  pale,  the  former's  hedge, 

Plash*d  Dsatly,  and  seened  with  driven  stakes 

Deep  in  the  k)amy  bank.    Uptom  by  strei^. 

Resistless  in  so  bad  a  cause,  but  lame 

To  better  deeds,  he  bundles  up  the  spoil. 

An  ass's  burden,  and,  when  Inden  most 

And  heaviest,  light  of  foot  steals  fost  away;    * 

Nor  does  the  boarded  hovel  better  guard 

The  well-stack'd  pile  ef  riven  logs  and  ropts 

From  bis  pemiciotts  force.    Nor  will  he  lenvv 

Unwrenefa'd  tbe  door,  however  well  scenr'd. 

Where  Chantieleer  amidst  his  haram  sieepn 

In  unsuspecting  pomp.    Twitch'd  from  tbe  pod^ 

He  gives  the  princely  bird,  wHh  all  hitwiTcn, 

To  his  voracioas  bag,  strugglhig  in  vain. 

And  loudly  wondVmg  at  the  sudden  chaa^ 

Nor  this  to  feed  his  own.    Twere  some  cbcoh^ 

Did  pity  of  their  sufferings  warp  aside 

His  principle,  and  tempt  him  into  sm 

For  their  support,  so  destitute.    But  they 

Neglected  pine  at  home ;  themselves,  as  naore 

Expos'd  than  others,  with  less  scrapie  mnda 

His  victims,  robbed  of  their  defenceless  alt 

Cruel  is  all  he  does.    'Tis  quenchless  thmt 

Of  ruinous  ebriety,  that  prompts 

His  ev'ry  action,  and  imbnites  the  man. 

O  for  a  law  to  noose  the  villain's  neck. 

Who  starves  bis  own ;  who  persecutes  tbe  Mood 

He  gave  them  in  his  children's  veins,  and  hates 

And  wrongs  the  woman,  he  has  sworn  to  lov« ! 

Piss  where  we  may,  through  city  or  thnn^  tovi^ 
Village,  or  hamlet,  of  this  merry  land. 
Though  lean  and  beggar'd,  ev'ry  twentieChpaee 
Conduots  th'  ungnard^  nose  to  snch  a  whin 
Of  stale  debauch,  fovth-issnbg  from  the  styas^ 
That  law  haslkxncM,  as  makes  Temp'rance  leeL 
There  sit,  faivialv'd  and  lost  in  cuiVng  clouds 
Of  Indian  fhme,  and  guzzBng  deep,  the  boor. 
The  lackey,  and  the  groom :  the  craftaoum  {' 
Takesa  Lethean  leave  of  all  his  toil ; 
Smith,  cobbler,  joiner,  he  that  plies  the  *evt» 
And  he  that  kneads  the  doogh ;  all  k)od  daoiv 
All  learned  and  all  drunk !  the  fiddle  sereai 
Plaintive  and  piteoos,  as  it  wept  snd  wwIM 
It's  wasted  tones  and  harmony  imheard : 
Fierce  the  dispute  whate*er  the  theme;  whin  Ae, 
Fell  Discoid,  aibitrasi  of  snch  debate, 
Perch'd  on  the  sign-post,  holds  with  eveo  haai 
Her  undecisive  scales.    In  this  she  lays 
A  wdgbt  of  ignorance;  hi  that,  of  pride; 
And  smiles  delighted  with  the  eternal  pom. 
Dire  is  the  frequent  corse,  and  it^i  twin  sound^ 
The  cheek-distending  colli,  not  to  he  pna'd 
As  ornamental,  mosicol,  pottle. 
Like  those  which  modem  seoaton  omplof  , 
Whose  oath  is  ihet'ric,  and  who  swoor  for  fevt  t 
Behold  the  sdioois,  in  which  pIcbdM  gurii 
Once  simple  are  mitiated  te  aits, 
Whieh  some  may  prsctioo  witti  pdiler  grooe. 
But  none  with  readier  skiH !— tis  here  they  fcM 
The  road,  that  leads JWmb  competence  nod  fseoo 
T6  hidigenoe  and  npioe  ;  till  at  last 
Society,  grown  weary  of  the  load. 
Shakes  hir  hicamboi'd  bp^  and  casli  1 
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Baft  oenrare  profits  Utde:  vftoi  th' attenpi 

To  aihrpftiie  in  vene  a  public  peit. 

That,  like  tbc  filth  with  which  the  pcai 

Hi*  bangry  acpet,  itiiikfy  mmi  m  of  ue. 

Th'  esiCMe  ia  fiitten*d  with  the  rich  rerah 

Of  all  this  riot;  and  tSQ  thoussad  caths*     - 

For  ever  dribbliog  oat  their  base  onBUnti, 

TofMsh*d  by  the  Midas  fioger  of  the  Btste» 

Bleed  gold  for  minisien  to  sport  away. 

Drink,  aod  be  mad  theu ;  *tis  your  ooonlry  bids! 

OlorioQsIy  drunk  obey  th'  important  eall ! 

Her  cause  demands  th*  assivtaoee  of  your  thinats  ;— 

Ye  all  can  swallow,  and  she  asks  no  moi*. 

Would  I  had  fall'n  upon  those  happier  dayi^ 
That  poets  celebrate ;  those  gslden  times, 
And  those  Arcadian  soeoes,  that  Maco  Mngi, 
Ajod  Sidney,  warbler  of  poetic  prose. 
Kympbs  were  Dianas  then,  and  swains  had  hearts, 
Tliat  felt  their  virtues  z  iDnoeenoe,  it  sseoM, 
From  courts  dismissed,  found  shelter  in  the  grovM; 
The  iboUteps  of  Simplicity,  impress^ 
Upon  the  yielding  herbage,  (so  they  smg) 
Then  were  not  all  effsc'd :  then  speech  prafime, 
Aod  manners  profligste,  were  rarely  found, 
ObterT*d  as  prodigies,  and  soon  reclaimed. 
Vain  wish !  those  days  were  never :  airy  dssaas 
Sat  for  the  picture :  and  the  poet's  band, 
Impartiu};  substance  to  an  empty  shade, 
Impob'd  a  gay  delirium  for  a  truth. 
Grant  it :  I  still  must  envy  them  an  age,  ' 
That  favoured  such  a  dresm ;  in  dsys  IdLe  these 
Impossible,  wlien  Virtue  is  so  scarce, 
That  to  suppose  a  scene  where  she  presides. 
Is  tramontane,  aod  stumbles  all  belief. 
Ko :  we  are  polisb'd  now.     The  rural  lass, 
Whom  once  her  virgin  modesty  and  grace. 
Her  artless  manners,  aod  her  neat  attire, 
&>  dignified,  that  she  was  hardly  less 
Than  the  fair  shepherdess  of  old  romaaoe. 
Is  seen  no  more.     The  characur  is  lost ! 
Her  head,  adorn'd  with  lappets  pinnM  aloft, 
And  ribbands  streaming  gay,  supvrbly  rais'd. 
And  magnified  beyond  all  human  size. 
Indebted  to  some  smart  wig- weaver's  hand 
For  more  than  half  the  trer-^s  it  suKtatns  ; 
Her  elbows  ruffled,  and  hertott'ring  foim 
III  propp*d  upon  Frt*  neb  heels ;  she  might  be  deem'd 
(But  that  the  basket  daogling  on  her  arm 
Interprets  her  more  truly)  of  a  rank 
Too  prund  for  dairy  work,  or  sale  of  eggs. 
Expect  her  soon  with  footlwy  at  her  heels, 
No  longer  blushing  for  her  awkward  kiad. 
Her  trajn  and  her  umbrella  all  her  care! 

The  town  has  ting*d  the  country  ;  and  the  stom 
Appeals  a  spot  upon  a  vestal's  robe. 
The  worse  for  what  it  soils.    The  fashion  fvns 
I><vwn  into  scenes  still  mral ;  but  alas. 
Scenes  rarely  gtac'd  with  rural  mannew  now  ! 
TioM  was  when  in  the  pastoral  retreat 
Th  unguaided  door  wassafe;  men  did  not  wntch 
T'  invrie  anther's  right,  or  guard  their  own* 
Tbeo    sep  was  undistnfb'd  by  fesr,  unscar'd 
By       nken  howKngs ;  and  the  chilling  tale 
<X      dnighf  murder  was  a  wonder  heard 
s  doubtffil  credit,  told  to  frighten  babes* 
farewell  now  to  un<uspicioua  nights, 
i  slumbers  unaiarm'd !  Now,  ers  yon  sleip^ 
i  that  your  piilishM  arms  be  prim'd  with  care, 
And  drop  the  nighttelt{<       -"  .       . 

VobXVUl. 


And  the  first  lamm  of  the  cock'*  shrill  throet 
May  .prove  a  tnmipet,  summoning  your  ear 
To  horrid  sounds  of  hostile  feet  within. 
Ev'n  daylight  has  it*s  dangen ;  and  the  walk 
Thinqgh  pathlem  wastes  and  woods,  unconscions 
Of  other  tenants  than  melodious  birds,  [onoc 

Or  bannlem  flocks,  is  haxardous  aod  bold. 
Lamented  ehaqge !  to  which  full  many  a  cause 
Invafrate,  hop^em  of  a  cure,  conspires. 
Hie  course  of  human  things  from  good  to  illi 
From  ill  to  woem,  is  CUal,  never  fails. 
Ineieaee  of  pew'r  begets  increese  of  wealth  } 
Wealft  Ittjmry,  and  luaniy  enoem; 
Excess,  the  soraChlons  and  itchy  plague, 
That  seiws  first  the  opnlent,  descends 
To  the  nest  rank  contogions,  and  in  time 
Taints  downmrnds  all  the  gmdnated  scale 
Of  order,  firam  tiw  chariot  to  the  plough. 
The  rich,  and  they,  that  have  an  arm  to  check 
This  licence  of  the  inwest  in  degne, 
Desert  their  oAce ;  and  themselves,  intent 
On  pleasure,  haunt  the  capital,  and  thus 
To  all  the  violence  of  lawlem  hands 
Resign  the  soews,  their  presence  might  protect* 
Authority  henelf  not  seldam  sleeps. 
Though  resident,  and  witness  of  the  wrong. 
The  plump  convivial  parson  often  bears 
The  magisterial  sword  in  rain,  and  lays 
His  reverence  and  his  worship  both  to  rest 
On  the  same  cushion  of  habitual  sloth. 
Perhaps  timidity  restrains  hn  arm ; 
When  he  should  strike  he  trembles,  and  sets  free^ 
Himself  enslav'd  by  terrour  of  the  bend, 
Th*  audacious  convict,  whom  he  ^ares  not  bind. 
Perhaps,  though  by  Qrofemion  ghostly  pure. 
He  too  may  have  his  vice,  and  sometimes  prove 
Leas  dainty  than  becomes  his  grave  outside 
In  lucrative  concerns.     Examine  well 
His  milk-white  hand ;  the  palm  is  hardly  clean-^ 
But  here  and  there  an  ugly  smutch  appears. 
Fob!  'twas  a  bribe  that  left  it :  he  has  touched 
Corruption.    Whoso  seeks  an  audit  here 
Propitious,  pays  his  tribute,  game  or  fish, 
Wild>fowl  or  ven'sott ;  and  his  errand  speeds. 
But  fittter  far,  and  more  than  all  the  re^ 
A  noble  cause,  which  none,  who  bears  a  sparh 
Of  public  virtue,  ever  wish'd  remov'd. 
Works  the  deplor'd  and  mischievous  efieet* 
'  ris  universal  soldiership  has  stabb'd 
The  heart  of  merit  in  the  meaner  class. 
Arm«,  throogh  the  vanity  and  brainlem  rage 
Ol  those  that  bear  them,  id  whatovar  cause. 
Seem  most  at  variance  with  all  moral  good. 
And  mcompaliUe  wHh  serious  thought 
The  down,  the  child  of  nature,  without  goila^ 
Rtest  with  an  iidant's  ignorsaoeof  all 
Bnt  his  own  simple  pleasarss;  now  and  then 
A  wrestling  matoh,  a  foot  race,  or  a  fair  j 
Is  ballottod,  and  timnbles  at  the  news : 
Sheepish  he  doflk  his  hat,  and  mumbling  swenit 
A  bible-oath  to  be  whato'er  they  plesne. 
To  do  he  kndfws  not  what    The  task  perform'df 
That  instant  be  becomes  the  sergeant's  cave. 
His  pupil,  and  his  torment,  and  his  jest 
His  awkward  gait,  his  iotrovetied  toes. 
Bent  kaees,  ronnd  shoulders,  and  dejected  looki^ 
Procme  him  ouny  a  curse*    By  slow  degrsesg 
I  Unapt  to  Isnro,  and  form*d  of  stobbom  stu^ 
I  He  yet  by  ikfiv  dsgfiti  poli  off  hinatl^ 
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Orowt  ooatcimit  oTa  chanfre,  and  likea  it  welt : 
He  staadfl  erect;  b»  skMich  becooBes  a  walk; 
He  steps  right  onward,  martial  io  his  air. 
His  form,  and  movement ;  i»  as  smart  above 
As  meal  and  larded  loi:ks  can  make  him ;  wesn 
His  bat,  or  his  plumM  helmet,  with  a  grace  | 
And,  his  three  years  of  heroship  expired, 
Kctums  indignant  to  the  sKgbted  plough. 
He  bates  the  field,  in  which  no  ife  or  dmtti 
Attends  him;  driTes  hit  cattle  to  a  march ; 
And  sighs  for  the  smart  coauradas  he  has  left. 
iTwere  well  if  his  exterior  change  were  all — 
Bat  with  his  clumsy  port  the  wreteh  haa  loat 
His  ignorance  and  harmlcsa  mamiers  toow 
To  swear,  to  game,  to  drink ;  to  show  at  hoOM 
By  lewdncas,  idleness,  and  sabbath  braadi, 
The  great  proficseney  he  made  abroad  ; 
T*  astonish  and  to  grieve  his  gazing  friends  t 
To  break  some  maiden's  and  his  mother's  hesrt ; 
To  be  a  pest  where  he  was  nselttl  once; 
Are  his  sole  aim,  and  all  his  gkiry,  now. 

Man  in  society  is  like  a  flow'r 
Bloif  n  in  it's  native  bed :  *tis  there  alone 
His  faoolties,  expanded  in  ftill  bloom. 
Shine  out ;  there  only  reach  their  proper  nse. 
But  man,  associated  and  lesgu'd  with  man 
By  recal  warrant,  or  self  jbra'd  by  bond 
Fur  int>est-sake,  orFwarmiog  intoclaae 
Beneath  one  head  for  purposes  of  war, 
Like  flowers  selected  from  tlie  rest,  ami  boond 
And  bundled  cbse  to  fill  some  crowded  vase. 
Fades  rapidly,  and,  by  compressien  marr'd, 
Contracts  defilemeut  not  to  he  endttr*d. 
Hence  chartered  bomnghs  are  sodi  public  plagues  ; 
Ami  burghers,  men  immaculate  perhaps 
In  all  their  prirate  fiinctiona;  once  oombiB'dv         ' 
Become  a  loathsome  body,  only  fit 
For  dissolution,  hurtful  to  the  mam. 
Hence  merchants,  unimpeachable  of  sin 
Against  the  charities  of  domestic  Itfoy 
Incorporated  seem  at  once  to  lose 
Their  nature ;  and,  dtsolaiming  all  regard 
For  mercy  and  the  common  rights  of  man. 
Build  factories  with  blood,  condncting  trade 
At  the  sword's  point,  and  dyeing  the  white  rabn 
Of  innocent  eommeraial  Jottioe  red* 
Hence  too  the  field  of  glory,  u  the  world 
Misdeems  it,  daxzled  by  it's  kn-ight  enay. 
With  all  it's  majesty  of  thmid'riog  pomp, 
Enchanting  music  and  knmortal  wreathe, 
Is  but  a  school,  where  thonghtlessness  ii  teaglil 
On  principle,  where  foppery  atones 
For  fotly,  gallantry  for  ev'ry  vice. 

But  slighted  as  H  Is,  and  by  the  gmot 
Abandoned,  and,  which  still  I  more  regret. 
Infected  with  the  manneis  and  the  modes. 
It  knew  not  once,  the  conntry  wins  me  stilk 
I  never  framM  a  wish,  or  form'd  a  pian, 
That  flattered  me  with  hopes  of  earthly  bliss. 
But  there  I  laid  Uie  scene.    Itiere  early  stray'd 
My  fancy,  ere  yet  liberty  of  choice 
Had  found  me,  or  the  hope  of  being  free. 
My  very  dreams  were  rural ;  rural  too 
The  6rst-born  efforrs  of  my  yootfafol  Muse, 
Sportive  and  jingling  her  poetic  bells, 
Ere  yet  her  ear  was  mistress  of  tiietr  pow'is. 
No  hard  could  please  me  but  whose  lyre  waslm'd  • 
I'o  Nature's  praises.     Heroes  and  their  fenii 
Fatigued  we,  nevei  weary  of  the  pips 


Of  Tity  raa,  amehibling.  as  he  sai^. 
The  rustic  throng  beneath  his  fov'rittbeeck 
Then  Milton  had  mdeed  a  poet's  charms: 
New  to  my  taste  his  Paradise  sarpassM 
The  straggling  cflbfts  of  my  boyish  toagos 
To  speak  it's  esoeUeooe.     I  dans'd  for  joy. 
I  marvellM  much  that  at  so  ripe  an  age 
As  twice  seven  jrears,  his  bemitfes  had  tbea  M 
Engag'd  my  wonder ;  and  admiring  still, 
And  still  admiring,  with  regret  supposM 
The  joy  half  lost,  hocanse  not  sooner  feaai 
There  too  enamoor'd  of  the  life  I  fov'd. 
Pathetic  in  it's  praise,  in  it's  pursnit 
Deterviti'd,  and  possessiag  it  at  hnt 
With  transports,  such  as  ftvouHd  lovers  feel, 
1  studied,  pris'd,  and  wishM  that  1  had  kooan, 
Ingenious  Cowley  t  and,  though  now  reclnaM 
By  modem  lights  from  an  erroneous  taste, 
f  cannot  but  lament  thy  aplendid  wit 
Entangled  in  the  onbwefas  of  the  schools. 
r  still  revere  thee,  courtly  though  retir'd ; 
Though  stietch'd  at  ease  in  Chertsey'ssileetbotV^ 
Not  onemploy'd ;  and  finding  rich  ameads 
For  a  lost  world  in  solitude  and  verse. 
'Tis  born  with  all :   the  love  of  Nature's  wnlt 
Is  an  ingredient  in  the  compound  man, 
Infus'd  at  the  creation  of  thie  kind. 
And,  though  th'  Almighty  Maker  hasihroogtioat 
Discriminated  each  from  endi,  by  strokes 
Aad  touches  of  his  hand,  with  so  much  art 
Diversified,  that  two  were  never  found 
Twins  at  all  points-^yet  this  obtains  m  all, 
That  all  discern  a  beauty  in  his  works       [^^ 
And  all  can  taste  them :   minds,  that  bsre  ha 
And  tutor'd,  with  a  relish  more  enct, 
But  none  without  some  relish,  none  unmov*d. 
It  is  a  flame,  that  dies  not  even  there. 
Where  nothing  feeds  it :  neither  bosinesi,  cro«^ 
Nor  habits  of  luxurious  city  life. 
Whatever  else  they  smother  of  trne  worth 
In  human  bosoms,  quench  it  or  abate. 
Tlie  villas,  with  which  London  stands  beghi, 
Like  a  swarth  Indian  with  hb  belt  of  beadi, 
Prove  it.     A  breath  of  unadnlt*rate  air. 
The  glimpse  of  a  green  pasture,  bow  they  dietf 
The  citizen,  and  brace  bis  languid  frame ! 
Ev'n  in  the  stifling  bosom  of  the  town 
A  garden,  in  which  ODthing  thriT«s,  hai  chansi, 
That  sooth  the  rich  possessor ;  much  coosoi'd, 
That  here  and  there  some  sprigs  of  mournful  ipi^ 
Of  nightshade,  or  valerian,  grace  the  well 
He  cultivates.     These  serve  him  with  a  biot. 
That  Nature  lives;  that  sigbt-refreshing  greea 
Is  still  the  liv'ry  she  deli|!l)U  to  wear. 
Though  &ickly  samples  of  th'  exuVrant  whole. 
What  are  the  casements  iiu'd  with  creeping  lio*^ 
^The  prouder  sashes  fronted  with  a  range 
Of  orange,  myrtle,  or  the  fragrant  weed. 
The  Frenchman's  darNng  ^  ?  are  they  tiot  all  pro^ 
That  man,  tmihiw'd  in  ciHer,  stiHjrelaiDs 
His  inborn  inextinguishtbtO  thirst 
Of  rural  scenes,  cbmpenShthig  tris'lM* 
By  supptementiil  sliifhr,  the  best  he  may  f 
The  mo&t  unfarnish'd  with  the  meam  of  fif^     ^ 
And  they,  that  never  pass  their  brick  wall  boeiw^ 
To  range  the  fields,  and  treat  their  longs  with  sir, 
Yet  feel  the  homing  mstinct :  over  head 
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S'lspend  tfieir  erazy  boKe%  planted  thick. 
And  watered  duly.    Thero  ilie  pitcbcr  sUndi 
A  fragment,  and  theapootlen  tes-pot  there  | 
Sad  witnesses  h<nr  closa-fient  man  regrets 
T\\o.  coantry,  wHh  what  ardonr  hebontvires 
A  pr^n  at  Nature,  when  he  can  no  umre.    - 

Hail,  therefore,  patroness  of  healtii  and  ease, 
And  rontemplatinn,  heart«cunsoiio|r  joys, 
And  harmlt'ss  pleasures,  iii  the  tbfnng'd  abdde 
Of  miiltttndes  unknown ;  hail,  mvm\  life  I 
Address  himself  who  will  to  the  pttcaoit 
i)f  honours,  or  emolument,  or  fkttie} 
I  shall  not  add  m3^lf  to  such  aehaso. 
Thwart  his  attempu,  or  envy  his  suooess. 
Some  muit  be  great    Grtet  oAoas  will  hsnm 
Great  talents.    And  God  gives  to  ey*ry  man 
The  virtue  temper,  nnderstjlndin^,  taste. 
That  lifts  him  into  life,  and  lets  him  fril 
Just  Id  the  niche,  he  was  ordaioHl  to  filh 
To  the  deliv'rer  of  an  iojurM  land 
He  gives  a  tong^ue  t'  enlarge  upon,  a  heart 
To  feel,  and  courage  to  redress  her  wrongs  ; 
To  monarchs  dignity ;  to  judges  isenK  j 
To  artists  ingenuity  and  skill ; 
To  me  an  anambitious  mind,  content 
In  the  low  vale  of  life,  that  early  felt 
A  wish  for  esse  and  leisure,  and  ere  long 
Pound  here  that  leisure  and  that  ease  1  wisb*d 
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THE  WTSTER  MORNING  WALK. 

AaouMeirr  ow  tbb  fifth  book. 
A  frosty  morning.— The  foddering  of  cattle.— The 
woodman  andhisdog.— The  ponltry. —  Whimsi- 
cal effects  of  frost  at  a  waterfoll. — The  Emprpss 
of  Russia's  palace  of  ice. — Amn«ements  of  mo- 
narchs.— War,  one  of  them.— Wars,  whence. — 
And  whence  monarchy. — ^The  evils  of  it. — English 
and  French  loyalty  contrasted.— The  BastiMe, 
and  a  prisoner  there. — Liberty  the  chief  recom- 
mendation of  this  oountry. — Modem  patriotism 
questionable,  and  why. — The  perishable  nature 
of  the  best  human  institutions. -Spiritual  liberty 
not  perishable. — ^The  slavish  state  of  man  by  na- 
ture.— Deliver ''him.  Deist,  if  you  can.— Grace 
must  do  it.— The  respective  merits  of  patriots  and 
martyrs  slated.— Their  different  treatment — 
Happy  freedom  of  the  man  whom  grace  makes 
free. — H\n  relish  of  the  works  of  God. — Addre^ 
to  the  Creator. 

Tis  morning  ;  and  the  Son,  with  ruddy  orb 
Ascending,  €re%  th'  boriaon  ^  white  the  clouds. 
That  crowd  away  before  the  driving  wind. 
Iffore  ardent  as  the  disk  emerges  more,     , 
ftesemble  most  some  city  m  a  blaze, 
»een  thnwigli  the  leafless  wood.    His  slantiag  ray 
Slides  ineffectual  down  the  suowy  vale, 
\nd,  tiogii^  all  with  his  own  rosy  hne» 
From  ev'ry  herb  and  ev^ry  spiry  blade 
>trecche8  a  length  of  shadow  o'er  the  field* 
Vfine,  spindling  into  longitude  immense, 
in  spite  of  gravity,  Mid  Mge  icftjwk 


That  I  myself  am  but  a  fleeting  shade. 
Provokes  me  to  a  smile.  '  With  eye  askance 
I  view  the  maiiculsr  proportioo'd  limb 
Transfbrm'd  to  a  lean  shank.    The  shapeless  pair. 
As  they  desiguM  to  mock  me,  at  my  side 
Take  step  for  step ;  eud,-  as  I  near  approach 
The  cottage,  walk  along  the  plasteed  wall. 
Preposterous  sight !  the  legs  withoot  the  man. 
The  verdnre  of  the  phrin  lies  buried  deep 
Beneath  the  dazzhng  deluge ;  and  the  bents. 
And  coarser  gm«i,  upspearing  o^r  the  rest. 
Of  late  unaighdy  and  unseen,  now  shine 
Con<p?ettM%  tad  in  bright  app«rel  clad« 
And,  fledg>d  with  icy  €eathskB|  BOd  superbw 
The  cattle  OMtum  Sn  eomen,  where  the  fence 
Screens  tbim,  and  aeeili  half  petrified  to  sleep 
f  n  unrecumbelit  sadoeM.    There  they  wait 
Their  wonted  fodder;  not  like  hungering  man, 
Fretfitl  if  uOnipplicd ;  but  silent,  meek. 
And  patient  of  Ike  tlow  pa«'d  swain's  Polity. 
He  from  the  stack  carves  mit  th'  acoustom'd  had. 
Deep  plunging,  and  agabi  deep-plunging  oft. 
His  broad  kaea  knife  into  the  solid  mass : 
Smooth  as  a  waU  the  upilgbt  remnant  stands. 
With  sQoh  undeiviaUng  «nd  even  force 
He  severs  it  awary  c  no  heedless  care, 
Lest  storms  ilioHtd  Overset  the  leaning  ptia 
Deciduous,  or  it's  own  uobalancM  weight. 
Forth  goes  the  woodman,  leaving  uAconcern'd 
The  cheerful  haunts  of  man ;  to  wield  the  axe. 
And  drive  the  wedge,  m  yonder  forest^lrear, 
From  mom  to  ere  his  solitary  task. 
^st^Sy.  and  lean,  and  shrewd,  with  pofaited  ears. 
And  tail  cropp'd  short,  half  lurdfer  and  half  cur. 
His  dog  attends  him.    CkMe  behind  his  heel 
Now  creeps  he  plow ;  aqd  now,  with  many  a  frisk 
Wide-scamp'ring,  snatches  op  the  drifted  snow 
With  iv'ry  teeth,  or  ploughs  it  with  his  snout; 
Then  shakes  his  powder'd  coat,  and  barks  for  joy. 
Heedless  of  all  his  prenks,  the  sturdy  churl 
Moves  right  toward  the  mark ;  nor  stops  for  aught. 
But  now  and  then  wiUi  pressure  of  his  thumb 
T*  af^ust  the  fragrant  char^  of  a^hort  tube, 
That  fumes  beneath  his  nose :  the  tnilmg  ckwd 
Streams  fer  behind  him,  sceoUngall  the  air. 
Now  firom  the  roost,  or  from  the  neighboring  pale. 
Where,  diligent  to  catch  the  first  feint  gleam 
Of  smiling  day,  they  gossip'd  silfe  by  side, 
Cbme  trooping  at  the  beosewlfe's  well-known  call 
The  feathered  tribes  domestic.    Half  on  wing. 
And  haif  on  fooi^  they  brosh  the  fleecy  flood. 
Conscious  and  fearful  of  too  deep  a  plunge. 
The  sparrows  peep,  and  <^it  the  shelfrii^  eaves. 
To  seize  the  feir  occasion ;  well  they  eye 
The  scatti^cigrein,  and  thievishly  remlv'd 
T'  escape  th'  impending  fruime,  often  scaHd 
As  oft  return,  a  pert  vomoioKS  kind. 
Clean  riddance  tpiickly  made,  one  only  care 
Kemamstoeach,  the  ^search  of  sonny  nook. 
Or  died  impenrious  to^the  blast    Resigned 
To  sad  necessity,  the  cock  foregoes 
His  wonted  strflt ;  and^  vradiiig  at  their  head 
Wiftli  well-considerM  stepii,  seems  to  resent 
His  alt^M  gait  and  sUielivesB  retfeneh*d» 
How  find  the  myriads,  that  in  Summer  dMer 
The  hills  and  valliea  with  their  ceaseless  songs. 
Due  sustenance,  or  where  tabsi st  they  now  }  [safe' 
Earth  3ncid8  them  nought ;  th'  imprisonM  worm  is 
Beneath  the  froten  dod  ;  ail  aeeds  of  herbs 
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Lie  coverM  close ;  and  berry-bearing  ihorm, 

Thnt  feed  tbe  thpish,  (whatever  some  •uppObe) 

Afford  tbe  smaller  minstreis  do  supply. 

The  long  protracted  rijtour  of  the  year, 

Thins  ail  their  numerous  fiocks.  la  chiuks  and  holes 

Ten  tliousand  seek  an  unmoletteil  end, 

As  instinct  prompts ;  seif-buried  ere  they  die. 

The  very  rooks  and  daw«  forsake  the  fields. 

Where  neither  grub,  nor  loot,  nor  earth-nut,  now 

Repays  their  labour  more  ;  and  percb'd  aloft 

By  tbe  wayside,  or  stalking  in  the  path^ 

Lean  pensioners  upon  the  traveller's  track. 

Pick  up  their  nauseous  dole»  though  sweet  to  them. 

Of  voided  pulse  or  half-digested  grain. 

The  streauis  aie  lost  amid  tbe  splendid  blank. 

Overwhelming  all  dii^tinction.     On  the  flood, 

Indurated  and  fix'd,  the  snowy  weight 

Lies  undissolved ;  while  silently  beneath. 

And  unperceivM,  tbe  current  steals  away. 

Not  so  where,  .scornful  of  a  check,  it  leapt 

The  milldam,  dashes  on  tbe  restless  wheel. 

And  wantons  in  the  pebbly  gulf  below : 

No  frost  can  bind  it  there ;  it*s  utmost  (brc« 

Can  but  arrest  the  light  and  smoky  mist. 

That  in  it's  fall  the  liquid  sheet  throws  wide. 

And  see  where  it  has  bung  tb*  embroidered  banks 

With  forms  so  varioos,  that  no  itow'rs  of  art, 

Tbe  pencil  or  the  pen,  may  trace  tbe  scene ! 

Here  glitt'riuf  turret*  rise,  upbearing  high 

(Fantastic  misarrangement !)  oii  tbe  roof 

Large  growth  of  what  may  seem  the  sparkling  trees 

And  shrubs  of  fairy  land.    Tbe  crystal  droos. 

That  trickle  down  the  branches,  fast  congeai'd, 

iihoot  into  pillan(%f  pellucid  length. 

And  prop  the  pile,  they  but  adom'd  before. 

Here  grotto  within  gix»tto  safe  defies 

The  sunbeam  i  Xhere,  embo8s*d  and  fretted  wild, 

Tbe  growing  wonder  ukes  a  thousand  shapes 

Capricious,  in  which  fancy  seeks  in  vain 

The  likeness  of  some  object  seen  before. 

Thus  Nature  works  as  if  to  mock  at  Art, 

And  in  defiance  of  her  rival  pow'rs; 

By  these  fortuitous  and  random  strokes 

Performing  sucit  inimitable  leau. 

As  she  with  all  her  rules  can  never  reach. 

licss  worthy  of  applause,  though  more  admired. 

Because  a  novelty,  the  work  of  man. 

Imperial  mibtreseof  tbe  fur-clad  Rass, 

Thy  most  magnificent  and  mighty  freak. 

The  wonder  of  ^  North.    No  forest  fell, 

When  thou  wouldn't  build  ;  no  quarry  sent  it's  stores 

T'  enrich  thy  walls :  but  thou  didst  hew  thff  floods. 

And  make  thy  marble  of  the  glassy  wave. 

In  such  a  palace  AristSBus  found 

Cyrene,  when  he  bore  the  plaintive  tal« 

Of  his  lost  bees  to  her  maternal  ear : 

In  such  a  palace  Poetry  might  place 

The  armory  of  Winter ;  where  bis  troops. 

The  gloomy  clouds,  find  weapons,  arrowy  sleet. 

Skin-piercing  volley,,  blossom-bruising  bail, 

And  snow,  that  often  blinds  tbe  traveller's  coi|ne. 

And  wraps  him  in  an  unexpected  tomhi 

Silently  as  a  dream  tbe  fabric  rose ; 

No  sound  of  hammer  or  of  saw  was  there : 

Ice  upon  ice,  the  well-adjasted  parts 

Were  soon  oonjoin'd,  nor  other  cement  ask'd 

Than  water  interfus'd  to  make  th^m  one. 

Lamps  gracefully  disposed,  and  of  all  hues^ 

Uliunin'd  av'ry  side :  a  wat'ry  light 


Gleam'd  through  th^eleartraDspareacy,  ftisf  sf  fiM 

Another  moon  new  ris*n,  or  meteor  fisll'n 

Erom  lieav^n  to  Earth,  of  lambent  flame  serene. 

So  stood  tlie  brittle  prodigy  ;  though  smooth 

And  slipp'ry  the  materials,  yet  frost-bound 

Firm  as  a  rock.     Nor  wanted  aught  within. 

That  royal  residence  might  well  befit. 

For  grandeur  or  for  use.     Long  wavy  wreaths 

Of  flowers,  that  fear'd  no  enemy  hot  wamtb, 

Blush'd  on  the  pannels.    Mirror  needed  none 

Where  all  was  vitreous ;  but  in  order  doe 

Convivial  table  and  oommodioos  seat 

(What  seem'd  at  least  commodious  seat)  were  there; 

Sofa,  and  couch,  and  high  built  throne  angn»t. 

Tbe  same  lubricity  was  found  in  all. 

And  all  was  moist  to  the  warm  touch;  a  soena 

Of  evanescent  glory,  once  a  stream. 

And  soon  to  slide  into  a  stream  again. 

Alas  !  'twas  but  a  mortifying  str^e 

Of  undesigned  severity,  that  glaoc'd 

(Made  by  a  monarch)  on  her  own  estate. 

Of  human  grandeur  and  tbe  courts  of  khigfc 

Twas  transient  in  it's  nature,  as  in  shov 

'Twas  durable ;  as  worthless,  as  it  seem'd 

Intrinsically  precious ;  to  the  foot 

Treacherous  and  &l8e ;  it  smil'd,  and  it  was  coU. 

Great  princes  have  great  playthings.     Sooie  faxit 
,         played 
At  hewing  mountains  into  men,  and  some 
At  building  human  wonders  noonntain-higli. 
Some  have  amus'd  the  dull,  sad  years  of  lile^ 
(Life  spent  in  indolence,  and  therefore  sad) 
With  schemes  of  monumental  fiune  j  and  wOBfJti 
By  pyramids  and  mausolean  pomp, 
Sbortliv'd  themselves,  t'  immortalize  their  bonei^ 
Some  seek  diversion  in  the  tented  field. 
And  make  the  sorrows  of  mankind  their  sport. 
But  war's  a  game,  which,  were  their  snbiqpts  vii^ 
Kings  would  not  play  at.    Nations  would  <io  wd^ 
T'  extort  their  truncheons  from  the  puny  bands 
Of  heroes,  whose  infirm  and  baby  minds 
Are  gratified  with  mischief;  and  who  spoil. 
Because  men  suffer  it,  their  toy  the  World. 

When  Babel  was  confounded,  and  fSbit  gie^ 
Confod'racy  of  projectors  wild  and  vain 
Was<fpUt  into  diversity  of  tongues, 
Th^n,  as  a  shepherd  separates  his  flock. 
These  to  the  upland,  to  the  valley  tbose^ 
God  drave  asunder,  and  assignM  their  kit 
To  all  the  natbns.    Ample  was  the  booa 
He  gave  them,  in  it's  distribution  bir 
And  equal ;  and -he  bade  them  dwell  in  peae& 
Peace  was  awhile  their  care :  they  pkngkM  uA 

sow'd. 
And  reap'd  thdr  plenty  vitbont  gnidfe  or  strife. 
But  violence  can  never  longer  sleep 
Than  human  passions  please.    In  ev*ry  baait 
Are  sown  the  sparks  that  kindle  fiery  war  ; 
Cfccasion  needs  but  fan  them,  and  they  blaze. 
Cain  had  already  shed  a  brother's  Uaod : 
The  deluge  waah'd  it  out  s.but  left  nn 
The  seeds  of  murder  in  the  breast  id  i 
Soon  by  a  righteous  judgment  in  the  lina 
Of  his  desoending  progeny  was  found 
The  fint  artificer  of  death  ;  the  shrewd 
Contriver,  who  first  sweated  at  the  focige. 
And  forc'd  the  blunt  and  yet  nnbleodied  sted 
To  a  keen  edge,  and  made  it-bright  for  war. 
Hhn,  Tubal  aaia'd^  the  Vulcan  of  aU  t 
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The  sword  tod  falchion  their  ioTentor  claim ; 

And  the  fint  ainith  was  the  firtt  mardVer't  son. 

His  art  sunrlT'd  the  waters ;  and  ere  long, 

When  man  was  maltiplied  and  spread  abroad 

In  tribes  and  clans,  and  bad  begun  to  call 

Thew  meadows  and  that  range  of  hills  his  own, 

The  tsuted  sweets  of  property  begat 

l>esire  of  more  ;  and  industry  in  some, 

T*  improre  and  cultivate  their  just  demesne. 

Made  others  covet  what  they  saw  vo  f  lir. 

Thus  war  began  on  £arth :  ttiese  fought  for  spoil, 

AimI  those  in  self-defence.     Savage  at  first 

The  onset,  and  irregular.     At  length 

One  eminent  above  the  rest  for  strength. 

Far  stratagem,  or  courage,  or  for  all,' 

Was  chosen  leader;  him  they  serv*d  in  war, 

And  bim  in  peace,  for  sake  of  warlike  deeds 

Rev'renc*d  no  less.     Who  could  with  him  compare  > 

Or  who  so  worthy  to  control  them>elves. 

As  he,  whose  prowess  had  subdued  their  foes  ? 

Thus  war,  affordiog  field  for  the  display 

Of  virtue,  made  one  chief,  whom  times  of  peace. 

Which  have  their  exigences  too,  and  call 

Tor  skill  in  govemmeitt,  at  length  made  king. 

King  was  a  name  too  proud  for  man  to  wear 

With  modesty  and  meekness ;  and  the  crown. 

So  dazzling  in  their  eyes,  who  set  it  on, 

Was  sure  t'  intoxicate  the  brows  it  bound. 

It  is  the  abject  property  of  most. 

That,  being  parcel  of  the  common  mass. 

And  4iestitute  of  means  to  raise  themseive«» 

They  sink,  and  settle  lower  than  they  need. 

They  know  not  what  it  is  to  feel  within 

A  comprehensive  ficulty,  that  grasps 

Great  purposes  with  ease,  that  turns  and  wields, 

Almost  without  an  efibrt,  plans  too  vast 

For  their  conception,  which  they  cannot  move. 

Conscious  of  impotence  they  soon  grow  drank 

With  gazing,  when  they  see  an  able  man 

Step  forth  to  notice ;  and,  besotted  thus. 

Build  Him  a  pedestal,  and  say,  '*  Stand  there, 

*'  And  he  our  admiration  and  our  praise." 

They  roll  themselves  before  him  in  the  dust. 

Then  matt  deserving  in  their  own  account. 

When  most  extravagant  in  his  applause. 

As  if  exalting  him  they  rais*d  theiiftetves. 

Thnt  by  degrees,  self-cheated  of  their  sound 

And  sober  judgment,  that  be  is  but  man. 

They  demi-deify  and  fume  him  so. 

That  in-due  season  he  forgf  ts  it  toa 

Inflated  and  astrnt  with  self-oenceit, 

He  gulps  the  windy  diet ;  and  ere  lan^. 

Adopting  their  mistake,  profoundly  thinki 

The  World  was  made  in  vain,  if  not  for  him. 

Thenceforth  they  are  bis  cattle :  dnidgea,  bom 

To  bear  his  burdens,  drawing  in  his  gears. 

And  sweating  in  his  service,  bis  eaprioe 

Becomes  the  soul,  that  animates  them  ail. 

He  deems  a  thoosaod,  or  ttn  thousand  lives. 

Spent  in  the  purthase  of  renown  for  him. 

An  easy  reck'niog ;  and  they  think  the  same* 

Thus  km^  were  first  invented,  thus  kinge 

Were  burmsh'd  into  heroes,  and  became 

The  arbiters  of  this  terraqneous  swamp ; 

Storks  among  frogs^  that  have  but  croak'd  and  Aed, 

Strange,  that  snch  folly,  as  lifts  bleated  man 

To  eminence  fit  only  for  a  god. 

Should  ever  drivel  out  of  human  lips, 

Ev*»  ia  the  cradled  watknem  of  the  Worid ! 


Still  stranger  much,  that  when  at  lenerth  mankipd 

Had  reached  the  sinewy  firmness  of  their  youth, 

And  could  discriminate  and  argue  well 

On  subjects  more  niysteriouft,  they  r;ere  yet 

Babes  in  the  cause  of  freedom,  and  should  fear 

And  quake  before  the  gods  themselves  had  made : 

But  above  measure  strange,  that  neither  proof 

Of  sad  experience,  nor  example  set 

By  some,  whose  patriot  virtue  has  prevaiJ'd,, 

Can  even  now,  when  they  are  grown  mature 

In  wisdom,  and  with  philosophic  deed^ 

Familiar,  serve  t'  emancipate  the  re»t! 

Such  dupes  are  men  to  custom,  and  so  prone 

To  rev'renoe  what  is  ancient,  and  can  plead 

A  course  of  long  observance  for  it's  use. 

That  even  servitude,  the  worst  of  ills. 

Because  delivered  down  from  sire  to  son. 

Is  kept  and  guaided  as  a  sacred  thing. 

But  is  it  fit,  or  can  it  bear  the  shock 

Of  rational  discussion,  that  a  man. 

Compounded  and  made  up  like  other  men 

Of  elements  tumultuous,  in  whom  lust 

And  folly  in  as  ample  measure  me^t,  , 

As  in  the  bosoms  of  the  slaves  he  rules. 

Should  be  a  despot  absolute,  and  boast 

Himself  the  only  freeman  of  his  land  ? 

Should,  wher\he  pleases,  and  on  whom  he  will^ 

Wage  war,  with  any  or  with  no  pretence 

Of  provocation  giv*n,  or  wrong  sustained, 

And  force  the  beggarly  last  doit,  by  means 

That  his  own  humour  dictates,  from  the  clutch 

Of  Poverty,  that  thus  he  may  procure 

His  thousands,  weary  of  pienurioas  life, 

A  splendid  opportunity  to  die  } 

Say  ye^  who  (with  less  prudence  than  of  old 

Jotham  ascribed  to  his  assembled  trees 

In  politic  convention)  put  your  trust 

I'  th*  shadow  of  a  bramble,  and  reclinM 

In  foncied  peace  beneath  his  dang'mus  branch. 

Rejoice  in  him,  and  celebrate  bis  sway. 

Where  find  ye  passive  fortitude  ?  Whence  springs 

Your  self-denying  zeal,  that  holds  it  good, 

To  stroke  the  prickly  grievance,  and  to  hang 

His  thorns  with  streamers  of  continual  praise  ? 

We  too  are  fnends  to  loyalty.     We  love 

The  king  who  loves  the  law,  respects  his  bounds. 

And  reigns  content  within  them  :  him  we  serve 

Freely  and  with  delight,  who  leaves  us  free  t 

But  recollectiug  still,  that  he  is  man, 

We  trust  him  not  too  far.     King  though  he  be. 

And  king  in  finglsod  too,  he  may  be  weak, 

And  rtAn  enough  to  be  ambitious  still ; 

May  exercise  amiss  bis  proper  powers. 

Or  covet  more  than  freemen  choose  to  grant: 

Beyond  that  mark  is  treason.     He  is  ours, 

T*  administeri  to  guard,  i'  adorn,  the  state. 

But  not  to  warp  or  change  it.    We  are  his. 

To  serve  him  nobly  in  the  common  cause, 

Tme  to  the  death,  but  not  to  he  his  slaves. 

Mark  now  the  diflPrence,  ye  that  boast  your  love 

Of  kings,  between  your  loyalty  and  ours. 

We  love  the  man,  the  paitry  pageant  you ; 

We  the  chief  patron  of  the  rommonwealtb. 

You  the  rfganlless  author  of  it's  woes : 

We  for  the  sake  of  liberty  a  king. 

Yon  chains  and  bondage  for  a  tyranCs  sake. 

Our  love  is  principle,  and  has  it's  root 

In  reason,  is  judicious,  manly,  free; 

Yours,  a  Uind  instinct,  crouches  to  the  rod. 
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,  And  licks  the  foot,  that  treads  it  id  the  dust 
Were  kingship  as  true  treasure  as  it  seems^ 
Sterling,  and  worthy  of  a  wise  man^s  wish, 
,  I  would  not  be  a  Jting  to  be  belov'd 
Causeless*  and  daub*d  with  uodiscerning  praise. 
Where  love  is  mere  attachment  to  the  throne 
Kot  to  the  man,  who  fills  it  as  he  ought. 

Whose  freedom  bby  sulTrance,  and  at  will 
Of  a  superior,  he  is  nerer  free, 
Who  lives,  and  is  not  weary  ik  a  life 
£xpo6'd  to  manacles,  deserves  them  well. 
The  state,  that  strives  for  liberty,  though  foiVd, 
And  forcM  to  abandon  what  she  bravely  sought 
Deserves  at  least  applause  for  her  attempt. 
And  pity  for  her  loss.    But  that's  a  caus9 
Kot  often  unsuccessful :  pow'r  usurp'd 
Is  weakness  when  opposM ;  conscious  of  wrong, 
Tis  pusillanimous  and  prone  to  flight 
But  slaves,  that  once  conceive  the  glowing  thought 
Of  freedom,  in  that  hope  itself  possess 
All  that  the  contest  calls  for ;  spirit,  strength. 
The  scorn  of  danger,  and  united  hearts  ; 
The  surest  presage  of  the  good  they  seek  h 

Then  shame  to  manhood,  and  opprubrious  more 
To  France  than  all  her  losses  aud  defeats. 
Old  or  of  later  date,  by  sea  or  land, 
Her  boose  of  bondage,  worse  than  that  of  old 
Which  God  aveng'd  on  Pharaoh — the  Bastille. 
Ye  horrid  tow*rs,  th'  abude  of  broken  hearts ; 
Ye  dungeons  and  ye  cages  of  despair. 
That  monarchs  have  supplied  from  age  to  age 
With  music,  such  as  suits  their  sov'reign  eai;. 
The  sighs  and  groans  of  u\iserable  men  ! 
There's  not  an  English  heart,  that  would  not  leap. 
To  hear  that  ye  were  faU'o  at  last ;  to  know 
That  ev*n  our  enemies,  so  oft  eroploy*d 
In  forging  chains  for  us,  themselves  were  free. 
For  he,  who  values  Liberty,  confines 
His  zeal  for  her  predominance  within 
No  narrow  bounds ;  her  cause  engages  him 
Wherever  pleaded*     'Tis  the  cause  of  man. 
There  dwell  the  most  forlorn  of  humankind, 
Immur'd  though  unacfcus*d,  condemned  untried. 
Cruel |y  spar'd,  and  hopeless  of  escape. 
There,  like  the  visionary  emblem  seen 
By  him  of  Babylon,  life  stands  a  stump, 
And,  fiUetted  about  with  hoops  of  brass, 
Still  lives,  though  all  his  pleasant  boughs  are  gone. 
To  count  the  hour-bell  and  expect  no  change; 
And  ever,  as  the  sullen  sound  is  heard, 
Still  to  reflect,  that,  though  a  joyless  note 
To  him,  whose  moments  all  have  one  dull  pace. 
Ten  thousand  rovers  in  the  World  at  large 
Account  it  music ;  that  it  summons  some 
To  theatre,  or  jocund  feast,  or  ball :  . 
The  weari^  hireling  finds  it  a  release 
From  labour ;  and  the  lover,  who  has  chid 
It's  long  delay,  feels  ev'ry  welcome  stroke 
Upon  his  heart-strings,  trcmblins^  with  delight- 
To  fly  for  refuge  from  distrKcthig  thought 
To  such  amusements,  as  iugenious  wo 
Contrives,  hard-sbiftlng,  and  wiihont  tier  tQOl»— 

*  The  author  hopes,  that  he  shall  not  be  cen- 
sured for  unnecessary  warmth  upon  so  interesting 
a  subject.  He  is  aware,  that  it  is  become  almost 
fashionable,  to  stiiTtnatize  snch  st^ntiments,  as  no 
better  than  empty  declamation ;  but  it  is  an  ill 
•ymptom,  and  peculiar  to  modem  times. 


To  read  engraven  on  the  mooldy  wrili^ 
In  staggMng  types,  his  predeceswr*s  tal^ 
A  sad  memorial,  and  suljotn  bis  own- 
To  turn  purveyor  to  an  o\*ergorg'd 
And  bloated  spider,  till  the  pamper'd  peit 
Is  made  familiar,  watches  his  approach. 
Comes  at  his  call,  and  serves  him  for  a  frieod— 
To  wear  out  time  in  numbering  to  and  fro 
The  studs,  that  thick  emboss  his  iron  door  ; 
Then  downward  and  then  upward,  then  aslas4 
And  then  alternate ;  with  a^ sickly  hope 
By  dint  of  change  to  give  his  tasteless  task 
Some  relish ;  till  the  sum,  exactly  found 
In  all  directions,  he  begins  again— 
Oh  comfortless  existence  I  hemm'd  aroond 
With  woes,  which  who  that  suffers  would  BOi  kneel 
And  beg  for  exile,  or  the  pangs  of  death  ? 
That  man  should  thus  encroach  on  fellow  i 
Abridge  him  of  his  just  and  native  rights^ 
Eradicate  him,  tear  him  from  bi«  bold 
Upon  th'  endearments  cC  domestic  hfe 
And  social,  nip  his  fruitfulness  and  use. 
And  doom  him  for  perhaps  a  heedless  woi4 
To  barrenness,  and  solitude,  and  tears. 
Moves  indignation,  makes  the  name  of  kin^ 
(Of  king  whom  such  prerogative  can  pleaiae) 
As  dreadful  as  the  Manichcan  god, 
Ador'd  through  fear,  strong  only  to  destroy. 

Tis  liberty  alone,  that  gives  the  flow'r 
Of  fleeting  l^e  it  s  lu&tre  aud  perfume  ; 
And  we  are  weeds  without  it     All  constiaiaty 
Except  what  wisdom  lays  on  evil  men, 
f s  evil :  hurts  the  faculties,  impede 
Their  progress  in  the  road  of  science;  Irfiada 
The  eyesight  of  Discovery  ;  and  begets. 
In  those  that  suffer  it,  a  sordid  mind. 
Bestial,  a  meagre  intellect,  unlit 
To  be  the  tenant  of  man^s  noble  form. 
Thee  therefore  still,  blameworthy  as  than  art. 
With  all  thy  loss  of  empire,  and  though  squees'd 
By  publw*<  fi(igeoco,  till  annual  food 
Fails  for  the  craving  hunger  of  the  states 
Thee  I  account  still  happy,  and  Uie  chirf 
Among  the  nations,  seeing  thou  art  free. 
My  native  nook  of  earth  !  Thy  clime  is  rode. 
Replete  with  vapours,  and  disposes  much 
All  hearts  to  sadness,  and  none  more  than  mine: 
Thine  unadult'rate  manners  are  less  soft 
And  plausible  than  social  life  requires. 
And  thou  hast  need  of  discipline  and  art» 
To  give  thee  what  politer  France  receives 
From  nature's  bounty — ^that  humane  addren. 
And  sweetness,  without  which  no  pleasure  it 
In  converse,  either  starv'd  by  cold  reserye. 
Or  Qush  d  with  fierce  dispnte,  a  senseless  bnwl. 
Yet  being  free  I  love  thee  :  for  the  sake 
Of  that  one  feature  can  be  well  content. 
Disgraced  as  thou  ^ast  been,  poor  as  thoa  ait. 
To  seek  no  subhi  nary  rest  beside. 
But  once  enslav'd,  farewell  1  1  could  endnre 
Chains  no  where  patiently  i  and  chains  at  hume, 
Where  I  am  free  by  birthright,  not  at  alL 
Then  what  were  lek  of  roughness  injthe  grain 
Of  British  natures,  wanting  it's  excuse 
That  it  belongs  to  freemen,  would  disgust 
And  shock  me.     I  should  then  with  double  pais 
Feel  all  the  rigour  of  thy  fickle  clime  ; 
And,  if  I  must  bewail  the  blessing  lost. 
For  whicfa  our  Uampdens  wad  our  Sidneyi  fale^ 
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would  at  least  bewail  it  under  Ikies 
•Wilder,  «moDg  a  people  less  anstere ; 
n  scencsy  which  having  never  known  me  free, 
^ould  iiot  reproach  me  with  the  loss  I  felt. 
>o  I  forbodo  impossible  events, 
Lad  tivinble  at  ^ain  dreams  ?  Heav'n  grant  I  may  ! 
[)ut  til*  age  of  virtuous  politics  is  past, 
%.nd  we  are  deep  m  that  of  cold  pretence. 
Patriots  are  grown  too  shrewd  to  be  sincere, 
iLoA  we  too  wise  to  trust  them.     He  that  lakts 
Deep  in  bis  soft  credulity  the  stamp 
Design'd  by  loud  declain^ers  on  the  part 
Of  liberty,  themselves  the  slaves  of  lust,    * 
Incurs  derision  for  bis  easy  faith, 
Aad  lack  of  knowledge,  and  with  cause  enough  : 
For  when  was  public  virtue  to  be  found, 
Wliere  private  was  not  ?  Can  he  love  the  whole, 
\^Tio  loTes  no  part  ?  He  l>e  a  nation's  friend, 
IVho  is  in  truth  the  friend  of  no  man  there  f 
Can  be  be  strenuous  in  his  country's  cause, 
"Wlio  slights  the  charities,  for  whose  dear  sake 
That  country,  if  at  ail,  must  be  belov'd  ? 

rris  therefore  wjberand  good  men  arc  sad 
For  England's  glory,  seeing  it  wax  pale 
And  sickly,  while  her  champions  wear  their  hearts 
So  loose  to  private  duty,  that  no  brain, 
HeaHhfal  and  undisturbM  by  factious  fumes. 
Can  dream  them  trusty  to  the  gen'ral  weal. 
Such  were  they  not  of  old,  whose  tempered  blades 
nispersM  the  shackles  of  usurped  control. 
And  hew'd  them  link  from  link ;  then  Albion's  sods 
IVere  sons  indeed ;  they  felt  a  filial  heart 
Beat  high  within  them  at  a  mother's  wrongs; 
And,  shining  each  in  his  domestic  sphere. 
Shone  brighter  still,  once  callM  to  public  view* 
*Ti«  therefore  many,  whose  sequestered  lot 
Forbids  their  interference,  looking  on, 
Anticipate  perforce  some  dire  event ; 
And,  seeing  the  old  castle  of  the  state. 
That  pn>nisM  dnce  more  firmness,  so  assail'df 
That  all  it's  tempest -beaten  turrets  shake. 
Stand  motionless  expectants  of  it's  fall. 
All  has  it's  date  below  ;  the  fatal  hour 
"Was  registered  in  Heav'n  ere  time  began. 
We  turn  to  dust,  and  all  our  mightiest  works 
Die  too :  the  deep  foundations  that  we  lay. 
Time  ploughs  them  up,  and  not  a  trace  remains. 
We  build  with  what  we  deem  eternal  rock  : 
A  distant  age  asks  where  the  fabric  stood ; 
And  in  the  dust,  siTled  and  search'd  in  vaio. 
The  nndiscoverable  secret  sleeps. 

But  there  is  yet  a  liberty,  unsung 
By  poeu,  and  by  senators  unprais'd. 
Which  monarchs  cannot  grant,  nor  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  Earth  and  Hell  confederate  take  away : 
A  liberty,  which  persecution,  fraud, 
Oppresskw,  prisons,  have  no  pow'r  to  bind  ; 
Which  whoso  tastes  can  be  enslav'd  no  more* 
Tis  liberty  of  heart  derived  from  Heav'n, 
Bought  with  his  blood,  who  gavQ  it  to  mankind. 
And  ^eal'd  with  the  same  token*    It  is  held 
By  charter,  and  that  cliarter  sanction'd  sure 
By  th*  unimpeachable  and  awful  oath 
And  promfse  of  a  God.     His  other  gifts 
All  bear  the  royal  stamp,  that  speaks  them  his. 
And  are  atigAst;  but  this  transcends  them  all. 
His  other  works,  the  vidible  display 
Of  all-creating  energy  and  might, 
Are  grand  no  doubt,  and  worthy  of  tht  word, 


That,  finding  an  interminable  space 
Unoccupied,  has  fill'd  the  void  so  well. 
And  made  so  sparkling  what  was  dark  before. 
But  these  are  not  his  glory.    Man,  'tis  true, 
Smit  with  the  behuty  of  so  fair  a  scene. 
Might  well  suppose,  th'  artificer  divine 
Meant  it  eternal,  had  he  not  himself 
Pronounc'd  it  transient,  glorious  as  it  is. 
And,  still  designing  a  more  glorious  far, 
J>oom'd  it  as  insufficient  for  his  praise. 
These  therefore  are  Occasional,  and  pass ; 
Form'd  for  the  confutation  of  the  fool. 
Whose  lying  heart  disputes  against  a  God ; 
That  office  serv'd,  they  must  be  swept  away. 
Not  80  the  labours  of  his  love :  they  shine 
In  other  heav'ns  than  these  that  we  beliotd, 
And  fade  not.    There  is  Paradise  that  fean 
No  forfeiture,  and  of  it's  fruits  he  sends 
Large  prelibation  oft  to  saints  below. 
Of  these  the  first  in  order,  and  the  pledge. 
And  confident  assurance  of  the  rest. 
Is  liberty;  a  flight  into  his  arms. 
Ere  yet  mortality's  fine  threads  give  way, 
A  clear  escape  from  tyrannizing  lust. 
And  full  immunity  from  penal  wo. 

Chains  are  the  portion  of  revolted  man. 
Stripes,  and  a  dungeon  ;  and  his  body  serves 
The  triple  purpose.     In  that  sickly,  foul. 
Opprobrious  residence  he  finds  them  all, 
Propense  his  heart  to  idols,  he  is  held 
In  silly  dotage  on  created  things. 
Careless  of  their  Creator.    And  that  low 
And  sordid  gravitation  of  his  pow'rs 
To  a  vile  clod  so  draws  him,  with  sucKforca 
Resistless  from  the  centre  be  should  seek. 
That  he  at  last  forgets  it     All  his  hopes 
Tend  downward ;  his  ambition  is  to  sink. 
To  reach  a  depth  profounder  still,  and  still 
Profounder,  in  the  fathomless  abyss 
Of  folly,  plunging  in  pursuit  of  death. 
But  ere  he  gain  the  comfortless  repose 
He  seeks,  and  acquiescence  of  his  soul 
In  Heav'n-renouncing  exile,  he  endures^- 
What  does  he  not,  from  lusts  oppos'd  in  vain. 
And  self-reproaching  oonscience  ?  He  foresees 
The  fatal  issue  to  his  t^ealth,  fame,  peace. 
Fortune,  and  dignity ;  the  loss  of  all, 
That  can  ennoble  man,  ^nd  make  frail  life. 
Short  as  it  is,  supportable.    Still  worse. 
Far  worse  than  all  the  plagues,  with  which  his  sins 
Infect  his  happiest  moment^,  he  forebodes 
Ages  of  hopejess  mis'ry.    Future  death. 
And  death  still  future.    Not  a  hasty  stroke. 
Like  that  which  sends  him  to  the  dusty  graven 
But  unrepeatable  enduring  death. 
Scripture  is  still  a  trumpet  to  his  fean : 
What  none  can  prove  a  forg'ry  may  be  true  ; 
What  none  but  bad  men  wish  exploded  must. 
That  scruple  checks  him.     Riot  is  not  loud 
Nor  drunk  enough,  to  drown  it     In  the  midst 
Of  laughter  his  compunctions  are  sincere  ; 
And  he  abhors  the  jest,  by  which  he  shines* 
Remorse  begets  renirm.    His  master-lust 
Falls  first  before  his  resolute  rebuke, 
And  seems  dethron'd  and  vanquished.  Peace  ensues^ 
But  spurious  and  short-Iiv*d  ;  the  puuy  child 
Of  self-congratulating  Pride,  begot 
On  fiincied  Innocence.    Again  he  falls, 
And  fights  again ,-  but  fiods  his  best  essay    ^ 
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A  pretage  ominous,  portentlin^  still 
It*8  own  dishonour  by  a  worse  relapse. 
Till  Natixre,  unavailing  Nature,  foiPd 
*  So  oft,  aud  wearied  in  the  vain  attempt, 
Booffi  at  her  own  performance.     Reason  now 
Takes  part  with  appetite,  and  pleads  the  cause 
Perversely,  which  of  late  ^he  so  condemn'd  j 
With  shallow  shiftK  and  old  devices,  worn 
And  tatterM  in  the  service  of  debauch, 
Cov*ring  his  nhame  from  his  ofTeo'led  sight 

"  Hath  God  indeed  giv^n  appetites  to  man. 
And  stor'd  the  Earth  so  plenteously  with  means. 
To  gratify  the  hunger  of  his  wish ; 
And  doth*  he  reprobnte,  and  will  he  damn 
The  use  of  his  own  bounty  ?  making  first 
So  frail  a  kind,  and  then  enacting  laws 
6»  strict,  that  less  than  perfect  must  despair? 
Faltichood  !  which  whoso  but  suspects  of  truth 
Dishonours  God,  and  makes  a  slave  of  man-. 
Do  they  themselves,  who  undertake  for  hire 
The  teaclier's  office,  and  dispense  at  large 
Their  weekly  dole  of  edifyinc  strains. 
Attend  to  their  own  music  r  have  they  fiiith 
In  what  with  sudh  solemnitj^  of  tone 
And  gesture  they  propound  to  our  btlief  ? 
Nay — conduct  hith  the  loud  ist  tongue.  The  voice 
Is  but  an  instrument,  on  nhich  the  priest 
May  play  what  tune  he  pleases.     In  the  deed. 
The  unequivocal,  authentic  deed, 
We  find  sound  argument,  we  read  the  heart." 

Such  reas'qings  (if  that  name  must  needs  belong 
T*  excuses  in  which  reason  has  no  part) 
Serve  to  compose  a  spirit  well  inclin'd. 
To  live  on  terms  of  amity  with  vice. 
And  sin  without  disturbance.     Often  urgM, 
(As  often  as  libidinous  diisoourse 
Exhausted,*  he  resorts  to  solemn  themes 
Of  theological  and  grave  import) 
They  gain  at  last  his  unreserv'd  assent ; 
Till,  hardened  his  heart's  temper  in  the  forge 
Of  lust,  and  on  the  anvil  of  despair. 
He  slights  the  strokes  of  conscicn^  Nothing  moves. 
Or  nothing  much,  his  constancy  in  ill ; 
Vain  tampering  has  but  fosterVl  his  disease  ; 
Tis  desperate,  and  he  sleeps  the  sleep  of  death. 
Haste  now,  philosopher,  and  set  him  free. 
Charm  the  deaf  serpent  wisely.     Make  him  hear 
Of  rectitude  and  fitness,  moral  truth 
Hqw  lovely,  and  the  m'lral  sense  how  sure, 
Consulted  and  obeyed,  to  guide  his  steps 
Directly  to  the  first  and  only  fair. 
Spare  not  in  such  a  cause.     Spend  all  the  pow'rs 
Of  rant  and  rhapsody  in  virtue's  praise : 
Be  most  sublimely  good,  verbosely  grand, 
And  with  poetic  trappings  grace  thy  prose. 
Till  it  outmantle  all  the  pride  of  verse. — 
Ah,  tinkling  cymbal,  and  high  sounding  brass, 
Smitten  ni  vain  !  such  music  cannot  charm 
The  eclipse,  that  intercepts  truth's  heav'niy  beam. 
And  chills  and  darkens  a  wide-wand'ring  soul, 
'i'he  STILL  SMALL  VOICE  is  Wanted.     He  must  speak, 
Whose  word  leaps  fiirth  at  once  to  it's  effect ; 
Who  calls  for  things  that  are  not,  and  they  come. 

Grace  makes  the  slave  a  frcf'maii.  Tis  a  change, 
That  tunis.to  ridicule  the  turgid  speech 
And  stately  tone  (if  moralists,  who  boast. 
As  if,  like  him  of  fabulous  renown, 
Thef  had  indeed  abitity  to  smooUi 
TUc  sbag  of  savage  nature,  and  were  eacb 


An  Orpheus,  and  omnipotent  in  soog ; 
But  transformation  of  apostate  man 
From  fool  to  wise,  from  earthly  to  diTiae, 
Is  work  for  Him  that  made  hiro.     He  alone. 
And  he  by  means  in  (khilosophic  eyes 
Trivial  and  worthy  of  disdain,  achieves 
The  wonder;  humanizing  what  is  brate 
hi  the  lost  kind,  extracting  from  the  lips 
Of  asps  their  venom,  overpowering  strength 
By  weakness,  and  hostility  by  love. 

Patriots  have  toil'd,  and  in  their  country's  chm 
Bled  nobly  ;  and  their  deeds,  as  they  deserve, 
Receive  proud  recompense.     We  give  rn  chsife 
Their  names  to  the  sweet  lyre.     Th'  historic  Mok^ 
Proud  of  the  treasure,  marches  with  it  down 
To  latest  times ;  and  Sculpture,  in  hertnra, 
Gives  bond  in  stone  and  ever-during  brass 
To  guard  them,  and  t'  immortalize  hertrost: 
But  fairer  wreaths  are  4ue,  though  never  psid. 
To  those,  who,  posted  at  the  shrine  of  Troth, 
Have  fall'n  in  her  defence.     A  patriot's  blood, 
Well  spent  in  such  a  strife,  may  earn  indeed, 
And  for  a  time  ensure,  to  his  lov'd  land 
The  sweets  ofjiberty  and  equal  laws; 
But  martyrs  struggle  for  a  brighter  prize 
And  win  it  with  more  pain.     Their  blood  is  shed 
In  coniirmation  of  the  noblest  claim. 
Our  claim  to  feed  upon  immortal  trnth, 
To  walk  with  God,  to  be  divinely  free, 
To  soar,  and  to  anticipate  the  skies. 
Yet  few  remember  tbero.     They  liv'd  anknown, 
Till  Persecution  di-aggM  them  into  fame. 
And  chas'd  them  up  to  Heav'n.    Thor  ashes  Be* 
— No  naarble  tells  us  whither.    With  th^r  naffls 
No  bait]  ear)b&lmsM(ind  sancti6es  his^ng: 
And  History,  so  warm  on  meaner  themes, 
Is  cold  on  this.     She  execrates  indeed 
The  tyranny,  tliat  doom'd  them  to  the  fire. 
But  gives  the  glorious  sufTrers  little  praise '. 

He  is  the  freeman,  whom  the  truth  makes  fite. 
And  all  are  slaves  beside.     There's  not  a  chain, 
That  hellish  foes,  confed'rate  for  his  harm. 
Can  wind  around  him,  but  he  casts  it  off. 
With  as  much  ea^  as  Samson  bis  green  wither 
He  looks  abroad  into  the  varied  field 
Of  nature,  and  though  poor  perhaps,  compsr'd 
With  those  whose  mansions  glitter  in  bis  tight, 
Calls  the  delightful  scen'ry  all  bis  own. 
His  are  the  mountains,  and  the  vallies  his, 
And  the  resplendent  rivers.     His  t'  enjoy 
With  a  propriety  that  none  can  feel. 
But  who,  with  filial  confidence  inspir'd, 
Can  lift  to  Heav'n  an  unpresumptoous  eye, 
And  smiling  say— *<  My  Father  made  them  sill' 
Are  they  not  his  by  a  peculiar  right. 
And  by  an  emphasis  of  int'rest  his. 
Whose  eye  they  fill  with  tears  of  holy  joy, 
\^1)Ose  heart  with  praise,  and  whose  exalted  oiiod 
With  worthy  thoughts  of  that  unwearied  lore 
That  plann'd,  and  built,  and  still  upholds,  a  voiM 
So  clothed  with  beauty  for  rebellious  man  ? 
Yes — ^ye  may  fill  your  garments, -ye  that  lesp 
The  loaded  soil,  and  ye  may  waste  much  good 
In  senseless  riot;  but  ye  will  not  find 
In  feast,  or  in' the  chase,  in  song  or  daoce^ 
A  liberty  like  his,  who,  unimpeach'd 
Of  usurpation,  and  to  no  man's  wiungi 

sSeeHomt, 
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ppropnates  nature  as  his  Father's  work, 

,ik1  has  a  richer  use  of  yours  than  700. 

le  is  indeed  a  freeman.     Frv  j  by  birth 

•f  no  mean  city ;  plann'd  or  ere  the  hills 

^ere  built,  the  fountains  opened,  or  the  sea 

?ith  all  his  roaring  multitude  of  waves. 

lis  freedom  is  the  same  in  ev'ry  state  ; 

nd  no  condition  of  this  changeful  life, 

o  maoifold  in  cares,  whose  ev'ry  day 

irings  it's  own  evil  with  it,  makes  it  less  : 

or  he  has  wings,  that  neither  sickness,  pain. 

Tor  penury,  can  cripple  or  confine. 

Fo  nook  so  narrow  but  he  spreads  them  there 

V^ith  ease,  and  is  at  large.     Th*  oppressor  holds 

[is  body  bound ;  but  knows  not  what  a  range 

lis  spirit  takes  unconscious  of  a  chain  ; 

nd  that  to  bind  him  is  a  vain  attempt, 

^bom  God  delights  in,  and  in  whom  he  dwells. 

Acquaint  thyself  with  God,  if  th»u  would'st  taste 
lis  works.    Admitted  once  to  his  embrace, 
'Itou  sbalt  perceive  that  thou  wast  blind  before: 
'hine  eye  shall  be  instructed  ;  and  thine  heart 
Tnde  pure  shall  relish  with  divine  delight 
Fill  then  unfelt,  what  hands  divine  have  wrought. 
trntcs  graze  the  mountain  top,  with  faces  prone, 
.:id  eyes  intent  upon  the  scanty  herb 
t  yields  them ;  or,  recumbent  on  it's  brow, 
luraiuate  heedless  of  the  scene  outspread 
M-neath,  beyond,  and  stretching  far  away 
rem  inland  regions  to  the  distant  main. 
Tan  views  it,  and  admires;  but  rests  content 
Vith  what  he  views.  The  landscape  has  his  praise, 
(ut  not  Ws  author.     Unconcem'd  who  form'd 
'he  Paradise  he  sees,  he  finds  it  soch, 
,nd,  such  well  pleasM  to  find  it,  asks  no  more. 
:ut  so  the  mind,  that  has  been  touchM  from  Heav'n, 
LTid  in  the  school  of  sacred  wisdom  taught, 
'o  read  his  wonders,  in  whose  thought  the  World, 
air  as  it  is,  existed  ere  it  wa^. 
•'ut  for  it's  own  sake  merely,  but  for  Ms 
'f  uch  more,  who  fashion*d  it,  he  gives  it  praise; 
'raise  that  from  Earth  resultinsr,  as  it  ought, 
'o  Earth's  aoknowledge'd  sovereign  finds  at  once 
t's  only  just  proprietor  in  Him. 
lie  soul  that  sees  him  or  receives  sublim'd 
Tew  faculties,  or  learns  at  least  t'  employ 
fore  worthily  the  pow'rs  she  own'd  before, 
discerns  in  all  things  what,  with  stupid  gaze 
f  ignorance,  till  then  she  overlooked, 

ray  of  beav'niy  light,  gilding  all  (brms 
erestrial  In  the  vast  and  the  minute ; 
*-e  unambignous  foots<*ps  of  the  God, 
rlio  gives  it*H  lustre  to  an  Insect's  wing, 
ndi  wheels  his  throne  upon  the  rolliiig  worlds. 
luch  conversant  with  Heav'n,  she  often  holds 
.'jth  those  fair  ministers  of  light  to  man, 
hat  fill  the  skies  nii^htly  with  silent  pomp, 
woet  conference.     Inquires  what  strains  were  they 
r^ith  which  Heay'n  rang,  when  ev*ry  star  in  haste 
o  <;ratulate  the  new  created  Earth, 
»nt  forth  a  voice,  and  all  the  sons  of  Ck)d 
loutcd  for  joy.— **  Tell  me,  ye  shining  hosts, 
hat  navigate  a  sea  that  knows  nu  storms, 
eneath  a  vault  unsullied  with  a  cloud, 
from  your  elevation,  whence  ye  view 
i^tinctly  scenes  invisible  to  man, 
ihJ  systems,  of  whose  birth  no  tidings  yet 
ave  reach'd  this  nether  world,  ye  spy  a  race 
ivour'd  as  ours;  transgressors  frflm  the  womb 


And  hasting  to  a  grave,  yet  doomed  to  rise, 

And  to  possess  a  brighter  Heav'n  than  yours  ? 

As  one,  who,  long  detain'd  on  foreign  shores. 

Pants  to  return,  and^when  he  sees  afar 

His  country's  weather-bleach'd  ami  batter'd  rocks. 

From  the  green  wave  emerging,  darts  an  eye 

Radiant  with  joy  towards  the  happy  land  ; 

So  I  with  animated  hopes  behuld, 

And  many  an  aching  wish,  your  beamy  fires, 

That  show  like  beacons  in  the  blue  abyss, 

Ordain'd  to  guide  th'  embodied  spirit  home 

From  toilsome  life  to  never-ending  rest. 

Love  kindles  as  I  gaze.     I  feel  desires. 

That  give  assurance  of  their  own  success. 

And  that,  infus'd  from  Heav'n,  must  thither  tend.** 

So  reads  he  nature,  whom  the  lamp  of  truth 
Illuminates.    Thy  lamp,  mysterious  Word  ! 
Which  whoso  sees  no  longer  wanders  lost. 
With  intellects  bemaz'd  in  endless  doubt. 
But  runs  the  road  of  wisdom.    Thou  hast  built 
With  means,  that  were  not  till  by  thee  employed. 
Worlds,  that  had  never  been  hadstthou  in  strength 
Been  less,  or  less  benevolent  than  strong. 
They  are  thy  witnesses,  who  speak  thy  pow'r 
And  goodness  infinite,  but  speak  in  ears. 
That  hear  not,  or  receive  not  their  report. 
In  Tain  thy  creatures  testify  of  thee. 
Till  thou  proclaim  thyself.    Theirs  is  indeed 
A  teaching  voice  ;  but  'tis  the  praise  of  thine, 
That  whom  it  teaches  it  makes  prompt  to  learn. 
And  with  the  boon  gives  talents  for  it's  use. 
Till  thou  art  heard,  imaginations  vain 
Possess  the  heart,  and  &bles  false  as  HeW  ; 
Yet  deem'd  oracular,  lure  down  to  death 
The  uninform'd  and  heedless  souls  of  men. 
We  give  to  chance,  blind  chance,  ourselves. as  blind. 
The  glory  of  thy  work ;  which  yet  appears 
Perfect  and  unimpeachable  of  blame. 
Challenging  human  scrutiny,  and  prov'd 
Then  skilful  most  when  most  severely  judg'd. 
But  chance  is  not ;  or  is  not  where  thou  reign'st : 
Thy  providence  forbids  that  fickle  pow'r 
(If  pow'r  she  be,  that  works  but  to  confound) 
To  mix  her  wild  vagaries  with  thy  laws. 
Yet  thus  we  dote,  reifusiog  while  we  can 
InstmctioQ,  and  inventing  to  ourselves 
Gods  snch  as  guilt  makes  welcome  ;  gods  that  sleep^ 
Or  disregard  our  follies,  or  that  sit 
Amus'd  spectators  of  this  bustling  stage. 
Thee  we  reject,  unable  to  abide 
Thy  purity,  till  pure  as  thou  art  pore. 
Made  such  by  thee,  we  love  thee  for  that  cause. 
For  which  we  shonn'd  add  hated  thee  before. 
Then  we  are  free.    Then  liberty,  like  day. 
Breaks  on  the  soul,  and  by  a  flash  from  Heav'n 
Fires  all  the  faculties  with  glorious  joy. 
A  voice  is  heard,  that  mortal  ears  hear  not. 
Till  ^thon  hasttouch'd  them ;  tis  the  voice  of  song, 
A  loud  Hosanna  sent  from  all  thy  works ; 
Which  he  that  bean  it  with  a  shout  re})eats. 
And  adds  bis  rapture  to  the  general  praise. 
In  that  Uest  moment  Natnre,  throwing  wide 
Her  veil  opaque,  discloses  wiUi  a  smile 
The  author  of  her  beauties,  who,  retir'd 
Behind  his  own  creation,  works  unseen 
By  the  impure,  and  hears  his  pow'r  denied. 
Thou  art  the  source  and  centre  of  all  minds. 
Their  only  point  of  rest,  eternal  Word  ! 
From  thee  departing*  they  are  lost,  and  loTe 
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At  random  wHh<mt  bonour,  hope,  or  peace. 
Froin  tbee  is  all,  that  lootbs  the  life  of  man, 
HiB  high  endeavour,  and  bis  glad  success, 
His  strength  to  suffer,  and  bis  will  to  serve. 
But  O  thou  bounteous  giver  of  all  good, 
Thou  art  of  all  thy  gifts  thyself  the  crown  ! 
Give  what  thou  canst,  without  tbee  we  are  poor; 
And  with  thee  rich,  Uke  what  thou  wilt  away. 


THE  TASK. 

BOOK  n. 

THE  WINTER  WALK  AT  NOON. 

AKCUMBMT  or  THB  SIXTH  BOOK. 

Bells  at  a  distance.— Their  effect— A  fine  noon  in 
winter.— A  sheltered  walk.— Meditation  better 
than  books. — Our  fomiliarity  with  the  course  of 
nature  makes  it  appear  less  wonderful  than  it 
is. — ^Tbe  transformation  that  spring  efiects  in  a 
shrubbery  described. — A  mistake  concerning  the 
course  of  nature  corrected. — God  maintains  it 
by  an  unremitted  act— The  amusements  fiuhi- 
onable  at  this  hour  of  the  day  reproved.-~Animals 
bappy,  a  delightful  sight— Origin  of  cruelty  to 
animals  ^Tbat  it  is  a  great  crime  proved  from 
Scripture.— That  proof  illustrated  by  a  tole. — A 
line  drawn  between  the  lawful  and  unlawful  des. 
truction  of  them.- Their  good  and  useful  proper- 
ties insisted  on. — Apology  for  the  encomiums  bes- 
towed by  the  author  on  animals.— -Instances  of 
man's  extravagant  praise  of  man. — ^Tbe  groans 
of  the  creation  shall  have  an  end. — A  view  taken 
of  the  restoration  of  all  things. — An  invocation  and 
an  inviution  of  Him,  who  shall  bring  it  to  pass.— 
The  retired  man  vindicated  from  the  charge  of 
(.—Conclusion. 


Tbbbb  is  in  souls  a  sympathy  with  sounds. 

And  as  the  mind  is  pitched  the  ear  is  pleasM 

With  melting  airs  or  martial,  brisk  or  grave  ; 

Some  chord  hi  unison  with  what  we  hear 

Is  touched  within  us,  and  the  heart  replies. 

How  soft  the  music  of  those  village  bells, 

Falling  at  intervals  npon  the  ear 

In  cadence  sweet,  now  dying  all  away, 

Kow  pealing  loud  again,  and  louder  still. 

Clear  and  sonorous,  as  the  gale  comes  on  ! 

With  easy  force  it  opens  all  the  cells 

Where  Mem'ry  slept.    Wherever  I  have  heard 

A  kindred  melody,  the  scene  recurs, 

And  with  it  all  it's  pleasures  and  it's  pains. 

Such  comprehensive  views  the  spirit  takes. 

That  in  a  few  short  moments  I  retrace 

(As  in  a  map  the  voyager  his  course) 

Tlie  windings  of  my  way  through  many  years. 

Short  as  in  retrospect  the  journey  seems. 

It  seem'd  not  always  short ;  the  rugged  path. 

And  prospect  oft  so  dreary  ahd  forlorn, 

Mov'd  many  a  sigh  at  it's  disbeart'ning  length. 

Yet  feelmg  present  evils,  while  the  past 

Faintly  impress  the  mind,  or  not  at  all. 

How  readily  we  wish  time  spent  revok'd. 

That  we  might  try  the  ground  again,  where  once 

(Through  inezperieoce,  as  wc  npw  perceive) 


We  miss'd  that  happtness  wc  might  have  firaad ! 
Some  friend  is  gone,  perhaps  his  son's  bert  friend, 
A  father,  whose  authority,  m  show 
When  most  severe,  and  most'ring  all  it's  foroc, 
Was  but  the  graver  countenance  of  love ; 
Whose  favour,  like  the  clouds  of  spring,  might  low'r, 
And  utter  now  and  then  an  awful  voice, 
But  had  a  blessing  in  it's  darkest  frown, 
Threat'ning  at  once  and  nourishing  the  pknt 
We  lov'd,  but  not  enough,  the  gentle  hsnd. 
That  rear'd  us.    At  a  thoughtless  age,  allur'd 
By  ev'ry  gilded  folly,  we  renounced 
His  shelt'ring  side,  and  wilfiilW  Ibrewent 
That  converse,  which  we  now  m  vain  regret 
How  gladly  would  the  man  recall  to  life 
The  boy's  neglected  sire  !  a  mother  too. 
That  softer  iHend,  perhaps  more  gladly  skill, 
Mijght  he  demand  them  at  the  gates  of  destb. 
Sorrow  has,  since  they  went,  suhdu'd  and  tam'd 
The  playful  humour  ;  be  oould  now  endure, 
(Himself  grown  sober  in  the  vale  of  tsars) 
And  feel  a  parent's  presence  no  restraint. 
But  not  to  understand  a  treasure's  worth,  ' 

Till  time  has  stolen  away  the  slighted  good, 
Is  cause  of  half  the  poverty  we  feel, 
And  makes  the  world  the  wilderness  it  is. 
The  few  that  pray  at  all  pray  oft  amiss. 
And,  seeking  grace  t'  improve  the  prixc  tiiey  bold, 
Would  urge  a  wiser  suit  than  asking  more. 

The  night  was  winter  in  his  roughest  mooi; 
The  morning  sharp  and  clear.     But  now  it  noos 
Upon  the  southern  side  of  the  slant  hills, 
And  where  the  woods  fence  off  the  northern  blast. 
The  season  smiles,  resigning  all  it's  rage, 
And  has  the  warmth  of  May.     The  vault  is  bloc 
Witliout  a  cloud,  and  white  without  a  speck 
The  dazzling  splendour  of  the  scene  belov. 
Again  the  harmony  comes  o'er  the  rale ; 
And  through  the  trees  I  view  th'  embaUled  tovV, 
Whence  aU  the  music.    I  again  perceive 
The  soothing  influence  of  the  wafted  strains, 
And  settle  in  soft  musings  as  I  tread 
The  walk,  still  verdant,  under  oaks  and  elms, 
Whose  outspread  branches  overarch  the  glade. 
The  roof,  though  movable  through  all  it's  length 
As  the  wind  sways  it,  has  yel  well  sufficed. 
And,  intercepting  m  their  silent  fiill 
The  frequent  flakes,  has  kept  a  path  for  me. 
No  noise  is  here,  or  none  that  hinders  thought 
The  red-breast  warbles  still,  but  is  content 
With  slender  notes,  and  more  than  half  soppren'd: 
Pleas'd  with  his  solitude,  and  flitting  light 
From  spray  to  spray,  where'er  he  rests  he  sfaska 
From  many  a  twig  the  pendant  drops  of  ice, 
That  tinkle  in  the  wither'd  leaves  bebw. 
Stillness,  accompanied  with  sounds  so  soft, 
Charms  more  than  silence.    Meditation  here 
May  think  down  hours  to  moments.    Here  iJbe  heart 
May  give  a  useful  lesson  to  the  head, 
And  Learning  wiser  grow  without  his  boolcs- 
Knowledge  and  Wisdom,  fisr  from  being  one, 
Have  ofttimes  no*connexion.    Knowledge  dwelli 
In  heads  replete  with  thonghts  of  other  men ; 
Wisdom  in  minds  attentive  to  their  own. 
Knowledge,  a  rode  unprofitable  mass. 
The  mere  materials  with  which  Wisdom  boiUi» 
Tilt  smooth'd,  and  squar'd,  and  fitted  to  it'spUct* 
Does  but  encumber  whom  it  seems  t'  eprich. 
Knowledge  is  pr^  that  V  has  leamM  ss  DtMbj 
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Wiadom  is  bumble  tbat  he  knows  no  more. 

Boolu  are  not  seldom  talismans  and  spells» 

Bf  which  the  magic  art  of  shrewder  wits 

Holds  an  nnthinklDg  multitude  entbrall'd. 

Some  to  the  fascination  of  a  name 

Surrender  judgment  hood-winked.     Some  the  style 

Infatuates,  and  through  labyrinths  and  wilds 

Of  errour  leads  them,  by  a  tune  entranced. 

AVhile  sloth  seduces  more,  too  weak  to  bear 

1  he  insupportable  fatigue  of  thought. 

And  i»wnliowing  therefore  without  pause  or  choice 

The  total  gribt  unsifted,  husks  and  all. 

But  tree:*  and  rivulets,  whose ^rapid  course 

Defies  the  check  of  winter,  haunts  of  deer. 

And  sheep-walks  populous  with  bleating  lambs. 

And  lanes,  in  which  the  primrose  ere  her  time 

Peeps  through  the  moss,  that  clothes  the  hawthorn 

root. 
Deceive  no  student     Wisdom  there,  and  truth, 
Kot  shy,  as  in  the  world,  and  to  be  won 
By  slow  solicitation,  seize  at  once 
The  roving  thought,  and  fix  it  on  themselves. 

What  prodigies  can  pow'r  divine  perform 
More  grand  than  it  produces  year  by  year. 
And  all  in  sight  of  inattentive  man? 
Familiar  with  the  effect  we  slight  the  cause. 
And  in  the  constancy  of  nature's  course. 
And  regular  return  of  genial  months. 
And  renovation  of  a  faded  world. 
See  nought  to  wonder.at.     Should  God  again, 
As  once  in  Gibeon,  interrupt  the  race 
Of  the  undeviating  and  punctual  sun. 
How  would  the  world  admire !  but  speaks  it  less 
An  agency  diviue,  to  make  him  know 
His  moment  when  to  sink  and  when  to  rise. 
Age  after  age,  than  to  arrest  his  course  ? 
All  we  behold  is  miracle;  but,  seen 
So  duly,  ail  is  miracle  in  vain. 
Where  now  ibe  vital  energy,  that  mov'd, 
While  summer  was,  the  pure  and  subtle  lympb 
Tlirough  th'  imperceptible  meandering  veins 
Of  leaf  and  fluw'r  ?     It  sleeps ;  and  th*  icy  touch 
Of  unprolific  winter  has  impressed 
A  cold  suguation  on  tb'  intestine  tide. 
But  let  the  months  go  round,  a  few  short  months. 
And  ail  shall  be  restored.    These  naked  shoots. 
Barren  as  lapces,  among  which  the  wind 
flakes  wintry  music,  sighing  as  it  goes, 
Shall  put  their  graceful  foliage  on  again, 
And  more  aspiring,  and  with  ampler  spread, 
Shall  boast  new  charms,  and  more  than  they  hare 

lo&t. 
Then  each,  in  it's  peculiar  honours  clad. 
Shall  publish  even  to  the  distant  eye 
It's  family  and  tribe.     Laburnum,  rich 
In  streaming  gold  ;  syringe,  ivVy  pure; 
The  scentless  and  the  scented  rose ;  this  red. 
And  of  an  humbler  growth,  the  other  ^  t^l. 
And  throwing  up  into  the  darkest  gloom 
Of  neighb'ring  cypress,  or  more  sable  yew. 
Her  silver  gloljes,  light  as  the  foamy  surf. 
That  the  wind  severs  from  the  broken  wave; 
The  lilac,  various  in  array,  now  white, 
Kow  sanguine,  and  her  beauteous  bead  now  set 
With  purple  spikes  pyramidal,  as  if 
Stiidioos  of  ornament,  yet  unresolv'd 
Wluch  hue  she  most  approved,  she  cboie  them  all; 

^  The  Guelder-rose. 


Copious  of  flow'rs  the  woodbine,  pale  and  wan. 

But  well  compensating  her  sickly  looks 

With  never-cloying  odours,  early  and  late  ; 

Hypericum,  all  bloom,  so  thick  a  swarm 

Of  flow'rs,  like  flies  clothing  her  slender  rods. 

That  scarce  a  leaf  appears ;  mczereon  too, 

Though  leafless,  well  attir'd,and  thick  bef«t 

With  blushing  wreaths,  investing  ev'ry  spray; 

Althsea  with  the  purple  eye ;  the  broom, 

Yellow  and  bright,  as  bullion  unalloy'd, 

Her  blossoms ;  and  luxuriant  above  all 

The  jasmine,  throwing  wide  her  elegant  sweets. 

The  deep  dark  green  of  whose  uavarnish'd  leaf 

Makes  more  conspicuous,  and  illumines  more 

The  bright  profusion  of  her  scattered  stars.— 

These  have  been,  and  these  shall  be  In  their  day  ; 

And  all  this  uniform  uncolour*d  scene 

Shall  be  dismantled  of  it's  fleecy  load. 

And  flush  into  variety  again. 

From  dearth  to  plenty,  and  from  death  to  life. 

Is  Nature's  progress  when  she  lectures  roan 

In  heav*nly  truth  ;  evincing,  as  she  makes 

The  grand  transition,  that  there  lives  and  works 

A  soul  in  all  things,  and  that  soul  is  God. 

The  beauties  of  the  wilderness  are  his. 

That  makes  so  gay  tho  solitary  place. 

Where  no  eye  sees  them.    And  the  fairer  forms. 

That  cultivation  glories  in,  are  his. 

He  sets  the  bright  procession  on  it's  way. 

And  marshals  all  the  order  of  the  year ; 

He  marks  the  bounds,  which  Winter  may  not  paSs, 

And  blunts  his  pointed  fury  ;  in  it's  case, 

Russet  and  rude,  folds  up  the  tender  gcrme, 

Uninjur'd,  with  inimitable  art ; 

And  ere  one  flow'ry  season  fades  and  dies. 

Designs  the  blooming  wonders  of  the  next. 

Some  say,  that  in  the  origlh  of  things. 
When  all  creation  started  in^  birth. 
The  infant  elements  receiv'd  a  law, 
From  which  they  swerve  not  since.  That  under  force 
Of  that  controlling  ordinance  they  move. 
And  need  not  his  immediate  hand,  who  first 
Prescrib'd  their  course,  to  regulate  it  now. 
Thus  dream  they,  and  contrive  to  save  It  God 
Th'  incumbrance  of  his  own  concerns,  and  spare 
The  great  artificer  of  all  that  moves 
The  stress  of  a  continual  act,  the  pain 
Of  unremitted  vigdance  and  care. 
As  too  laborious  and  severe  a  task. 
So  man,  the  moth,  is  not  afraid,  it  seems. 
To  span  omnipotence,  and  measure  might. 
That  knows  no  measure,  by  the  scanty  rule 
And  standard  of  his  own,  that  is  to  day. 
And  is  not  ere  to  morrow's  sun  go  down. 
But  how  bhould  matter  occupy  >a  charge. 
Dull  as  it  is,  and  satisfy  a  law 
So  vast  in  it's  demands,  unless  impeli'd 
To  ceaseless  service  by  a  ceaseless  force, 
And  under  pressure  of  some  conscious  cau<te  ? 
The  Lord  of  all,  himself  through  all  diflfus'd. 
Sustains,  and  is  the  life  of  all  that  lives. 
Nature  is  hut  a  name  for  an  effect. 
Whose  cause  is  God.     He  feeds  the  secret  fire 
By  which  the  mighty  process  is  maintain'd. 
Who  sleeps  not,  is  not  weary  ;  in  whose  sight 
Slow  circling  ages  are  as  transient  days ; 
Whose  work  is  without  labour ;  whose  design 
No  flaw  deforms,  no  difliculty  thwarts': 
And  whose  beneficence  no  charge  exhausts. 
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COWPER'S  POEMS. 


Htm  blind  antiquity  profanM,  not  serv'd. 

With  lelf-iaught  rites,  and  under  various  names. 

Female  and  male,  Pomona,  Pales,  Pan, 

And  Flora,  and  Vertumnus ;  peoplmg  Earth 

With  tutelary  goddesses  and  gods. 

That  were  not ;  and  commending  as  they  would 

To  each  some  province,  garden,  field,  or  grove. 

But  all  are  under  one.    One  spirit — His, 

Who  wore  the  platted  thori^  with  bleeding  brows. 

Rules  universal  nature.    ^6t  a  flowV 

But  shows  some  touch,  in  freckle,  streak,  or  stain. 

Of  bis  unrivall'd  pencil.     He. inspires 

Their  balmy  odours,  and  imparts  their  hues. 

And  bathes  their  eyes  with  nectar,  and  includes. 

In  grains  as  countless  as  the  seaside  sands. 

The  forms,  with  which  he  sprinkles  all  the  Earth. 

Happy  who  walks  with  him  1  whom  what  he  finds 

Of  flavour  or  of  scent  in  fruit  or  flowV, 

Or  what  he  views  of  beautiful  or  grand 

In  nature,  from  the  broad  majestic  oak 

To  the  green  blade,  that  twinkle?  in  the  sun. 

Prompts  with  remembrance  of  a  present  God. 

His  presence,  who  made  all  so  &ir,  perceiv'd 

Makes  all  still  iairer.     As  with  him  no  scene 

Is  dreary,  so  with  him  all  seasons  please. 

Though  winter  had  been  none,  had  man  been  true. 

And  Earth  be  punished  for  \Vh  tenant's  sake. 

Yet  not  in  vengeance ;  as  this  smiling  sky. 

So  sooitsucceeding  such  an  angry  night. 

And  these  dissolving  snows,  and  this  clear  stream 

Recovering  fast  it's  liquid  music,  prove. 

Who  then,  that  has  a  mind  well  strung  and  tun'd 
To  contemplation,  and  within  his  reach 
A  scene  so  friendly  to  his  fav'rite  tasK, 
Would  waste  attention  at  the  checker^  board. 
His  host  of  wooden  warriors  to  and  fro 
Marching  and  countermarching,  with  an  eya 
As  fix'd  as  marble,  with  a  forehead  ridg'd 
And  furrowed  into  storms,  and  with  a  band 
Trembling,  as  if  eternity  were  hung 
In  ballance  on  his  conduct  of  a  pin  ? 
Nor  envies  he  aught  more  their  idle  sport. 
Who  pant  with  application  misapplied 
To  trivial  toys,  and,  pushing  iv'ry  balls 
Across  a  velvet  level,  feel  a  joy 
Akin  to  rapture,  when  the  bauble  finds 
It's  destin'd  goal,  of  difficult  access. 
Nor  deems  he  wiser  him,  who  gifes  his  noon 
To  miss-,  the  mercer's  plague,  from  shop  to  shop 
Waud'ring  and  litt'ring  with  unfolded  silks 
The  (Kilish'd  counter,  and  approving  none, 
Or  promising  with  smiles  to  call  agam. 
Nor  him,  who  by  his  vanity  seduc'd. 
And  soothM  mto  a  dream  that  he  discerns 
The  difTreuce  of  a  Guido  from  a  daub, 
Frequents  the  crowded  auction  :  station'd  there 
As  duly  as  the  Langford  of  the  show, 
With  glass  at  eye,  and  catialogue  in  hand. 
And  tongue  accomplish'd  in  the  fulsome  cant 
And  pedantry,  that  coxcombs  learn  with  ease  ; 
Oft  as  the  price-decidn)g  hammer  fails, 
He  notes  it  in  his  book,  then  raps  his  box 
Swears  -tis  a  bargain,  rails  at  his  bard  fate, 
That  he  has  let  it  pass — ^but  never  bids. 

Here  unmolested,  through  whatever  sign 
The  Sun  proceeds,  I  wander.     Neither  mist. 
Nor  freezing  sky  nor  snltry,  checking  me, 
Nor  stranger  intermeddling  with  my  joy. 
Ev'n  in  the  spring  and  playtime  of  the  year. 


That  calls  th'  unwonted  villager  abroad 
With  all  her  little  ones,  a  sportive  train. 
To  gather  kingcups  in  the  yellow  mead. 
And  prink  their  hair  with  daisies,  or  to  pick 
A  cheap  but  wholesome  sallad  firnm  the  brook. 
These  shades  are  all  my  own.    The  thn'rons  haie^ 
Grown  so  familiar  with  her  frequent  guest. 
Scarce  shuns  me ;  and  the  stockdove  onalann'd 
Sits  cooing  in  the  pine  tree,  nor  suspends 
His  long  love  ditty  for  my  near  approach. 
Drawn  from  his  refuge  in  some  lonely  elm. 
That  age  or  injury  has  hollow'd  deep. 
Where,  on  bis  bed  of  wool  and  matted  leavai. 
He  has  outslept  the  winter,  ventures  forth. 
To  firisk  awhile,  and  bask  m  the  warm  auo. 
The  squirrel,  flippant,  pert,  and  full  of  play : 
Hp  sees  me,  and  at  once,  swift  as  a  tnrd. 
Ascends  the  neighL>'ring  beech  ;  there  whjsks  his 

brush. 
And  perkst  his  ears,  and  stamps,  and  cries  aloud. 
With  ail  the  prettiness  of  feign'd  alarm. 
And  anger  insignificantly  fierce. 

The  heart  is  hard  in  nafure,  and  unfit 
For  human  fellowship,  as  being  void 
Of  sympathy,  and  therefore  dead  alike 
To  love  and  friendship  both,  that  is  not  pleas'd 
With  sight  of  animals  enjoying  life. 
Nor  feels  their  happiness  augment  his  own. 
Tlie  bounding  fawn,  that  darts  across  the  glade 
When  none  pursues,  through  mere  delight  of  heart. 
And  spirits  buoyant  with  excess  of  glee  ; 
The  horse  as  wanton,  and  almost  as  fleet. 
That  skims  the  spacious  meadow  at  full  speed. 
Then  stops,  and  snorts,  and;  throwing  high  his  beeb^ 
Starts  to  the  voluntary  race  again  ; 
The  very  kine,  that  gambol  at  high  nooo. 
The  total  herd  recdving  first  from  one; 
That  leads  the  dance,  a  summons  to  be  gmy. 
Though  wild  their  strange  vagaries,  and  ancoott 
Their  efforts,  yet  resolv'd  with  one  consent. 
To  give  such  act  and  utt'rance  as  they  may 
To  ecstasy,  too  big  to  be  suppress'd-^ 
These,  and  a  thousand  images  of  bliss. 
With  which  kind  Nature  graces  cv'ry  erene. 
Where  cruel  man  defeats  not  her  design. 
Impart  to  the  benevolent,  who  wish 
All  that  are  capable  of  pleasure  pleas'd^ 
A  far  superior  happiness  to  theirs. 
The  comfort' of  a  reasonable  joy. 

Man  scarce  bad  ris'n,  obedient  to  hit  call. 
Who  fbrmM  him  firom  the  dust,  his  fatore'^rarp. 
When  he  was  crown'd  as  never  king  was  since. 
Ood  set  the  diadem  upon  his  head. 
And  angel  choirs  attended.    Wondering  stood 
The  new.made  monarch,  while  befofe  him  pMsM, 
All  happy,  and  all  perfect  in  then*  kind. 
The* creatures,  summon'dfhMB  their  various  haonts, 
To  see  their  soVreign,  and  confess  bis  swmy. 
Vast  was  his  empire,  absolute  his  pow'r, 
Or  bounded  only  by  a  law,  whose  force 
'Twas  his  stiblhnest  prrvile|re  to  feel 
And  own,  the  law  of  nnivenal  love. 
He  nil'd  with  meekness,  they  obey'd  with  joy  ; 
No  crnel  purpose  luVk'd  within  his  heart. 
And  no  distrust  of  his  intent  in  theirs: 
So  Eden  was  a  scene  of  harmless  sport. 
Where  kindness  on  his  pait^  who  raPd  the  whoit. 
Begat  a  tranquil  confidence  in  all. 
And  fbar  as  yet  waa  not,  nor  cuse  iv  iiear. 
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But  sin  marr'd  all ;  and  tbc.verolt  of  mao^ 
That  soufte  of  evils  not  exhausted  yet. 
Was  ponish'd  with  revoltof  bis  from  hixn* 
Garden  oi  God,  bow  terrible  the  change 
Tby  groves  and  lawns  then  witnessed  !  Ev'ry  heart, 
£ach  animal^  of  ev'ry  name,  conceiv*d 
A  jes^ousy  and  an  instinctive  fear. 
And,  conscious  of  some  danger,  either  fled 
Precipitate  the  loathM  abode  of  man. 
Or  growlM  defiance  in  such  angry  sort. 
As  unght  bim  too  to  tremble  in  bis  turn; 
Thus  ^rmony  and  family  accord 
Were  driven  from  Paradise ;  and  In  that  hour 
The  seeds  of  cruelty,  that  since  have  swell'd 
To  such  gigantic  and  enormous  growth, 
Were  sown  in  human  nature's  fruitful  toiL 
fience  date  the  persecution  and  the  pain. 
That  man  Inflicts  on  all  inferior  kinds, 
Regardless  of  their  plaints.    To  make  him  sport, 
To  gratify  the  frenzy  of  bis  wrath, 
Or  bis  base  gluttony,  are  causes  good 
And  just  in  his  account,  why  bird  and  beast 
Should  suffer  torture,  and  the  streams  be  died 
With  blood  of  their  inhabitants  impaPd. 
Earth  groans  beneath  the  burden  of  a  war 
Wag'd  with  defenceless  innocence,  wbile  hc» 
Not  satisfied  to  prey  on  all-  around. 
Adds  tenfold  bitterness  of  death  by  pangs 
Needless,  and  first  torments  ere  he  devours 
Now  happiest  they,  that  occupy  the  scenes 
The  most  remote  from  his  abborr'd  resort, 
'Uliom  once,  as  delegate  of  God  on  £artb. 
They  fear'd,  and  as  his  perfect  image  lov'd.' 
The  wilderness  is  theirs,  with  all  it's  caves. 
It's  hollow  glens.  It's  thickets,  and  it's  plains 
Unvisited  by  man.    There  they  are  free. 
And  howl  and  roar  as  likes  them,  uncontroll'd  j 
*  Nor^ask  his  leave  to  slumber  or  to  play. 
Wa  to  the  tyrant.  If  he  dare  intrade 
Within  the  confines  of  their  wild  domain  t 
The  lion  tells  htm-^-"  I  am  monarch  here"--* 
And,  If  he  spare  him,  qtares  him  on  the  terms 
Of  royal  mercy,  and  through  gen'rous  scorn. 
To  rend  a  victim  trembling  at  his  foot 
In  measure,  as  by  force  of  instinct  drawn. 
Or  b^  necessity  constrain'd,  they  live 
Dependent  upon  man ;  tbosein  his  fiel^ds, 
These  at  bis  crib,  and  some  beneath  his  rood 
They  prove  too  often  at  how  dear  a  rate 
He  sells  protection.— Witness  at  his  foot 
The  spaniel,  dying  for  some  .venial  fault 
Under  dissection  of  the  knotted  scourge ; 
Witness  the  patient  oz,  with  stripes  and  yells 
Driv*n  to  the  slaughter,  goaded,  as  he  runs. 
To  madness ;  while  the  sr.vage  at  his  heels 
laughs  at  the  frantic  suff'rer's  fiiry,  spent 
Upon  the  guiltless  passenger  o'erthrawn. 
He  too  is  witness,  noblest  of  the  train 
That  wait  on  man,  the  flight-performing  horse  ; 
With  unsuspecting  readiness  he  takes 
His  mord'rer  on  his  back,  and,  puab'd  all  day 
With  bleeding  ndes  and  flunks,  that  heave  Ibr  life, 
To  the  (ar  distant  goal,  arrives  and  dies. 
So  little  mercy  shows  who  needs  so  much  ! 
Does  law,  so  jealous  in  the  cause  of  man, 
Denounce  no  doom  on  the  delinquent  ?    None. 
He  liYes,  and  o'er  his  brimming  beaker  boasts 
(As  if  barbarity  were  high  desert) 
Th*  inglorious  feat,  and  clamorous  in  praisa 


Of  the  poor  brute,  seems  wisely  to  suppose 
The  honours  of  his  matchless  horse  his  own. 
But  many  a  crime,  deem'd  innocent  on  Earth, 
Is  register'd  in  Heav'n ;  and  these  no  doubt 
Have  each  their  record,  with  a  curse  annex'd. 
Man  nnay  dismiss  compassion  from  his  heart. 
But  God  will  never.    When  he  cbarg'd  the  Jew 
T'  assist  his  floe's  down-fallen  beast  to  rise; 
And  when  the  busb-exploring  boy,  that  seiz'd 
The  young,  to  let  the  parent  bird  go  free ; 
Prov'd  be  not  plainly,  that  his  meaner  works 
Are  yet  his  eare,  and  have  an  int'rest  all. 
All,  in  the  universal  Father's  love  ? 
On  Noah,  and  in  him  on  ail  mankind. 
The  charter  was  conferr'd,  by  which  we  hold 
The  flesh  of  animals  in  fee,  and  claim 
O'er  all  we  feed  on  pow'r  of  life  and  death. 
But  read  the  instrument,  and  mark  it  well : 
Th'  oppression  of  a  tyrannous  control 
Can  find  no  warrant  there.    Feed  then,  and  yield 
Thanks  for  thy  food.    Gamivoroos,  through  sio. 
Feed  on  the  slain,  but  spare  the  living  brute  I 

The  Governor  of  all,  himself  to  all 
So  bountiful,  in  whose  attentive  «|r 
The  unfledg'd  raven  and  the  lion's  whelp 
Plead  not  in  vain  for  pity  on  the  pacgs 
Of  hunger  unassuag'd,  has  Interpos'd, 
Not  seldom,  his  avenging  arm,  to  smite 
Th'  Injurious  trampler  upon  Nature's  law. 
That  claims  forbearance  even  for  a  brute. 
He  hates  the  hardness  of  a  Balaam's  heart; 
And,  prophet  as  he  was,  he  might  not  strike 
The  bUuneless  animal,  without  rebuke. 
On  which  he  rode.    Her  opportune  offence 
Sav>d  bim,  or  th'  unrelenting  seer  had  died. 
He  sees  that  human  equity  is  slack- 
To  interfere,  though  in  so  just  a  cause; 
And  makes  the  task  his  own.    Inspiring  dumb 
And  helpless  victims  wHh  a  sense  so  keen 
Of  inj'ry,  with  such  knowledge  of  their  strength 
And  such  sagacity  to  take  revenge. 
That  oft  the  beast  has  seem'd  to  judge  the  man. 
An  ancient,  not  a  legendary  tale. 
By  one  of  sound  intdligenoe  rehears'd, 
(If  such  who  plead  for  Providence  may  seem 
In  modem  eyes)  shall  make  the  doctrine  clear. 

Where  England,  stretch'd  towards  the  setting  Sun, 
Narrow  and  long,  overlooks  the  western  wave. 
Dwelt  young  Misagathus ;  a  scomer  he 
Of  God  and  goodness,  atheist  m  ostent, 
Vicioos  in  act,  in  temper  savage-fierce. 
He  joamey'd;  and  bis  chance  was  as  he  went 
To  join  a  trav'ller,  of  far  different  note, 
Enmder,  lam'd  for  piety,  for  years' 
Deserving  honour,  but  fix*  wisdom  more. 
Fame  had  not  left  the  venerable  man 
A  stranger  to  the  manners  of  the  youth. 
Whose  face  too  was  fiunUiar  to  his  view. 
Their  way  was  oo  the  margin  of  the  land. 
O'er  the  green  summit  of  the  rocks,  whose  base 
Beats  badK  the  roaring  surge,  scarce  heard  so  high. 
Hie  charity,  that  wann'd  his  heart,  was  mov'd 
At  sight  of  the  man-monster.    With  a  smile 
Gentle,  and  affable,  and  full  of  grace, 
A^  fearful  of  ofiimding  whom  be  wish'd 
Much  to  persuade,  he  plied  his  ear  with  truths 
Not  harshly  thunder'd  forth,  or  rudely  press'd. 
But,  like  his  purpose,  gracious,  kind,  and  sweet 
"  And  doit  thou  dream,"  th'  impenetrable  man 
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EzclaimM,  *'  that  me  the  lullabies  of  age. 

And  fantasies  of  dotards  such  as  thoa» 

Can  cheat,  or  move  a  moment^s  fear  in  me  ^ 

Mark  now  the  proof  I  give  thee,  that  the  bra?e 

Need  no  such  aids,  as  superstition  lends. 

To  steel  their  hearts  against  the  dread  of  death/' 

He  spoke,  and  to  the  precipice  at  hand 

Pusb'd  with  a  madman*s  fury.     Fancy  shrinks. 

And  the  blood  thrills  and  curdles,  at  the  thought 

Of  such  a  gulf  as  be  designed  his  grave. 

But,  though  the  felon  on  his  back  could  dare 

The  di^adful  leap,  more  rational,  his  steed 

Declin'd  the  death,  and  wheeling  swiftly  round. 

Or  e'er  his  hoof  had  press'd  the  crumbling  verge. 

Baffled  his  rider,  sav'd  against  his  will. 

The  frenzy  of  tlie  brain  may  be  redres8*d 

By  med'cine  well  applied,  but  without  grace 

The  heart's  insinily  admits  no  cure. 

Enrag'd  the  more,  by  what  might  have  reformM' 

His  horrible  intent,  again  he  sought 

Destruction,  with  a  zeal  to  be  destroyed. 

With  souM. ling  whip,  and  rowels  died  in  blood. 

But  still  in  vain.     The  Providence,  that  meant 

A  longer  date  to  the  far  nobler  beast, 

Spar*d  yet  ag  wA  tW  ignoble  for  bis  sake. 

And  now,  his  prowc:>s  proved,  and  his  sincere 

Incurable  obduracy  evinc'd,  [eam'd 

His  rage  grew  cool;  and  pleas'd  perhaps  t'bave 

So  cheaply  the  renown  of  that  attempt. 

With  looks  of  some  complacence  he  resumed 

His  road,  drnding  much  the  blank  amaze 

Of  good  Evander,  still  where  he  was  left 

Fbc'd  motionless,  aud  prtrified  with  dread. 

So  on  they  far'd    Discourse  on  other  themes 

Ensuing  seemed  t'  obliterate  the  past ; 

And  tamer  Tar  for  so  much  fury  shown, 

(As  is  the  course  of  rash  and  fiery  men) 

The  rude  companion  smiPd,  as  if  transformM. 

But  'twas  a  transient  calm.     A  storm  was  near. 

An  un8u<ipected  storm.     His  hour  was  come. 

The  impious  challenger  of  Pow'r  divine        [wrath. 

Was  now  to*  learn,  that  .Heav'n,  though  slow  to 

Is  never  with  impunity  defied. 

His  horse,  as  he  had  caught  his  master's  mood. 

Snorting,  and  starting  into  sudden  rage. 

Unbidden,  and  not  now  to  be  controUM, 

ItushM  to  the  cliff,  and,  having  reached  it,  stood* 

At  once  the  shock  unseated  him  :  he  flew 

SheerM  o'er  the  craggy  barrier ;  and  immers'd 

Deep  in  the  flood,  found,  when  he  sought  it  not. 

The  death  he  had  deservM,  and  died  alone. 

So  God  wrought  double  justice ;  made  the  fool 

The  victim  of  hi&  own  tremendous  choice. 

And  taught  a  brute  the  way  to  safe  revenge. 

T  would  not  enter  on  my  list  of  friends       [sense, 
(Though  gracM  with  polishM  manners  and    fine 
Yet  wantiuis:  sensibility)  the  man, 
Who  needlessly  set^  foot  upon  a  worm. 
An  inadvertent  step  may  crush  the  snail. 
That  crawls  at  ev'ning  in  the  public  path; 
Bttt  he  that  has  humanity,  forwarn*d, 
Will  tread  anide  and  let  the  reptile  live. 
The  creeping  vermm,  loathsome  to  the  sight, 
And  charged  perhaps  with  venom,  that  intrudes, 
A  visitor  unwelcome,  into  scenes 
Sacred  to  neatness  and  repose,  th'  alcove. 
The  chamber,  or  refectory,  may  die : 
A  necessary  act  incurs  no  blame. 
Kdt  so  when,  held  witbin  tbeii^  proper  bounds. 


Aud  guiltless  of  offence,  they  range  tiie  vr. 
Or  take  their  pastime  in  the  spacious  field  : 
There  they  are  privileg*d ;  and  he  that  hunts 
Or  harms  them  there  is  guilty  of  a  wrong. 
Disturbs  the  economy  of  Nature's  realm, 
Who,  when  she  formed,  desisn'd  then  an  abode. 
The  sum  is  this.     If  man's  oobvenieoce,  health 
Or  safety,  inteifere.  bis  rights  and  claims 
Are  paramount,  and  must  extioi^ish  theirs. 
Else  they  are  ail — the  nteaoest  things  tbat  aie^ 
As  free  to  live,  and  to  enjoy  that  life. 
As  God  was  free  to  form  them  at  the  first,  ^ 
Who  in  his  sov'rei.^n  wisdom  made  tbem  all. 
Ye  therefore,  who  love  mercy,  teach  your  soosi 
To  love  it  too.     The  spring-time  of  oar  yean 
f  s  soon  dishonoured  and  defil'd  in  most 
By  buddng  ills, tbat  uk  a  prudent  band. 
To  eheck  them.    But  alas  I  none  soooar  shoots. 
If  unrestraint,  into  luxuriant  growth. 
Than  cruelty,  most  dey^lisb  of  them  all. 
Mercy  to  him,  that  shows  it,  is  the  rule 
And  righteous  limitation  of  it*s  act. 
By  which  Heav'u  moves  m  pardoning  go? Ity  man  ; 
And  he  that  shows  none,  being  ripe  in  yean. 
And  conscious  of  the  outrage  he  commits. 
Shall  seek  it,  and  not  find  it,  in  his  turn. 

Di^inguish*d  much  by  reason,  and  still  more 
By  our  capacity  of  Grace  divine. 
From  creatures,  that  exist  but  for  our  sake. 
Which,  having  serv'd  us,  perish,  we  ai«  held 
Accouotable;  and  God  some  futurw  day 
Will  reckon  with  us  roundly  ibr  th'  abuse 
Of  what  he  deems  no  mean  or  trivial  trasU 
Superior  as  we  are,  they  yet  depend 
Not  more  on  human  help  than  we  on  tbdn. 
Their  strength,  or  speed,  or  Ttgilance,  were  giv*« 
In  aid  of  our  defects.    la  some  are  fooad 
Such  teachable  and  apprehensive  parts. 
That  man's  attainments  in  his  own  conoenis, 
Match'd  with  th'  expertness  of  the  brutes  in  than. 
Are  ofttimes  vanquished  and  thrown  far  bduod. 
Some  show  that  nice  sagacity  of  smell. 
And  read  with  such  discernment,  in  the  post 
And  figure  of  the  man,  his  secret  aim. 
That  oft  we  owe  our  safety  to  a  skill 
We  could  not  teach,  and  must  despair  to  lesTBk 
But  learn  we  might,  if  not  too  proud  to  stoop 
To  quadruped  instructors,  many  a  good 
And  useful  quality,  and  virtue  too. 
Rarely  exemplifi^  among  ourselves. 
Attachment,  never  to  be  wean'd,  or  cbai^*d 
By  any  change  of  fortune,  proof  alike. 
Against  unkind ness,  absence,  and  neglect; 
Fidelity,  that  neither  bribe  nor  threat 
Can  move  or  warp  ^  and  gratitude  for  smaQ 
And  trivial  favours,  lasting  as  tbe  life. 
And  glist'ningevea  in  the  dying  eye. 

Man  praises  man.     D^rt  in  arts  or  armi 
Wins  |>ublic  honour^  andteuthoosaodsii 
Patiently  present  at  a  sacred  soog, 
(}otnmemoratiofi  mad ;  content  to  hear 
(O  wonderful  effect  of  music's  power !) 
Messiah's  eul'gy  for  Haoders  take. 
But  less,  mrthinks,  than  sacniege  might  seiffr" 
(For  was  it  le^  ?    what  heathen  would  have  dar^ 
To  strip  Jove^s  statue  of  his  i>aken  wrsatb. 
And  hang  it  up  »n  honour  of  a  man  ?) 
Much  less  might  serve,  when  all  tiMt  ve  4 
Is  but  to  gratify  an  itchbg^etr. 
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nd  give  the  day  to  a  masiclan't  pnuse. 
emember  Handal  ?  Who,  that  was  not  bora 
eaf  at  the  dead  to  harmony,  forgeta, 
r  can,  the  more  than  Homer  of  his  age  ? 
e»— we  remember  him ;  and  while  we  praise 
talent  lo  divine,  remember  too 
bat  Hit  most  holy  book,  from  whence  it  came^ 
^as  never  meant,  was  never  ns'd  before, 
o  backram  out  the  memory  of  a  man. 
at  both  1  the  Mose  perhaps  is  too  severe  ; 
nd  with  «  gravity  beyond  the  nze 
nd  measare  of  th*  offence,  rebukes  a  deed 
ess  impioas,than  absurd,  and  owiag  more 
b  want  of  judgment  than  to  wrong  design. 
y  in  the  chapel  of  old  Ely  House, 
/hen  wandering  Charles,  who  meant  to  be  ^e  third, 
lad  fled  from  William,  and  the  news  was  (resh, 
lie  simple  clerk,  but  loyal,  did  announce, 
.od  eke  did  rear  right  merrily,  two  staves, 
DDg  to  the  praise  and  glory  of  king  George ! 
-Man  praises  man  ;  and  Garrick's  nsem'ry  next, 
Hien  time  hath  somewhat  meIlow*d  it,  and  made 
lie  idol  of  our  worship  while  he  liv'd 
'he  God  of  our  idolatry  ooce  more, 
hall  have  it's  altar ;  and  the  Worid  shall  go 
a  pit ^i mage  to  bow  before  bis  shrine, 
'he  theatre  too  small  shall  suffocate 
t*s  squeezed  contents,  and  more  than  it  admits 
hall  sigh  at  their  excluiion,  and  return 
Ingratified :  for  there  some  noble  lord 
hall  stuff  his  shoulders  with  king  Richard's  bunch, 
h  wrap  himself  in  Hamlet's  inky  cloak, 
nd  strut,  and  storm,  and  straddle,  stamp  and  stare, 
'o  show  the  world  how  G.irrick  did  not  act 
or  Garrick  was  a  worshipper  himself; 
le  drew  the  liturgy,  and  firam'd  the  rites 
.nd  so!eain  oeremooial  of  the  day, 
.nd  caird  the  world  to  worship  on  the  banks 
H  Avon,  fiun'd  in  song.    Ah,  pleasant  prtraf 
liat  piety  has  still  in  human' hearts 
ome  place,  a  spark  or  two  not  yet  eictinct. 
"he  mulbVry-tree  was  hung  with  blooming  wreaths; 
'he  mulberry -tree  stood  centre  of  the  dance; 
Jie  mulb'rry  tree  was  hymn'd  with  dulcet  airs  ; 
nd  from  his  touchwood  tnmk  the  mulberry  tree 
upplicd  such  relics  as  devotion  holds 
iiii  sacred,  and  preserves  with  pious  care. 
J  'twas  a  hallowed  time:  deci^rura  rei^n'd, 
nd  mirth  without  oflTenoe.     No  few  retuniM, 
^(xibtless  much  edified,  and  all  reHre^li'd. 
-Man  praises  man.     The  rabble  all  alive 
roni  tipling  benches,  cellars,  stalls,  and  Styes, 
warm  in  the  streets.     The  ;:tatesman  of  the  day, 
pompous  and  slow-moving  pafreant,  comes. 
>me  shout  htm,  and  some  hang  upon  his  car, 
6  gaze  in's  eyes,  and  bless  him.     Maidens  wave 
h*  ir  kerchiefs,  and  old  women  weep  for  joy : 
''hil(>  others,  not  so  satisfied,  unhorBe 
he  gilded  equipage,  and  turning  loose 
IS  steeds,  111(11  rp  a  place  tliey  well  deserve. 
Thy  ?  what  has  charm'd  them  ?    Hath  he  sav'd 

the  state  ? 
o.     t>tith  he  purpose  it's  salvation  }   No. 
ncl) anting  novelty,  that  moon  at  full, 
hat  finds  out  ev'ry  crevice  of  the  head, 
hnt  is  not  sound  and  perfect,  hath  in  thein 
>on;;ht  this  disturbance.     But  the  wane  is  near^ 
.id  btA  own  cattle  must  suffice  him  soon, 
hue  idly  do  we  waste  the  breath  of  p:aiie^ 


And  dedicate  a  tribute,  in  H's  tiflo 
Atid  just  direction  satred,  to  a  thhig 
Doom'd  to  the  dust,  or  lodg'd  already  there. 
Encomium  in  old  time  was  poet's  work  ; 
But  poets,  having  lavishly  long  since 
Exhausted  all  materials  of  the  art. 
The  task  now  fills  into  the  public  hand  ; 
And  I,  contented  with  an  humble  theme. 
Have  pour'd  my  stream  of  panegyric  down 
The  vale  of  Nature,  where  it  creeps,  and  windt 
Among  her  lovely  works  with  a  secure 
And  unambitious  course,  reflecting  clear, 
If  not  the  virtues,  yet  the  worth,  of  brutes. 
And  I  am  recoropens'd,  and  deem  the  toils 
Of  poetry  not  lost,  if  verse  of  mine 
May  stand  between  an  animal  and  wo. 
And  teach  one  tyrant  pity  for  his  drudge. 

The  groans  of  Nature  in  this  nether  world. 
Which  Heav'n  has  heard  for  ages,  have  an  end. 
Foretold  by  prophets,  and  by  poets  sung, 
Whose  fire  was  kindled  at  the  prophets'  lamp. 
The  time  of  rest,  the  promis'd  eabbath,  comes. 
Six  thousand  years  of  sorrow  have  well-nigh 
>Fulfill'd  their  tardy  and  disastrous  course 
Over  a  sinful  world  ;  and  what  remains 
0(  this  tempestuous  state  of  human  thiogf 
Is  merely  as  the  working  of  a  sea 
Before  a  calm,  that  rocks  itself  to  rest: 
For  He,  whose  car  the  winds  are,  and  the  cloudi 
The  dust,  that  waits  upon  his  sultry  march. 
When  sin  hath  mov'd  him,  and  his  wrath  is  hot. 
Shall  visit  Earth  in  mercy ;  shall  descend      ^ 
Propitious  in  his  chariot  pav'd  with  love; 
And  what  his  storms  have  blasted  and  defaced 
For  man's  revolt  shall  with  a  srnil^  repair. 

Sweet  is  the  harp  of  prophecy ;  too  sweet 
Not  to  be  wrong'd  by  a  mere  mortal  touch : 
Nor  can  the  wonders  it  records  be  sung 
To  meaner  music,  and  not  suffer  loss. 
But  when  a  poet,  or  when  doe  like  me, 
Hai^y  to  rove  among  poetic  flow'rs. 
Though  poor  in  skill  to  rear  them,  lights  at  last 
On  some  fair  theme,  some  theme  divinely  fiur^ 
Such  is  the  impulse  and  the  spur  he  feels. 
To  give  it  praise  proportion'd  to  It's  worth, 
That  not  t'  att«:mpt  it,  arduoas  as  he  deems 
The  labour,  were  a  task  more  arduous  still. 

O  eoenes  surpassing  fable,  and  yet  true, 
Scenes  of  aecomplish'd  bliss  !  which  who  can  see, 
Though  but  in  distant  prospect,  and  not  feel 
His  soul  refresh'd  with  foretaste  of  the  joy  ? 
Rivers  of  gladness  water  all  the  Earth, 
And  clothe  all  climes  with  beauty :  the  reproach 
Of  barrenness  is  pa.st.    The  fruitful  field 
Laughs  with  abundance  ;   and  the  laud^  once  lean. 
Or  fertile  only  in  it^s  own  disgrace. 
Emits  to  see  it's  thistly  curse  repeaPd. 
The  various  seasons  woven  into  one, 
And  that  one  season  an  eternal  spring, 
The  garden  fears  no  blight,  and  needs  no  fence* 
For  there  is  none  to  covet,  all  are  full. 
The  lion,  and  the  libbard,  and  the  bear 
Graze  with  the  fearless  flocks  ;  all  bask  at  nootf. 
Together,  or  all  gambol  in  the  shade  • 

Of  the  same  grove,  and  drink  one  common  stream. 
Antipathies  are  none.     No  foe  to  man 
Lurks  in  the  serpent  now :  the  mother  sees. 
And  smiles  to  see,  her  infant's  playful  band 
Stretched  forth  to  dally  with  the  crested  worm, 
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To  itroke  hh  afeiire  ntdk,  0r  to  rtceive 
The  lambent  homage  of  his  arrowy  toopie. 
All  crtatures  worahip  man,  and  all  mankind 
One  Lord,  one  Father.    £iToar  has  no  pUce : 
That  creeping  pestilence  is  dri^n  away : 
The  breath  of  Heav'n  has  chas'd  it    Id  the  hwit 
No  passion  toaches  a  discordant  string, 
But  all  is  harmony  and  lore.    Disease 
Is  not :  the  pure  and  uncontaminate  blood 
Holds  if  s  due  course,  nor  fears  the  frost  of  age. 
One  song  emplojrs  all  nations ;  and  all  cry, 
**  Worthy  the  Lamb,  for  he  was  slain  for  lU  1" 
The  dwellers  in  the  vales  and  on  the  rocka 
Shout  to  each  other,  and  the  mountain  topt 
From  disunt  mountains  catch  the  flying  joy  } 
Till,  nation  after  nation  taught  the  strain. 
Earth  rolls  the  rapturous  Hosanna  round. 
Behold  the  measure  of  the  promise  fitl'd  ; 
See  Salem  bu  It.  the  labour  of  a  God ! 
Bright  as  a  sun  the  sacred  city  shines ; 
All  kingfloms  and  all  princes  of  the  Earth 
Ftock/tu  that  light ;  the  glory  of  all  lands 
Flows  into  her ;   unbounded  is  her  joy. 
And  endless  her  increase.    Thy  rams  are  there, 
Kebaioth,  and  the  flocks  of  Kedar -there  < : 
The  looms  of  Ormus,  and  the  mines  of  Ind, 
And  Saba^s  spicy  groves,  pay  tribute  there, 
praise  is  in  all  her  gates :  upon  her  walls. 
And  in  her  streets,  and  in  her  specious  oourta. 
Is  heard  salvation.     Eastern  Java  there 
Kneels  with  the  native  of  the  farthest  west ; 
And  Ethiopia  spreads  abroad  the  hand, 
And  worships.     Her  report  has  travelled  forth 
Into  all  lands.    From  ev'ry  clime  they  come 
To  see  thy  beauty,  and  to  share  thy  joy, 
O  Ston  !  an  assembly  such  as  Earth 
Saw  never,  such  as  Heav*n  stoo|(te  down  to  see. 
Thus  Heav'nward  all  things  tend.    For  all  were 
once 
Perfect,  and  all  must  be  at  length  restor'd. 
So  God  has  greatly  purposed ;  who  would  elae 
In  his  disbonour>d  works  himself  endure 
Dishonour,  and  be  wrong'd  without  rediess. 
Haste  then,  and  wheel  away  a  shattered  worlds 
Ye  alow-revolving  seasons  !  we  would  see 
(A  sight  to  which  our  eyes  are  strangers  yet) 
A  world,  that  does  not  dread  and  hate  his  lawi. 
And  suflfer  for  it's  crime ;  would  learn  how  foir 
The  creature  is,  that  God  pronounces  good. 
How  pleasant  in  itself  what  pleases  him. 
Here  ev'ry  drop  of  honey  hides  a  sting  $ 
Worms  wind  themselves  into  our  sweetest  flowVi; 
And  ev'n  the  joy,  that  haply  some  poor  heert 
Derives  firom  Heav'n,  pure  as  the  fountain  it. 
Is  sullied  in  the  stream,  taking  a  taint 
From  touch  of  human  lips,  at  beat  yiipiii«» 
O  for  a  world  in  principle  as  chaste 
As  this  is  gross  and  selfish  !  over  which 
Custom  and  prejudice  shall  bear  no  sway, 
That  govern  all  things  here,  sbould'riqg  aside 
The  meek  and  modest  Truth,  and  fopcSng  1^, 
To  aetk  a  refuge  from  the  tongue  of  Strife 
In  nooks  obscure,  far  from  the  ways  of  men ; 
Where  Violenoe  shall  never  lift  the  sword, 

s  Nebeioth  and  Kedwr,  the  ions  of  Ishnad,  and 
progenitors  of  the  Arabs,  in  the  prophetic  scripture 
here  alluded  to,  may  be  reasonably  ooofklered  as 
rqprwentattva  ef  the  Oeotilat  at  larfi. 


Nor  Cunning  justify  the  proud  uan'i  wnn^ 
leaving  the  poor  no  remedy  but  tears : 
Where  he,  that  fills  an  ofllce,  shall  erteem 
Th'  occasion  it  prepento  of  doing  good 
More  than  the  perquisiie :  wfaeie  Law  aball  tpak 
Seldom,  and  never  but  as  Wisdom  prompts 
And  Equity  |  not  jealoos  more  to  guard 
A  worthless  form,  than  to  decide  aright. 
Where  Fashion  shall  not  sanctify  abase. 
Nor  smooth  Good-breedh«  (sapplcmental  grace) 
With  lean  performance  ape  the  work  of  Love! 
Come  then,  and,  added  to  thy  msmy  ciowa^ 
Receive  yet  one,  the  crown  of  all  the  Berth, 
Thou  who  akme  art  worthy  I  It  was  thine 
By  ancient  covenant,  ere  Nature's  birth  ; 
And  thou  hast  made  it  thine  by  purcbaae  aiace. 
And  overpaid  it's  value  with  thy  blood. 
Thy  sainto  proclaim  thee  king  ;  and  in  their  heuli 
Thy  title  is  engraven  with  a  pen     ' 
Dipp>d  in  the  fountam  of  eternal  love. 
Thy  sainta  proclaim  thee  king ;  and  thy  delay 
Gives  courage  to  their  foes,  who,  could  they  see 
The  dawn  of  thy  last  advent,  kmg  desir'd. 
Would  creep  into  the  bowels  of  the  hiila. 
And  flee  for  safety  to  the  falling  rocks. 
The  very  spirit  of  the  world  is  tir'd 
Of  it's  own  taunting  question,  ask'd  so  kmg, 
**  Where  is  the  promise  of  yourLord'e  t 
The  infidel  has  shot  hb  holts  away. 
Till,  his  exhausted  quiver  yielding  none. 
He  gleans  the  blunted  shafts,  that  have  reooiPd, 
And  aims  them  at  the  shield  of  Troth  a^aia. 
The  veil  is  rent,  rent  too  by  priestly  baods^ 
That  hides  divhiity  from  mortal  eyea; 
And  all  the  mysteries  to  foith  propoa'd. 
Insulted  and  tradnc'd,  are  cast  aside. 
As  useless,  to  the  moles  and  to  the  bats. 
Hiey  now  aro  deem*d  the  faithful,  and  are  praised, 
Who,  constant  only  in  rejecting  thee. 
Deny  thy  Godhead  with  a  martyr^  zeal. 
And  quit  their  office  for  their  enour^  sake. 
Blind,  and  in  love  with  darkness !  yet  ev^  them 
Worthy,  oompar'd  with  sycophants,  who  knee 
Thy  name  adoring,  and  then  preach  thee  man ! 
So  fores  thy  church.  But  how  thy  church  may  fine. 
The  worid  takes  little  thought.    Who  wiU  vmf 

pteach. 
And  what  they  will.    All  pastors  are  alike 
To  wand'ring  sheep,  Teaolv>d  to  foUov  none. 
Tw«  gods  divide  them  all— Pleasure  and  Gain : 
For  these  they  live,  they  sacrifice  to  these. 
And  in  their  service  wage  perpetual  war 
With  Conscience  andwith thee.  Lastintiieirbesr(% 
And  mischief  in  their  hands,  they  roam  the  Eaflk, 
To  prey  upon  each  other :  stubborn,  fierce^ 
High-minded,  foaming  out  their  own  disgrace. 
Thy  prophets  speal^  of  such  I  and,  noting  dawn 
The  features  of  the  last  degeaVate  tiows. 
Exhibit  ev'ry  lineament  of  these. 
Come  then,  and  added  to  thy  many  c^lwa^ 
Receive  yet  one,  as  radiant  as  the  rest. 
Doe  to  thy  last  and  most  efiecuial  work. 
Thy  word  fulfiU'd,  the  conquest  of  a  world  ! 
He  is  the  happy  man,  whose  life  e'en  nov 
Shows  somewhat  of  that  happier  life  to  come  ; 
Who,  doom'd  tohn  obscure  hut  tranquil  state. 
Is  pleas'd  with  it,  and,  were  he  free  to  dbooet. 
Would  make  his  fets  his  choice ;  wbom  peaces  tfe 
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Of  virtue,  and  whom  virtue,  fruit  of  faitb, 

Prepare  for  happiness ;  bespeak  bim  one 

Content  indeed  to  sojourn  while  he  must 

Below  the  skies,  but  having  there  bis  home. 

The  World  overlooks  him  in  her  busy  search 

Of  objects,  more  illustrious  in  her  view  ; 

And,  occupied  as  earnestly  as  she, 

Though  more  sublimely,  he  overlooks  the  World. 

She  scorns  his  pleasures,  for  she  knows  them  not ; 

lie  seeks  not  hers,  for  be  has  provM  them  vain. 

fie  cannot  skim  the  ground  like  summer  birds 

Pursuing:  gilded  flies ;  and  such  he  deems 

Her  bonours,  her  emoluments,  her  joys, 

Ttiereibre  in  oontemplatiou  is  his  hiiss, 

Whose  pow'r  is  such,  that  whom  she  lifts  from  Earth 

She  makes  familiar  with  a  Heav'n  unseen. 

And  shows  him  glories  yet  to  be  reveal'd. 

Not  slothful  h$,  though  seeming  uoemploy'd, 

And  censur'd  oft  as  useleif.    Stillest  streaoM 

Oft  water  fait-est  meadows,  and  the  bird, 

That  flutters  least,  is  longest  on  the  wing. 

Ask  him,  indeed,  what  trophies  be  has  rais'dj 

Or  what  achievements  of  immortal  fame 

He  purposes,  and  he  shall  answer—None. 

His  waHare  is  within.     There  unfatigu*d 

Uis  fervent  spirit  labours.    There  he  fights. 

And  there  obtains  fresh  triumphs  o'er  himself, 

And  never  withering  wreaths,  compared  with  which 

The  huirets  that  a  Caesar  reaps  are  weeds. 

Perhaps  the  self-approving  haughty  World, 

That  as  she  sweeps  bim  with  her  whistling  silks 

Scarce  deigns  to  notice  him,  or,  if  she  see. 

Deems  him  a  cipher  in  the  works  of  God, 

Receives  advantage  from  his  noiseless  hours. 

Of  what  she  little  dreams.    Perhaps  she  owes 

Her  sunshine  and  her  rain,  her  btoomiog  spring 

And  plenteous  harvest,  to  the  pray'r  he  makes. 

When,  Isaac  like,  the  solitary  saint 

Walks  forth  to  meditate  at  eventide. 

And  think  on  her,  who  thinks  not  for  herself. 

Forgive  him  then,  thou  bustler  in  concern^ 

Of  little  worth,  an  idler  in  the  best. 

If,  author  of  no  mischief  and  some  good. 

He  seek  his  proper  happiness  by  means. 

That  may  advance,  but  cannot  hinder,  thine. 

Nor,  though  he  tr«id  the  secret  path  of  life. 

Engage  no  notice,  and  enjoy  much  ease. 

Account  him  an  encumbrance  on  the  state,    • 

Receiving  beoefiti,  and  rendering  none. 

His  sphere  though  humble,  if  that  bumble 

Shine  with  his  fair  example,  and  though  small 

His  influence,  if  that  influence  all  be  spent 

In  soothing  sorrow,  ^nd  in  quenching  strife. 

In  aiding  helpless  indigence,  in  works. 

From  which  at  least  a  grateful  few  derive 

Some  taste  of  comfort  in  a  world  of  wo  ; 

Then  let  the  supercilious  grtet  confess 
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He  serves  his  country,  recompenses  well 

The  sUte,  beneath  the  shadow  of  whose  vine 

He  sits  secure,  and-  in  the  scale  of  life 

Holds  no  ignoble,  though  a  slighted,  place. 

The  man,  whose  virtues  are  more  felt  than  seen. 

Most  drop  indeed  the  hope  of  phblic  praise  ; 

But,  be  may  boast,  what  few  that  win  it  can. 

That,  if  his  country  stand  not  by  his  skill, 

At  least  his  follies  have  not  wrought  her  fall. 

Pblite  Refinement  offers  him  in  vain 

Her  goklen  tube,  through  which  a  sensual  World 

Draws  gross  impurity,  and  likes  it  well. 

The  neat  conveyance  hiding  all  the  offence. 

Not  that  he  peevishly  rejects  a  mode, 

Because  that  World  adopts  it.     If  it  bear 

The  stamp  and  clear  impression  of  good  sense. 

And  be  not  costly  more  than  of  true  worth. 

He  puts  it  on,  and  for  decorum  sake 

Can  FCArit  e'en  as  gracefully  as  she. 

She  judges  of  refinement  by  the  eye, 

He  by  the  test  of  conscience,  and  a  heart 

Not  soon  deceived ;  aware,  that  what  is  basa 

No  polish  can  make  sterling;  and  that  vice. 

Though  well  perfiim'd  and  elegantly  dress'd, 

IJke  an  unburied  carcase  trick'd  with  flow'rs. 

Is  but  a  gamish'd  nuisance,  fitter  far 

For  cleanly  riddance,  than  for  fair  attire. 

So  life  glides  smoothly  and  by  stealth  away. 

More  golden  than  that  age  of  fabled  goM 

Renown'd  in  ancient  song ;  not  vex'd  with  care 

Or  stein'd  with  guilt,  beneficent,  approved 

Of  God  and  man,  and  peaceful  in  it's  end* 

So  glide  my  life  away !  and  so  at  last. 

My  share  of  duties  decently  fulfilled. 

May  some  disease,  not  tardy  to  perform 

It's  destin'd  office,  yet  with  gentle  stroke, 

Dismiss  me  weary  to  a  sale  retreat, 

Beneath  the  turf,  that  I  have  often  trod. 

It  shall  not  grieve  me  then,  that  once  when  called 

To  dress  a  Sofa  with  the  flow'rs  of  verse, 

I  play'd  awhile,  obedient  to  the  fair. 

With  that  fight  task ;  but  soon,  to  pleaM  her  more^ 

Whom  flow'rs  alone  I  knew  would  little  please. 

Let  fall  th'  unfinish'd  wreath,  and  rov'd  for  fruit  ; 

Rov'd  far,  and  gather'd  much  :  some  harsh  'tis  true, 

Pick'd  from  the  thorns  and  briars  of  reproof. 

But  wholesome,  well -digested ;  grateful  soma 

To  palates,  that  can  taste  immortal  truth  ; 

Insipid  else,  and  sure  to  be  despis'd. 

But  all  is  in  his  hsnd,  whose  praise  I  seek. 

In  vain  the  poet  sings,  and  the  world  hears. 

If  he  regard  not,  though  divine  the  theme. 

'TIS  not  in  artful  measures,  in  the  chime 

And  idle  tinkling  of  a  minstrel's  lyre. 

To  charm  his  ear,  whose  eye  is  on  the  heart  ; 

Whose  frown  can  disappoint  the  proudest  strain. 

Whose  approbation— prosper  ev'n  nune. 
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AN  ETISTLK 

TO 

JOSEPH  HILLy  ESS. 

Dear  Jo»f  ra^-five  ani  tvemy  featw  ago^^ 
Aias  bow  lime  «scape«  !*~^tiB  tv^n  ^0*-» 
With  frequent  mtercoafto,  anil  ai1wa^«we«t. 
And  alwvyff  friendly,  we  were  wont  to  cheat 
A  jtedious  bonH>^and  tiow  we  ttever  ittaet ! 
As  some grave^eiitlewttn  infercvieA-iays, 
(Twas  therefore  ittneb  Ibeaame  in  ancient  d«y9) 
Good  Iack>  we  knew  not  what  to  morrow  brrngs^  , 
.Stning&fitiotdallinn  of 'all  hnniam  thhig»  !  'M 

True.     Chang«^  witi  ^eAill;  abd-ft>iends  mvf  pArt,'  | 
But  distanee'  onlir  oatMot  f^ttt(^e  the  beafrt  f  - 
And,  were  I  <*aU>A  tt>  \itaw  €h*  ttaMitioa  tnid. 
One  proof  should  senre— HI  reference  t6  you. 

Whence  comes  it  then,  that  to  l!be  wtiiie  ofltfe', 
Though  nothing  ba'M  oeenl^l•>d  to  kfndl«  vtrife^ 
We  find  the  friends  we  fknciedwe  had  w«n, 
Though  nmn'rans  once,  redncM  to  few  or  none  ?• 
Can  gold  grow  worthteas,  Ibait  bai^tood  the  toncfi  ? 
No ;  gold  they  seem'd,  but  they  were  never  M^b*'  | 
'  Horatio's  serrant  once,  with-  bow  and  oring*, ' 
Swinging  the  parlour-dool-  upon  it's  binge,  j 

Dreading  a  negative,  and  ovt*raw'd  I 

Lest  be  should  trespass,  beggVl  t«  go  abcMML  ' 
"  Go,  felk)w  !— whither. ^"—tiifirfng  Short  ahlMt^ 
*'  Nay.  Suy  at  hoine—you*re  always  going  ouU>' 
**  'Tis  but  a  step,  sff',  jnst  at  t^e  street's  end;'^^-* ' 
•'  For  what  ?"--*<  An  please  y«u,sfy>to  see  afrUiad.' 
«  A  friend !"  Horatk)  cried,  and  ^eem*d  to  stait^ 
**  Yea  marry  sbalt  thou,  and  wMi  all  «y  hc«rt>^ 
And  fetch  my  cloak ;  for,  though  Ika  *ight  ha  yaw, 
IMl  see  him  too--4he  fifst  I  ever  MW.>* 

I  knew  the  man,  and  knew  his  nature  niHd, 
And  was  bis  plaything  often  when  a  child  ;  ; 

But  somewhat  at  that  memcnt  pincfaM  Imn  olesa, , 
Else  he  was  seldom  bitter  or  mOfx)sa     • 
Perhaps  bis  confidence  jost  then  betray^d» 
His  grief  might  prompthim  with  th6  spei»ab  h«iDade| 
Prrhapft  'twas  mers  good  httmour  gave  ifl  birth, 
The  harmleM  play  of  pleasantry  and  lairlh. 
However  it  was,  his  language  tn  my  mind, 
Bespoke  at  least  a  man  that  knew  mankUid. 

But  not  to  moraHzetoo  much,  and  8tt«mi»  • 
To  prove  an  evil,  of  which  all  complain^ 
(I  hate  long  arguments  vertM)sely  spun) 
One  story  more,  dear  Hill,  and  I  bar««  dona. 
Once  on  a  time  an  «mfp'ror,  a  wise  man,  ' ' 

No  matter  where,  in  China,  or  Japan-, 
Decreed,  that  whosoever  shouM  elfend  ' 

Against  the  well-knOWn  dntlea  of-  a  fKoM, 
Convicted  onre  shoaM  etw afk*r  wi!«r  -  '<> 

Bot  half  a  coat,  and  Miow  bis  hOsdm  hA^. 
The  punishment  importing  th$8,'no  donbt, 
That  all  was  nan^ht  wHhin,  and  lill  ibntid  oat 

O  happy  Britain  t  we  hate  wk  to  fear 
Such  hand  and  arbitrary  measure  here; 
Else,  ooold  a  law,  like  that  which  I  relate, 
Once  have  the  soncciun  uf  oar' triple  ftate;  i 

Sume  few,  that  I  have  known  in  days  of  old, 
Would  run  most  dreadful  risk  of  catching  «dM  )  ; 
While  yon,  my  friend,  whatever  wind  shoald  Mow, 
Might  traverse  England  safety  to  and  iVo,' 
An  honest  man,  close-buttonM  to  the  chro, 
Broad  cloth  without,  and  a  warm  heart  withm. 


HIT  ff  '»Vf;»   »..      '  rt  ju   •»    ;       '     i.  •      ' 
•i'f   »,»  tllijl  Till    'fi'    I/*  T  •.•      *,  «     -I 

:»TiiK  TCVORixOF  HIS.TIvrO   90lia»  . 

\  '.,;,.  *■;,'  "POEM;  "  ' 

...  IV  marvi^Hiaa.  to 

AM   EOUCATiQN   AT    SCHOOI9 

ts'  iKscancD, 
wr  Btt  AffFtcnovATB  majm, 
„      .     .  maJAM-  CO0TEIL 

Olney^  9f$9. «,  17M. 


TinocmuM. 

It  is  #]ft  fVoBD  hi«  form,  hv  which  we  trace 
StMngth  joIdM  with  beauty,  digmty-with  gvacc^ 
That  man,  the  mastepof  this  globe,  aerivtt 
His  right  of  nmpim  oiier  aH  cbiit  lireiL 
That  fbtrtt  indead,  th'  avociafea  of «  mW 
Vast  in  it's  powers,  ethereal  in  ifis Joad, 
That  form,  the  lalbonr  of  AMiigbts^  «k)JI» 
Firam^tflbrtheaarvleeofa'ftaeboitf  will,  - 
Asserts  preoedaMc,  atad  hii|fc»iai  «iMlrat, 
Bat  b««rraws  a«  M  ^rraadehs  ttdm  tlieaaaL 
HeiB  is  thii  stteto^  thn  spi^Mdoor,ariKl  tlw  thMos 
An  intelldc^Bsl  kki|f4am/att  hat  mmu.* ' ' 
For  hef  tne  Wnf^y  fills  haakmpla  |)«f^ 
With  truths  pottr'd  -»— -  ^-^^  ^\y  MOimni  ijji , 
For  her  amftsaeilwik'ilnboOhAsdalMKa, 
The  wisdom  of  g^teat  inilfQ|lf|  iKyw  no  ^noM ; 
Though  ladetf,  Mt  eaedmteW  iwl^  bar  todH ; 
Labotfems,  yk  hAfcanwIoov  of  IM^  toN  ^ 
When  cop}o«4iy  ^fi|MMt>Chcii  maacealMM- 
fleiltolMMiand^^liewirMatfft^ 
Foi'hei'the^aiiifty,i<Mir«Mioiidiii^^  •    ... 
The  present  tiilse't#>«M^  ^piftsim  vkwOi-  * 
Works  mAgt«<#otM«Mt><ilMcii<bt^|hfa-p4ta» 
To  Nature'ta%oMea<hniPKM««''«fdb<«li##. 
At  toftr^rirtnrih«l>*»ilktartile>-atitfsw<>jrrtar. 
Again  she-'lays^tliettl  ttlUfbhtH^^Hw  A«i^ ; 


Witlk  ikywv  andfr^lt  Mb  ^h 

Or  bid«r  (he  tndki^in  NflH!r  poiftp»  aiM:' 

For  her  the  Jiidgmeill;  «ttljpye4ll'UM^«fiHfcv 

That  Orace  and  N^Ator^  Mwa  l»!«iFage  Ibtoogh  W\ 

Qoick^gbted  Mit<^  of  IWjdain^ifl^ 

Appointed  sagi^  pffecMlbritt  iht^Wil, 
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CcNidemm,  iipprOTes,  and  vith  a  faitbfal  Toice 
Guides  the  deciiioli  of  a  douMFiil  choice. 

Why  did  the  fiat  of  a  God  give  birth 
To  yon  fair  San,  and  his  attendant  Earth  ? 
And,  wheudlssaotf|Sns«er6»)gl^th«6lMet, 
Why  takes  the  gentler  Moon  her  turn  to  rise, 
Whboi  Ocean  feels  thitni^  all  his  countless  wavei. 
And  owns  harpofi^vnttev'vy  Ihore  he  Urai 
IWii^  dM4&e«e«|ops  aiill  «aFidi  ihe-jrawr. 
Fruitful  and  young  as  fr)  tltLeir  first  career  ? 
Spring  hangs  her  infant  blossoms  on  the  trees, 
Rock'd  in  the  cradle  of  the  ivestern  breeze ; 
SoioBneriBthMtQtl^e.  thriving  p)iarge  receives  ^ 
Beneath  the  ^ade  '6t  htt  expanded  leaves, '  '  ' 
Till  AikiufqwbkAfirg^r,h^9fM  «iid  pleotoous  dews 
Dye  them  at  last  in  all  their  glowing  hues.— 
*Twer«wiUlpM»fftlioa'*ll,  ttnd^bdftlos  waste, 
Pow*r  misemployed,  munificence  mispIacM, 
Had  not  it's  author  ffigaified  the  plan, 
And  crown'd  it  with  t^enftjcfty  of  man. 
Thii9  fbrra'd,  thus  pfac'd,  mtelligent,  and  taaght,    * 
r/x>iB  wlMrs  be  will,  tjtm  voodan  Ocyi  1^,  wrought, 
Vhe  wildest  scomer  of  his  Maker's  laws 
Finds  in  a  sober  moment  (lm«  ta  fMuse, 
To  press  th'  important  question  on  his  heart,         ^ 
•*  Why  form'd  at  all,  and  wherefort  as  thou  art?"' 
If  man  be  «hat  he  seems,  tl^s  hour  a  slave, 
The  next  mere  dust  and  ashes  in  the  grave  ; 
Endu'd  With  reason  only  to  descry 
His  crimes  and  follies  with  an  aching  eytf ; 
With  (lassions,  just  that  he  may  prove,  with  pato. 
The  force  he  s|)eiids  apainst  tbeir  fury  vail)  i 
And  if,  soon  after  having  burnt,  by  turns. 
With  evVy  lust,  with  which  frail  Nature  bums, 
His  being  end,  where  ^th  dissolves  the  bond. 
The  tomb  take  all,  and  ail  be  blank  beyond ; 
Then  he,  of  all  that  Nature  has  brought  fortii. 
Stands  self  im^HmcVd  the  creature  of  least  .worlb* 
And  useless  while  he  lives  and  when  he  dm, 
Brings  into  doubt  the  wisdom  of  the  skiea. 

Truthi^  that  the   leani'd   pursuo   wUb   eager 
thooKbt, 
Are  not  imporUmi  ahi sys  as  dear  bought, 
Proving  at  )ast^  thoogh  told  in  pompous  stniins»    • 
A  childish  w«sie  «f  pJbilesopbjc  pauM  { 
But  truiiis,  oa  vhioKdependu  our  aiaia  oonoem^ 
That  'tis  oor  shame  and  inisVy  not  to  korii. 
Shine  by  the  aids  of  et'ry  patb  we  tratd 
With  suc^  a  lostnii  he  that  rpns  nay  read. 
Tif  tffM  ihatf  JC  to  trifle  life  away 
Down  to  the  s«s»et  «C  tlieir  ioUst  day«  .  j 

Then  psrish  on  futurity's  wide  ^ihore-  < 

Like  fleeting  eabalatioaat  fiNMod-ao  b»ov«« 
Were  all  that  Hcsip^ln  reqnu'd  of  h i»o>aQkiDdft         » 
AndAliilho  plan  their  destiny  desigtt'd,    .     .    •,  ' 
What  DOO0  9Vttld  mv'iisace.AU  .wigb^  justly  bhw^i 
And  man  would  brsal^e  but  for^l^y^  Maker's  sl^ame. 
But  reasDn  lifardL  iNS^  wiUiri^Weli  V^wf4&'d, 
At  oooe  the  4ii«Hni«g  lAio^  is  idisabus'd. 
If  all  we  ftid  pessefsing  Sfiilh,  sea,  air, 
Reflect  bis  aiUibi«l»s^whQ  plac'd  tham  there, 
FlilfiJ  the  purpose^  *nd  appear  designed 
ProcAoCtbe  wisikHH^f  th'  all-seeipg  mind, 
Tis  plain  t|M  €reiilMiEe,  whom  ha  chgse  t'iuvest 
With  kiiifEsbip  and  domioaon  o'er  the  rest, 
Reoeiv'd  bis  qobWr  natJipe,  and  was  ma^e 
Fit  for  the  poWf ,  jsi  which  he  stands  array 'd  ; .  .^' 
That  "first,  or  Wi  hereafter,  if  not  here,  V 

He  too  mighl  make  his  author's  wisdom  clear/ 


Praise  him  on  Earth,  or,  obi^tioately  dumb. 
Suffer  his  justice  in  a  world  to  cotue. 
This  once  believ'd,  'twere  logic  misapplied. 
To  prove  a  CGBsei|iience  hy  none  denied. 
That  we  are  bound  to  cart  the  minds  of  youth 
Betimes  into  the  moukl  of  heav'uly  truth, 
That  taught  i»f  God  ih^y  may  indeed  be  wise. 
Nor  ignoniBtly  wandering  miss  the  skies. 

In  early  days  tbecooscieoee  has  in  most 
A  quick ries»,  which  in  later  life  vs  lost': 
Preserved  finom  guilt  by  saluury  fears. 
Or  guilty  sooo  relenting  into  tears* 
Too  careless  oftsn,  as  our  yeais  proceed. 
What  friends  we  sort  with,  or  what  books  we  read» 
Our  parents  yet  «cert  a  piudeot  care. 
To  feed  our  infaat  nsunds  with  proper  fare ; 
And  wisoly  skQre  ^he  nurs'iy  by  degrees 
Witb  whoJes«a»e  leatning,  yet  acqnir'd  with  ease. 
Nentljt  s^cor'd  from  being  soiJ'd  or  torn 
Beneatb  a  pune  of  thin  translucent  horn, 
A  book  (to  pleaise  us  at  a  tender  age 
Tis  called  a«  baoli,  though  but  a  single  page) 
Pireseots  the  pray 'r  the  Saviour  deign'd  to  teach, 
Which  child  rep  use,  and  parsons — ^wben  they  preach. 
Dspiof  our  syllables,  we  scramble  next 
Through  moral  narrative,  or  sacred  text ; 
And  learn  with  wonder  how  this  world  began. 
Who  made^  who  marr*d, and  who  has  ransom'd,  man. 
P«i9U»  wbiqh,  unless  the  Scripture  made  them  plain. 
The  wisert  beads  might  agitate  in  vain.    • 

0  thoHr  wBom,  borae  on  fancy's  eager  wing 
Baok  to  tlie  season  of  life's  happy  spring, 

1  pleas'd  twmetnber,  and,  while  Mem'ry  yet 
Holds  fast  hfnr  office  here,  can  ne'er  for^get ; 
JBgenious  dreamer,  in  wliose  well-told  tale 
Sweet  fiction  and  sweet  truth  alike  prevail ; 
Whose  bumVous  vein,  strong  sense,  and  simple 

styl^ 
May  teach  tlie  gayest,  make  the  gravest  smile ; 
Witty,  aud  well  employ *d.  and,  like  thy  Lord, 
Speaking;  in  parables  his  slighted  word ; 
J  name  thee  not,  lest  so  despis'd  a  name 
Should  move  a  soe^r  at  thy  deserved  faovs; 
Yet  eK'a  ia  transitory  life's  late  day. 
That  mingles  ^U  my  brown  with  sober  gray, 
Revere  thia  man,  whose  tilgrim  marks  the  road. 
And  giuides  the  pi^oquess  of  the  soul  to  God. 
'Twere  well  wit^  most*  if  books,  that  could  engage 
Their  childhood,  pleasM  them  at  a  riper  age ; 
Tlie  man».  approving  what  had  charm'd  the  boy,' 
Would  die  at  last  in  comfort,  peace,  and  joy; 
And  not  with  purses  on  bis  heart,  who  stole 
The  gem  of  troth  from  his  unguarded  soul. 
The  stamp  of  i^rtless  piety  impress'd 
By  kind  tuvtioa  on  bis  yielding  breast. 
The  youth  now  bearded,  and  yet  pert  and  raw, 
Regards  with  scorn,  though  once  receiv'dwith  awe  ; 
Andk  warp'd  into  tba  labyrinth  of  lies. 
That  babhlers,<»li'd  philosophers,  devise. 
Blasphemes  his  creed,  as  founded  on  a  plan 
Replete  with  dreams,  unworthy  nt  a  man. 
Touch  but  his  nature  in  it's  ailing  part. 
Assert  the  native  evil  of  bis  heart. 
His  pride  resents  the  charge,  although  the  proof  > 
Rise  in  his  forehsad,  and  seem  rank  enough : 
Point  to  the  cure,  describe  a  Saviour's  cross 
As  God's  expedient  to  retrieve  his  loss, 

>  See  3  Chron.  ch,  xxvL  Ter.  19« 
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The  young  ft)'>ostate  aielwoB  Bt  the  vnm. 
Ami  hates  tt  with  the  inalies.of  *  Jcnu 

How  ueak  the  bajrierof  alBii^  Na4ur0  provfti* 
OppoaM  uirRiMt  the  ptttaarttatfatiint  fevM  I 
While  seit^betrayVly  «i](AwiifuUy>iMbni9«.     . 
She  longs  to  yicld^  tn  looiier  wood  itian  woo*    • 
lYy  now  the  merits. of  tbb.blestflschttnge    , 
Of  modest  tnrtfa  fo'iai%'«c48xitm,ntog(9*i.. 
Time  was,  he  cUmU*  as  ho  htigia  -the  diqf . 
With  decent doty^'qottiaiMm'diO'pnir  s 
The  practice  was  a  bond  updn ifais-  beacf^     < n 
A  pledge  he  garr.fpt «■  oouaiqt^t. part  ( <    .  ^  ,  i , 
Nor  could  be  dana  tnresampiiiouflyj  ' 
A  powV,  coMfeesi'd  fo iatelgr  on  hid  ktmtMi 
But  DOW,  fareaieUiBU'iQgDnibtyiaiea^i 
The  shadows  fly,  fdhiknilpby.pociralh^/     .  ••    i,  ,' 
Cray*r  tol\i9\Ma,  vid i cautloa  toi 4dM> «a«« ^ / 
Keligion  makes  thafre^  by.mUre  d»iet.    .  < 
Priests  have  hivented^  Mid  the  WorU  ilditi«('d . 
What  knavish  pvietfta  {nwbulgatA  As  iDStMri^j .    . 
Till  Reason,  now  no  loD^ortti»w'd>  i 

Resumes  her  pow*rsy  and  tpvinis  thfi  Qlattny  frawil 
And,  common  -aeoae  diffasBog  real  dby^  t .  - 

The  meteor  of  tbe  Gospel  dies  amq^ 
Such  rhapsodies  our  ahravd  discerning,  youth 
Learn  from  expert  inqoirors  arfter  ttfuUi ; 
.Whose  only  care,  might  troth  prnwnic.tq  jyakj  i 
Is  not  to  find  what  they  profess  to  aeekk   i 
Aud  thus,  well-tutor'dooAy  wh3e-we«h«r0  .     . 
A  mother's  lectures  and  a  ayna^ft  c«M$#f       i     . 
And  taught  at  achools  mtaeh  mythodopc  s(ttf9[  ^   i  ■ 
£ut  sound  religion  s>pariogly  Enough  in 
Our  early  notices  of  troth,  disgratt^d^.  :. 

Soon  lose  their  credit,  and  are  aU.fiifiiQU.  .   j., 

Would  you  yoor  bob  should  ke  a  aot  o*.  du«6«^ 
Lascivious,  headstrong,  or  all  theie>at  anee ; 
That  in  good  time  tbe  stripling's  finifVd  lastA ' 
For  loosti  expense,  aod  £uUioDable.we8to»..   *>  -  .'/ 
Should  prove  your  mis,  and  his  owaaA  Utt ;     . 
Train  him  in  public  with  a  mob  of  boys, 
ChildL<h  in  mischief  only  and  in  nuise,    ,  , 
Else  of  a  maooiah  growth*  and  five, in  t«B 
In  infidelity  and  lewdness  men. 
There  shall  be  learn,  era  ssteen  WMitar90ld» 
lliat  authors  arc  ttiost  osoful  pamq'd  or. aold  i 
That  pedantry  is  aU  ibaft  schoQli  imp«it»  t 

But  taverns  teach  the  koowlodge  o£  tb9  hnart  ^ 
There  waiter  Dick)  wich  Baodbaaaliaa  lays» 
Shall  win  bis  heart,  aBdbaye.fai8;dninkca  piotfa^  j 
His  counsellor  asd  bcwm-tlincMi^  shaU  pnnWft  .  <  { 
And  some  street-podag  barist  h\i.Gtu\\Wit*.  ■  j 
Schools  unless  diaeipl^  >wtiiB  idoublft  dtrspg,  ■  >  | 
Bt:tain  their  adolescent  charge  tea4Qnf||.>  i  I 

The  management  of  tiroaa  Of  taigfataen  ■       •      ,     ! 
Is  difficult,  their  pimishRientab«3aa0k  ...         i  I 
Tho  Ktout  rail  captam,  whose  jiupenocaf  e 
Tlie  minor  heroes  view  with  envi^aia  eyof^ 
Hocomes  their  pattern,  iki^oo'whaui  theyifix. 
Their  whole  attention,  add  ape  nil  hia  Irkkft 

'   <  I   III    M"  ;  .  ■   ^  i 

2  The  author  begs  leiwe  to  e«plaia.-r4^nftiMe 
that,  withotit  sdeh  knowiedge,  neitijer  the  aocieiit,, 
poets  nf)r  hi:)toriaiis  can  beAasteda.or  ipd^ed  .un<ier- 
ktood,  he  does  notnuaxl  to  o^ni^ure  1^  pains,  j^hat 
are  taken  to  instruct  a  fichoolboy  in  tharaJigiop  of 
the  Jleiithen,  but  merdy  tliftt  neg loot  of.  Christian 
culturi.>  which  leaves  him  shame! ully  ignoraat  of 
his  owo»* 


His  pride,  th;^  .^co/q^  ^If^S  ff^ff?,  «»^>C» 
With  tUenx.  i^  /C^figc^  his,  GOmA^xj  wit. 
His  wild  ejw^i9pft,.,w;i^w-Wl^^      fea^, 
Robb»ry  of  ^i4»l^  qnaR^s  m  £be  #ee<a. 
His  ha^vrbfQ^h,^/|Cftpps,^a  aplii^d^nng  idieme^p 
Transport^tbem^fjtQif^  i||i^e  their  ikt^rite'themei^ 
In  little  bosoms  3n9Q,^^;iyemei3ts  ^rike 
A  l^i^ediparKfi/  tjjcy  \^'}i>  do thi  Tike. 


iW,  (b^iff  ;^(;o(pp)ish^( 

To  show  tbe  ppep^  ~  ^ 

And,  as  maturity 

Made  just  ,tU'  adept  |]^}3f  jyi 'djaJ^ 

T*  ensnr^  tbftpersevej|B|qc^j^1(*^  coor 


^i^n.hisdhin; 


»%toa,«.; 


And  give  yoiff  WPlwtiwus  MOKct  ^t  51'*1brte, 
Send  him  to  Qol\^<^*.\  JSu^.vffTe  be'taU&'d^ 
Or  in  one  artjidl^'.q'vice  rpclaim^d,  *  '"'  ' 
Where  no  regaj:4  of^pnl'jpancos  is  shown 
Or  look'd/or.pQW^t^o lauli  mast  t)e  his  owo. 
Some  sneaking  v5rt^^  Turks  In  hioa>  no  doubt, 
Whe5ia,;peit,W^^st|iuaipets*  charms,  nor  drikrag- 
Nor'gamJ^liog  uracti^es,  can  0nd  it  out.  [bod; 

Such  youths  of  spirit,,  ^nd  that  spirit  too. 
Ye  nur$*iie^  of  ou^;  I>uys,  wc  owe  to  vou  :  * 

Though  from  ourselves  fhe  qaischief  more  procecdi, 
For  public  schools  His  public  folly  feeds. 
The  6lav^,af  custom  and  establish^  mode, 
AVith  packhorse  constancy  we  keep  the  road, 
Crookc^  or  straight,  through  quags  or  thorny  ddh^ 
True  to.^l^fliiU^liDg  of  our  leadcr^s  bells. 
To  follow  foplish  precedents,  and  wink 
With  both  our  eyes,  h  easier  than  to  think : 
And  suph  ao  a^e  as  ours  baulks  no  expense, 
Kxcept  of  caution,  and  of  common-sense; 
Else,  sure,  notorious  fact,  and  proof  so  plain. 
Would  tuni  our  steps  into  a  wiser  train. 
I  bfao^e  not  those,  who  wltli  what  care  they  caa 
P'^xw^tch  the  numerous  and  uuruly  clan  ; 
Or,  it  I  blame,  'tis  only  that  they  dIaT*; 
Promise  a  work,  of  which  they  must  despair. 
Have  ye,  ye  sage  intendauts  of  the  whole, 
A  ubioyarian  presence  and  control, 
Elisha's  eye,  that,  when  Gchazi  strayed. 
Went  with  him,  and  saw  all  the  ;^nme  he  playM? 
Yes — ye  are  conscious  i  and  on  all  the  shelves 
Your  pupils  strike  upot^  have  stni^V  yourseSvo. 
Or  if,  hy^  nature  sober,  ye  badl^en,  ^ 

§uys  as.yc.w^re,  the |:ravUy.<if  men ;  ' 
e  knew  at  Icas^  by  constant'  proofs  address^  " 
To  ears  ^  eyes,  the  vicf*s  of  the  test.' 
But  ye  iOODi?iye  '^  wht^t  ye  b^nifot  cur^ 
Aju^  jpvils.  pot  tp  be  en^ur^d^  (^ndur^^ 
Lest  p(^Vexerte^  W.  vTthoV^  •P<ji^ 
SboaW  4»^V^!  the  BtUe  yentiin  'ftttl  tesfc. 
Ye  quce  were  jj|wtj[y  f^mM  fer^fe'i^j^foj  Ibrtit 
Undoubtful  6^]im^i^Dym  j^Ouine'^orth  ^ 
And  in'  tji^  'ptw^epy^  ^ip^^^.A^ 


Aglory.>rjgfj^^^^^^ 

Ofj?peUj;aisybyyoi -^-'^ 

PeacetpthepipUf.il- 
And  no  such  ({ghte  pixf^, 
Our.s^rtpyLpgij^qe^Jp 
M  flctjtlm  Tnldfpghij] 

And  seem,  ifjudg'd  by  dieir  expres»Ve  looks. 
Deeper  Itk  oo«^e  th^n  in  fheji;  sumoos*  hooks. 
Say»  Muscii  (for  pducatip^  made  the  song, 
NoMuse  can  besitatCj  or  libber  long)^ 
What  causes  n^ve  lisjikncyirig  as  we  must. 
That  these  mne^erieiifl  ^  thc^  trust, 


,  anddirino. 


yig  ifi  ttiet^  stead, 
out  |rnh^silieh  rayi, 

by  their 
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To  send  our  40ns  to  scont  apd  scaniper  there, 
While  co\\a  and  puppi6s  ^6sl!  tti  ^  bmeti  cane  ?    ' 

Be  it  a  Weakness,  it  deservet  sohi6  prafscf,    *    ' 
We  love  tbe  ptayplace  of  otit  eriWy  6^*y*';    '         ' 
TThe  scene  is  loucTiiiigf/artd'tH^  fiejirtlrsfent;  ' 
That  feels  oot  at  tbac  ^^t;*  d^fl  feel*  W  htWC.     '  • 
The  wall  on  which  we  tried*  dtii'  traWri^  skilly  '   ' 
TheYeryn»mewedirvM5lihM^Sftg'rt?n'»    '     '    " 
The  bench  on  which  W^'siit  i*lfe  ^eptiilif/t&f6' 
Tho^  mangled,  ha<ikM,  and  hew»d^'ttot^t  de«r6y\l ; 
The  little  ones,  unbiitMnnlJ  j^1<#^^  hot, '   '" "    - ' 
Playing;  o«i^  ji;*ipes,  'dttd  6h  WeVcty  tp6ti  "    ' '/  I 
As  happy  89  we  onceJt6^ktjecl  atid'draw'        '     '    , 
Thechklky  ringi  andlknudkfe'dow'rt'atUw-t         *! 
To  pitch  the  ball  into  ^  |rounded  Hat;       -  ^' 
Or  drive  it  devious  with  a  dext'roaff  |«it  j  ■*'  '   '"  ' 

The  pleasini^  spectacle  at  ohc^.ttcdhlis  '    -^ '  ■ 

Such  recoTtection  of  our  own' delights,  "    '•  '  * 
That,  viewing  it,  we  seettf  klttiost't' bbfjihi  '       '* '  I 
Oar  innocent  sweet  simple' year^^Wgaln.  ;•••': 

This  fond  attachment  to  the  WelUknbWn  ^ade; '  " 
Whence  first  we  started  into  tlf(tf*s'1bng  t^atW;    '^" 
Maintains  it*s  hold  with  StiCb  tinftflhig'  »Way;  ' 
We  feel  it  cv*n  in  age,  and  dt  our  la^6Jst  cfaV. 
Hark  !  how  the  sire  of  chUs,  whode  fUttUt^  tYirt^  ' 
Of  classic  food  begins  to  be  his  cari*,  ■  •' 

With  his  own  likeness  plac*d  ori  eirheirkne<tf. 
Indulges  all  a  lather's  heart-fbit  glee  ^  '    '      '  '' 
And  tells  them,  as  he  strokes  their  slfvet  lbck«r; 
That  they  must  soon  learn  Latin,  and  to  b6x ;    ' '  ' 

Then  turning  be  regales  his  list'ning  wife • 

With  all'tb'  adventures  of  his  early  life ;     '  ' ;  '' 
His  skill  in  coachmanship,  or  driving  chalis^,   '  ''   ' 
In  bilking  tavern  bills,  and  spouting  |i1ays ; 
What  shifts  he  us'd,  detected  In  a  scrape,  \ 

How  he  was  floggM,  or  had  the  luck  t*  etdat^ie'^  " 
What  sums  he  Tpst  at  play,  and  how  he  Hold  - 
Watch,  seals,  and  all — till  all  his  pranlu  are  totd.^ 
Retracing  thus  his  frolics,  (*t!$  a  name  '  ' 

That  palliates  deeds  of  folly  and  of  shaitre) 
He  gives  the  local  bias  all  it's  sway ;  '     '  •  1 

Resulves  that  where  he  play'd  his  sons  shall  pToy,' 
And  destines  their  bright  genius  to  be  shown 
Ju»t  in  the  scene,  where  he  dispTay'd  his  own. 
The  meek  and  bashful  boy  will  soon  be' taught,  ' 
To  be  as  bold  and  forward  as  he  ought ; 
The  rude  will  scuffle  throhgh  With  ease  enough* 
Gr^t  schools  suit  best  the  sturdy  atld  the  rovigh. 
Ah  happy  designation,  prudent  eholc^is,'  1 

Th*  event  is  hure  j  expect  it ;  and  rejoice  !  '       ' 
Soon  see  your  wish  fi^lfiR'd  iri  either  chiM, 
The  pert  made  perter,  and  the  taibe  th^de  lAr^d.   ' 

The  great  indeed,  by  titles^  tichw,  birffc.         '  I 
Excus'd  th*  encunab'rande  of  rttore  soTId  i^dtPth," '  ■ 
Are  best  dispos'd  of  wherti  with  triost  snccesi^     '  i 
They  may  acouire  that  Confident!  ttddi^,'"""  / 
Those  habits  oT  profuse  ?ifld  lewd  fexj^eriife^ ..)../  | 
That  fcpm  of  all  dellshtq  btrt  those  of  sense,     '  ' 
Which,  though  in  plain  pfebfetahs  w6  coridemni     t 
With  so  mudj  reason  all  expect  U^tti  ih<^m. '       ; 
But  families  of  less  itlusrriotfs  fhme,  '    '     ••   '  ' 
Whose  chief  distinction  is  their  sppth^  natne. 
Whose  heirs/  their   honour^  nottc/  thdr  hicbme^ 

small, 
M«st  shine  by  true  desert ,  or  not  at  iA% 
What  dream  they  of,  that  with  so  Kttle  care 
They  risk  their  hopes,  their  dearest  treasure',  there  ? 
'Ilvey  dream  of  Tittle  Charles  or  William  gracM 
With  wig  proUxi  down  flowing  t«  his  wvist ; 


They  see  th'  attentive  crowds  his  talents  draw. 

They  hear  Mm  speak-^-the  etnde  of  law. 

Tbe  father,  wbft  deiigos  his  babe  a  priest* 

Dreams  him  efiiseopaUy  nich  at  len&t ; 

And,  whyle<lbe  plajrfa)  joekey  scours  the  reom 

Briskly,  aUrtde  updn -the.  parlour  braoB»> 

In  fan<sy«ee»tlita»  mopompecUy  ride 

In  coachi«itb.p«nplelih^and  mtiros'^on  itVi'idt. 

Events  improM)leiiiidilri«se«s  thcae. 

Which  onty>«L  piriPeolal^^ye  fordsted, 

A  public  scliDoi«haa'brasg:t<» pass  with  easo^ 

But  how  !  itBiicke»iriiob.]virta6  In  that  «ir. 

As  most  create:9ii(iq[fpetiiio  lor  prap*r  I 

And  wilhHtwtetliedntnihimBU  the  zeal. 

That  candklatal  fw  such  a^pferize  sheukl  feel. 

To  take  tbe  Iwdidndtefthvelfteeiiost  still 

In  all  true  worlhaadilUeoMy  skill  ^ 

"  Ah4riln*toihnghtf(itnyityV'UntsMigbt 

The  knowtadg^offthBtworld^anddnil  oCthoagbtl 

ChurchufiMMs  ait  site  iidwayanounted  best 

By  ]aaAm«d'0lei4cs»  aad  ijatn'iata  proiatt>d. 

Th'  exalted  pnae  demands  on  upward  look, 

N^  tb  tWfibhnd  by  paring  on  a  book. 

Small  skill  iii.IjBlia,i  and  sfill  lem  in  Greek, 

Is  more  than  adequate  to  all  I  seek. 

Let  emdWo^fvafie  him,  or  oot  graee, 

i  give  the  baabl&  bat  tbe  aeeond  place ; 

Hi^vpialtfa,  SMme,  hottours»  all  that  I  intend. 

Subsist  and^oentre  in  000  point— «  friend. 

A  friend,  whate^he  studies  or  neglects, 

Shall  giv«  him  ceHooyscnoe»  heal  all  defects. 

His  iabercoors^'wlth  pears,  and  sons  of  peer^^ — 

There  dawns  th^aptendoor  ^f  Ims  future  years : 

In  that  bright' qoaiter  bis  pfopitious  skies 

Shall  blush  betimes,  and  there  his  .s^lory  rise. 

YtMf  IJLanMt^  audi  Your   Grace/    what   school 


A  rhM/irie'al]ua)  to  those  pavta'of  speech  ? 
What  neadof  Hbmer's  vcrnt^  or  TuUy's  prose. 
Sweet  HMii^fons  I  if  he  kam  Uit  those  ? 
Let  rev'rend  ohurls  bis  tgnoranco  rebuke, 
Who  starve  upon  si  dog's-earM  Pentateuch, 
The  parflod  knows  enough,  who  knows  a  duke«*' 
Egregious  purpose  f  woyihiiy  begoo 
In  bark^rons'piwstitatno  of  your  son ; 
Presold  on  kit  put  by- means,  that  would  disgrace 
A  scriv'ni0f%  clerk,  or  feotottaa.  out  of  place. 
And  eadikigy  f f  at  iast  it's  end  be  gain'd, 
In  sacrilesjiev'ta  Q«Ps  oWn  house  profaned. 
It'QMiy  soMtneds  and,  if  bis  sins  should  call 
For  morvjthiMl common  punishnMnt,  it  shall ; 
llie  wretch -shhilriic^.andho  the  thing  on  Earth 
I^ast.qpmlliM>MKhoooa(vl^nMdg,  worthy 
To  occupy ' a'kao^ed^  svwful •  post* 
In  which  tbe>bmfcm«li  worthiest  tremble  most. 
Tbe  roifal  Ut$en doet  a  «th'm9 <Qf  couiae, 
A  kingy  that  woqld,  might  noommend  his  hon:c; 
And  deattH  no»«loabt,  iand  ohapters,  with  one  voice. 
As  boubd  in  dmy>  wook^confinn  the  choice. 
Behokh'ifoar  bishop)  .WcU  be  plays  his  {lart. 
Christian,  in  name,  and  infidel  in  heart, 
Gb<tfttT  IhofBoe,  darthly  in  his  plan, 
A'iirtav^'hffceiirt,  sfHrnrhcrea  lady's  man. 
Ddtnb  as  a  senator,  and  as  a  priest  * 
A  pleeoofmeroehoreh-ftiraiturs  at  best; 
To  live  estranged  from  Ood  bis  total  scope. 
And  his  end  snre,  without  one  glimpse  of  hopob 
Rnt  fair  although  and  feasible  it  seem. 
Depend  not  much  upon  your  goMen  dream; 
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For  Providence,  tiitt  NttOM  conoernM  t*  eiempc 

The  hallowed  bench  from  ebsottite  ocwtMBpt, 

In  spite  of  all  the  wriggler*  into  place, 

Still  keepa  a  teat  or  two  for  worth  and  fgnee ;    ' 

And  therefore  'tit;  thai,  though  the  tight  be  rare. 

We  tometimet  tee  a  Lowth  or  Bag(A  there. 

Betides,  tchiKtI-friendtbipt  are  not  alwa^t  foimd^ 

Though  fair  iu  promite,  permanent  anA  sound; 

The  most  disinCrested  and  virtnous  minds. 

In  early  years  connected,  time  nnbhids ; 

New  situations  gire  a  different  cast  ' 

Of  habit,  inclination,  temper,  taste; 

And  he,  that  seemM  our  counterpartal  first. 

Soon  shows  the  strong  similitude  rerersM. 

Young  heads  are  giddy,  and  young  hearts  ire  wano. 

And  make  mistakes  for  manhood  to  reform. 

Boys  are  at  best  but  pretty  buds  nnbiown, 

Whose  scent  and  hues  are  rather  grress'd  than  kfMWB ; 

Each  dreams  that  each  is  just  what  he  appears. 

But  learns  his  errour  in  maturer  years. 

When  disposition,  like  a  tail  unftnrIM, 

Shows  all  it's  rents  aud  patches  to  the  woiM^ 

If,  therefore,  ev'n  when  honest  in  design, 

A  boyish  friendship  may  so  soon  decKne, 

nVere  wiser,  snre,  t'  inspire  a  little  heart 

With  juit  abhorrence  of  so  mean  a  part, 

Than  set  your  son  to  work  at  a  rile  ttmde» 

For  wsges  so  unlikely  to  be  paid. 

Our  public  hivc^  of  puerile  resort, 
That  are  of  chief  and  most  approvM  report,. 
To  such  base  hopes,  in  many  a  sordid  soot, 
Owe  their  repute  in  part  but  not  the  whole. 
A  principle,  whose  proud  pretensions  pQisa 
Unquestion'd,  though  the  jewel  be  but  gia$9-^ 
That  with  a  world,  not  often  oTcrntce, 
Ranks  as  a  virtue,  and  is  yet  a  vice; 
Or  rather  a  gross  compound,  justly  tried. 
Of  envy,  hatred,  jealousy,  and  pride — 
Contributes  most  perhaps  t*  enhance  their  Hme  ; 
And  emulation  is  it*s  specious  nsme. 
Boys,  once  on  fire  with  that  contentious  zeal. 
Feel  all  the  rage,  that  female  rivals  feel ; 
The  prize  of  beautj'  in  a  woman*s  eyes 
Kot  brighter  than  m  theirs  the  scholar's  prize. 
The  spirit  of  that  comtietition  boms 
With  all  varieties  of  ill  b^  turns  ; 
Each  vainly  maentfies  his  own  s\icees8, 
Resents  his  fellow's,  wishes  It  were  less, 
Exults  in  his  miscarriage,  if  he  fiiil,   • 
Deems  his  reward  too  great,  if  he  prevail. 
And  labours  to  surpass  him  day  and  night. 
Less  for  unprovement  than  to  tickle  sbhe. 
The  spur  is  pow'rful,  and  I  grant  it's  force  j 
It  pricks  the  genius  forward  in  hVi  course. 
Allows  short  time  for  play,  and  none  for  ^oth  | 
And,  felt  alike  by  each,  advances  both  s 
But  jud^,  where  so  much  evil  intervenes, 
Tlic  end,  though  plausible,  nOt  worth  the  ineaM. 
Weigh,  for  a  moment,  classical  desert 
Against  a  heart  deprav'd  and  temper  hurt ; 
Hurt  too  perhaps  for  Tiffe ;  fbr'early  wrong, 
Done  to  the  nobler  part,  affects  ft  long  j 
And  you  are  staunch  indeed  in  learning's  eaiise^^ 
If  you  can  crown  a  discipline,  that  draws 
Sach  mischiefs  after  it,  wHh  much  applause. 

Connexion  formM  for  interest,  and-endear»d 
By  selfish  views,  thus  censor'd  and  cashier'd ; 
And  emulation,  as  engend'ring  hate, 
Doom'd  to  a  no  ieis  ignominJQut  fate : 


The  f90m  af 'aatb  firoid  awBiBaiiet  MM, 

The  Jaohhi  and  tte  Bou  oit^no  all. 

Great  sohMia  r^eol^  tfaei^  «athiMe  that  ■well 

Beyond  a  slse  ttatiettrte  nftnaf^  wal^ 

Shall  royal  iottltttliaaB  maa  the  hayia» 

A nd  snliU'  •cadeMea -rnin  ^k  the  praiae  ? 

Force  not  my  drMt> beyiiaiArittf  j«sfc  iolflQt. 

I  praise  a  school  aa  Bope«i9Dvaraoiewti 

So  take  mv  jitdgpest  Ni.UH.Ialigaafe  diMsVly 

*<  \Vh«li^ar  ta  bcrt'Adniniitw'^  ia  bnt^> 

Few  boys  a«c  bomwitk  taleifts  thaftMoal, 

But  all  are  capaUe  oftlMMg  wdlf 

Theo'iik  not,  Wtalter  lioDBiad^  large ; 

But,  Watch  «bey  atrictly»  or  aa^ert  t^r  ckaiye  > 

If  anxi«a»  anly,  ihatithcir  boya  fnay  icopri^ 

White  morolf  Ksttgnidi,  aid«spiB*4eoooeni, 

The  great  aad  flsall  ilcser««iie  coimBo»  hUmmp 

Difffraiit  \m  aise,  but  in  affeot  the  mnm. 

Much  zeal  in  virtoe'aoetta  aH  teicbcisboflflt, 

Thoayh  tnotkea  of  taaro  !«««  away  Hie  muat ; 

Thereibre  iii>tewm  and  eities  tliey.^boMBd. 

For  there  l«ie  fjuna  they  aeek  ia  easiai*  found  ; 

Though  there,  iB<apiteh46aii  that  ease  can  ^o^ 

Traps  to  oalcta  yanrth  areiBQst  abnadMsi  too. 

If  sbnml,  and  of  a  wall  Qodttnietad  bnia. 

Keen  in  putiait,  and  vighmu  to  retain, 

YOttV«oar CMM  forth  •  lawiigy  cf  abll ; 

As,  wheresoever  taught,  ao  furoi'd,  ha  will; 

The  pedago|m*»  with  aetf-oomplaoeotair. 

Claims  mure^an  half  the  praise  as  hia  due  i 

But  if,  liitli  alt  lus  geniws  be  betray. 

Not  mora  intelligeat  than  tooaa  and  gay« 

Such  vicious  haibita,  as  disgrace  his  naoae. 

Threaten  his  haaltb,  his  foctune,  and  hiaf 

Though  waat  of  due  rettraint  alone  have  bred 

The  ;»ymptoms,  4hat  you  aee  with  aa  mich  t 

Uneavied  there,  he  may  sustain  aloua 

The  whole  rapvoach,  the  foalt  was  all  km  owb. 

O  Oia  » tight  to  be' with  joy  pcrua>d. 
By  all  whom  seatiment  taaanofc  abna'd  ; 
New.fongled  senlfnient,  the  boasted  givce 
Of  those,  who  never  feet  io  the  vigfaa  place  g 
A  sight  surpass  by  none  that  we  Mas  sho«»  < 
'Though  Veatrfioawe  legstilishiatfhalow} 
A  father  blest  witkao  Ipgonttdaa  sstv 
Pkther,  and  friend,  mod  totoiv  «ll  Ivvomu- 
How  l-'^mm  agsiin  to  talesi  leaigmca  fio^Bl^ 
/Esop,  and  ^h»drua,  aad  the  r-rrf?     TUhj  tf 
He  will  iiot  bluiAi,  that  has  a  ftftber's  hant. 
To  take  In  ahildith  plays  a  MnMish  put  | 
But  bends  Ms  aturdyhack  tosiay  toy» 
That  yooth'  taheapleaidvw  iu^  to  pleaae  bia  bay  ; 
Then  whf  i«Hlgn'  into  a  trtiiangei^  hawl 
A  Uskaa  «iilch  •within  your  own  aanmand^ 
That  God  atldfwM««,  and  pour  int'aeit  too^ 
Seem  with  one  ti>ioe  todelegatla  to  you  i 
Why  blM  a-hidgkif  in  a'tenaawnknnwn 
For  one,  %h06h  tendtMst  thongfato  sdl  hover  worn 

yo«rf«fWta^ 
This  saoMril  Vreaihig,  ncedkasaast  ia« 
How  does  it  laiB>rtite  hoM  yoarhcwtmnd  lusl 
Th*  iddeNled  stMt,  that  lo^  day  by  (day 
Notch  aftH  nortch,  flit  all  are  amoithM  a«ny; 
Bears  wwaeai,  tong*^e  Wa^^nuntM  oonsn^ 
With  what  ioteMB  d«siir«s  he  wtals  hia  hoona. 
Bot  though  theje^v  be  tiopeabeneatb  yonr  racf 
Bid  fair  enettgh  tcv  ansntor  ia  the  pnoT, 
Harmless,  and  «afo,  and  «iat*i»l  at  thqr  •■% 
A  diaappointmeot  waiUhiai  even  thenar 
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Arriv'd,  he  fecif  an  nnexpected  chaogf, 

He  blushes,  hMigs  bia  bund,  k  thy.  aiid  flrnog^,     , 

No  longer  ukes,  at  ettcay  withfaari^aa  e«M» 

liis  fiiv^rite  atand  bat«ae»  his  faUHrifa,Iulaea», 

But  seeks  t^  cornerof  aonedisUttleaat,  • 

And  eyes  the  door,  and  aulshea  mtibtwU       . 

Ami,  lean  famitiar  iiham  b&cboiiU1)e'BuM^;.    .. .  ^ 

Feels  all  his  hSfipiert  pfhttagtscltAt     .    <  . ) 

A  Us,  poor  bay  i  the  natural  oflecft  .      i 

Of  iove  by  ^ibaence  ohill'd  Iota  svapcoL 

Say,  what  aodoniplidKaMalsy  aft  Boho6l  aequit'd, ; 

Brings  be»  to  aweaoeu  liraita  so  «ndfair'«i  ?    > 

Thou  well  deserv'st  at  alsenatfid  aoii» 

ITnless  thy  xMQSoioQs  bear!  aoknearteiigo—- flone  s   . 

I*loii0  tfafttf  m  thy  doioatic  snug  reocfiB, 

He  had  not  maOe  his^ovn  with  more  addresflr   ■ 

Though  sOTiie  perbapa.  that  shock  tkf  feeliog  mind, 

And  better  oerer  leam*d>  or  left  briiilid« 

Add  too.  that,  tfaua  astrahg'd,  thou  cnaal  obteits 

By  no  kind  aits  bis  eonfidoua  again ;. 

That  here  beglne  with  iBCBt  tiwt  long  complaiiit . 

Of  filial  franknaaa  kfft,  «od  lafsa  grm  famt» 

Which,  oft  neglected,  in  life's  waahig  years 

A  parent  pours  into  regardlesB  ears. 

Like  caterpillars,  doiglrog  ander  trees 
By  slender  threads,  and  swinging  in  iba  tceoaa^    . 
Which  filthily  bewray  and  sore  disgrace 
The  boughs*  io  which  are  to^  tb'  unaaaaUy  race ; 
While  evVy  worm  industriously  tMeavea 
And  winds  his  areb  about  dM  rivetl'd  leaves  ( 
So  nun[iYuosare  the  follies,  that  annoy  .    . 

The  mind  and  heart  otf ev'ry  sprigibtly  hof(; 
Imaginations  noxious  and  perversa^ 
Which  adflBoaitioD  can  akme  dispone. 
Th*  encroaching  nuisance  asks  a  faithful  bead, 
Patient,  afieotioiiate,  of  b|gh  commaody 
To  check  the  procreation  of  a  breed 
Sure  to  exhaofit  the  plant,  on  whk:h  they  feed* 
Tis  SMt  enough,  tbat  Greek  or  Bom^n  pege^ 
At  stated  hours,  bis  freakish  thoughts  eogage  $ 
Kv'n  in  his  pastimes  he  requires  m  fiiead.  • 

To  warn,  and  teach  him  saSfely  to  oabend  ^ 
O'er  all  bia  pleasores  grutly  to  preside. 
Watch  his  easoliens,  and  ountrol  tbatr  tide  ; 
And  levying  thusj^  and  with  an  easy  sway» 
A  tax  of  profit  liron  bia 'very  pla^» 
T*  impress  a  iral ue^  not  to  be  cca^»  [wa^ta 

On  mtomeuta  sqaaiBder^d  else,  and  ranning  all  to 
And eseasB  it- aotbing  io  a  iatber'a  €f% 
1  hat  utiiniprOTVi  those  oaany  momeots  fly  ? 
And  is  he  «eli  eanteot  his  son  abonid  find 
No  mm risb quant  toifeed  his  gxx)wiag  luiad*        . 
But  oonjugaaed  verba,  and  nounadticlia'd  ? 
For  such  is  all  the  meotai  ^oofl  puf  vep'd 
By  publio  haeknie9  in  the  sabOoUng  taade; .       , 
Who  feed  a  pupils i»telkctw4Ah.8iar0    • 
Of  Kvnlax,  truly,  but  with  little  nofe; 
Dismiss  their  cares,  when  they  dismiss  their  Axik^ 
JAschmaa.tlieaissiresyAiid  fovem'd  by  a  clocl^.  i 
Perhaps  a  fatht^r,  blest  with  any.hiains^ 
Would  deem^  it  no  abwSeK<er.  WwAo.of  iwinir  - . 
T*  improve-  this  diet^  at  no  great- expes^se^  ,    , 
With  sairVry  truth  end  erhotooci^ceminaqsefiqe^ 
To  lead  hissoo^  fiv  piDspecte  pf  ^ightk, 
To  some  not  steep^  4hough  pbUocepblc*  height* 
Thence  Co  cahibitio  bis  wond'ving  eyes 
Yo»  oivdin^  worlds,  their  diatanoe,  and  their  si^e, 
llie  moons  ef  Jove,  and  Saturn's  belu4  ball| 
And  tbe  basmenieiifl  osder  of  them  all  ^ 


To  show  him  in  an  insect  or  a  flowV 
Sucb,ii)jcnK»ci>pic  proof  of  9l^il|  and  pow'r. 
As,  hrd  from  u^es  past,  God  now  displays, 
To  combat  athcUi^  with  in  modern  days  i 
To  spread  the  E?ii-th. before  hirp,  aqd  commend'. 
With,  designation  of  the  fiuger^s  end. 
It's  various  parts  to  his  aiteptive  note, ' ' 
Thus  bringing  home  to  him  the  most  remote  ; 
To  trad)  his  heart  to  glow  with  gen*rou»  flame. 
Caught  from  the  deo<i$  of  meo  <^  apcient  fame : 
And,  more  than  all,  with  c<)mmendatioa  duc^ 
To  set  some  living  worthy  fp  his  view. 
Whose  fair  example  may.  at  once  inspire 
A  wish  if>  Qopy^  what  l^e  inust  admire. 
Such  knowUdj^e  {^Q*d  l^timcs,  and  which  appears 
Though  solid,  pot  ttK)  weighty  for  his  years,    - 
Sweet  in  itself,  and  not  forbidding  sport, 
.  When  health  demands  it.  of  athletic  sort, 
Woald  make  X\\m — what  some   bvely  boys  hare 

teen, 
And  more  thau  one  perhaps  that  I  have  seen— 
An  evidence  and  reprehension  both 
Of  the  mere  schoolboy's  lean  and  tardy  growth. 

Art  thou  a  man  profeasionally  tied. 
With  all  thy  faculties  elsewhere  applied. 
Too  busy  to  intend  a  meaner  care. 
Than  how  t'  enrich  thyself,  and  next  thine  heir ; 
Or  art  thou  (as  though  rich,  perhaps  thou  art) 
But  poor  in  knowledge,  having  none  t'  impart : — 
Behold  that  figure,  neat,  though  plainly  clad  ^ 
His  sprightly  mingled  with  a  shade  of  sad  ; 
Not  of  a  nimble  tongue,  though  now  and  then 
Heard  to  articuiatp.  like  other  men ; 
No  jester,  and  yet  lively  in  discourse. 
His  phrase  well  chosen,  clear,  and  full  of  force ; 
And  his  address,  if  not  quite  French  in  ease, 
Not  English  stifi^  but  frank,  and  form'd  to  please  ; 
Low  in  tlie  worlds  because  he  scorns  it's  arts  ; 
A  man  of  letters,  maouers,  morals,  parts  ; 
Unpataoniz'd,  and  therefore  little  known  ; 
Wise  for  himself  and  bis  few  friends  alone — 
In  him  thy  well-appointed  proxy  see, 
ArmM  for  a  work  too  difficult  for  (hee  ; 
Prepar'd  by  taste,  by  learning,  and  true  worth. 
To  form  thy  sun,  to  strike  his  genius  forth; 
Beneath  thy  roof,  beneaUi  thine  eye,  to  prove 
The  force  of  discipline,  when  backM  by  love  ; 
To  double  all  thy  pleasure  in  thy  child, 
His  mind  itiforuiM,  his  morals  undefil'd. 
Safe  under  sui  h  a  viiig,  the  boy  shall  show 
No  spots  couti  acted  among  grooms  below, 
Ner  taint  ])is  speech  with  meannesses-,  designM 
By  footman  Tom  for  witty  and  refin'd. 
There,  in  tijs  commerce  with  the  liv'ried  herd, 
Lurks'the  coutag'on  chieBy  to  be  fear'd; 
For  since  (so  fashion  dictatt^s)  all,  who  cUim 
A  higher  tliAQ.a  mere  plebeiau  fame. 
Find  it  e^pedieot^  come  what  mischief  may. 
To  entertain  a  thief  or  twojn  pay, 
(And  they  that  cap  afiurd  th*  expense  of  more. 
Some  h^jf  a  dozen,  and  some  half  a  score) 
Great' cause  occurs,  to  save  him, from  a  band 
So  sure  i)  spoil  him,  and  so  near  at  hand^ 
A  point  s^cur'd,  if  once  he  oe  supplied 
With  some  such  Mentor  always  at  his  side. 
Are  such  men  rare  ?  perhaps  they  would  aboand. 
Were  occupation  easier  to  l»e  found, 
Weie  edttpation,  else  so  sure  to  fad. 
Conducted  on  a  manageable  scale, 
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And  schools  that  have  outliv'd  all  jwt  eiteem, 

Exchanged  for  the  secure  domestic  acheme.-— 

But,  having  found  him,  be  thou  duke  «r  earl. 

Show  thou  hast  sense  enough  to  prize  the  pearl, 

And,  as  thou  wouldst  th'  advancement  of  thine  heir 

In  all  good  faculties  beneath  hit  care^ 

Respect,  at  is  but  rational  and  juft, 

'A  man  dccm'd  woifthy  of  so  dear  a  trust 

Despised  by  thee,  what  more  can  be  expcoi 

From  youthful  folly  than  the  tame  pegiod  } 

A  flat  and  (atal  negative  obtains 

That  instant  upon  all  his  future  paioa; 

His  lessons  tire,  his  mild  rebukea  offend^ 

And  all  th*  instnictioos  of  thy  son's  bM  fnml 

Are  a  stream  cbok'd,  or  trickling  to  m'^wL 

Doom  him  not  then  to  solitary  neiils^ 

But  recollect,  that  he  has  sense,  and  feels  ; 

And  that,  possessor  of  a  soul  reflofd, 

An  upright  heart,  and  cultivated  mind. 

His  post  not  mean,  his  talents  oot  unknown. 

He  deems  it  hard  to  vegetate  alone. 

And,  if  admitted  at  thy  board  he  tit, 

Acronntbini  no  just  mark  ibr  idle  wit; 

Offend  not  him,  whom  modesty  restrains 

From  repartee,  with  jokes  that  he  disdains ; 

Much  Ie$s  transfix  his  feelings  with  an  oath  ; 

Kor  frown,  unless  be  vanish  with  the  cloth. — 

And,  trust  me,  his  utility  may  reach 

To  more  than  he  is  hir*d  or  bouml  to  teach ; 

Much  trash  unutterM,  and  some  ills  undone, 

Through  revVeoce  of  the  censor  of  thy  son. 

But,  if  thy  table  be  indeed  unclean, 
Foul  with  excess,  and  with  discourse  obeeene. 
And  thou  a  wretch,  whom,  foll*wing  her  old  plan 
Tlie  World  accounts  an  honourable  mao» 
Because  forsooth  thy  courage  has  been  tried 
And  stood  the  test  perhaps  on  the  wrong  side  I 
Though  thou  hadst  never  grace  enough  to  prove, 
'  That  any  thing  but  vice  could  win  thy  love  ;— 
Or  hast  thou  a  polite,  card-playing  wife, 
Chained  to  the  routs  that  she  frequents  for  life  ; 
Who  just  when  industry  begins  to  snore. 
Flies,  wing'd  with  joy,  to  some  coach-crowded  door  ; 
And  thrice  in  ev*ry  winter  throngs  thine  own 
With  half  the  chariots  and  sedakis  in  town. 
Thyself  meanwhile  e'en  shifting  as  tbon  mayst ; 
Not  very  sober  though,  nor  very  chaste : 
Or  is  thme  liouse,  though  less  superb  thy  rank. 
If  not  a  scene  of  pleasure,  a  mere  blank. 
And  thou  at  best,  and  in  thy  sob'rest  mood, 
A  trifler  vain,  and  empty  of  all  good ; 
Though  m^cy  for  thyself  thou  canst  have  none. 
Hear  Nature  plead,  show  mercy  to  thy  son. 
Sav*d  from  his  home,  where  ev'ry  day  brings  forth 
Some  mischief  fatal  to  his  future  worth. 
Find  him  a  better  in  a  distant  spot, 
Within  some  pious  pastor's  hurabla  cot, 
Where  vile  example  (youri  I  chiefly  mean. 
The  most  seducing,  and  the  oft'nest  seen) 
May  never  noore  be  stamp'd  upon  his  breast. 
Not  ytt  perhaps  incurably  impresf;'d. 
Where  early  rest  makes  early  rising  sore, 
Disease  or  comes  not,  or  fiods  easy  cure. 
Prevented  much  by  diet  neat  and  plain  ; 
Or,  if  it  entCi^  yocm  starv'd  out  again  : 
Where  all  th*  attention  of  his  faithful  host, 
Discreetly  limited  to  two  at  most, 
May  raise  such  fruits,  as  shall  reward  bis  care 
And  not  at  last  evaporate  in  air : 


Where,  stillnMi-pMinf  study,  MdUiniid 
Serenf,  aiidtW>]^d«itiea  amh  ndmfA, 
Not  ocenpM  i»  day-dranpif ,  as  «t  hetot. 
Of  pleasures  |NMt,  qctlollica.^ft  ^ictgn. 
His  virtiioaa.(oil  mmf  inrnwufit  4I.  last 
In  settWJi«|iitail4  d#DiMklMl#jr-. 
Bat  whom  do  I  advige?^  tM|p^igi*M# 
Th'  hKorrigiUy  wi)Mc<fh«4fl»(»  md  4«di»      - 
Whon^«att  and  cool  dalibafMio^fwt   :^ 
Not  b^elUv  n«9fetha«*spa(*flta«^biir; 
.  Who,  if  their  soup  fo«a  sti|M^  ^mm€^mm^ 
]>eeni  it  of  no  gsaadt  f9fHiMpit  9liiap»ite  «litt»f 
'  Too  prood  V  <idopt  thg  tlwnJtoiloo»  iirtis<sn 
And  mw^  Wo  gay  t'  Hv0*my.el^^km  owii  - 
<*  Butisonfi^,  m^  1 "  «ieth90g|Mbe  I 
'*  Mankind  are 'various,  and  the  world  ia 
the  osliiQib  lilliefi^qf  Hie  fm^tm^AUk^ 
Aodioim'd  of  OQ(ifitl)oiii  a,|Koa«|'a  I 
Commits  h«c  €»ggs,  incuvtioifh:  to  lk»  4ast, 
Porget^tbsi^  the  jixtt  may  emsh  iche  imt ; 
And,  while  Off  poblic  nms^iiftt  th«r  vtfy. 
Not  knowing,  aitid  too  »ft  notauiBHW  why,, 
Irrational  in.  what  th^  Ihua  pocCer, 
No  few,  that  would  saem  wise,  leaemble  ber. 
JBot  all  are  not  alike,    Thy  waraiag  voice 
May  here  nnd  Ihofe  prevent  erponcDoa  cboiee  ; 
And  soma  p^i)haps»  who,  busy  m  tk(ty  ate 
Tet  iiMike  tb^r  progeny  their  dearest  earn,    [veacfa 
(Whose  hearU  will  ache»  oocc  told  what  ills  mar 
Their  aflhnring,  left  up<ai  so  wiid  a  beach) 
iTill  need  n^  sferest  of  argument  t'  enlbroe 
Th'  expedienee  of  a  leas  advent'i 

The  rest  will  slight  thy  connsel,  or  < 

llot  they  have  human  feeliogs--'4onB  to  1 
.  To  you  then,  tenants  of  jifs's  middle  stete^ 
Securely  phu;*d  between  the  amall  and  great. 
Whose  character,  ywt  undfSbaiichM,  tetains 
'Two  thirds  of  all  the  vhrtaie  that  rennaiiis. 
Who,  wise  yourselves,  denre  your  toA-ahoisldlesBi 
Vour  wisdom  and  yoov  way«-rrUi  f  on  I  tur^ 
L»ok  round  you  on  a  world  perrarae^  Uiai  ; 
See  what  contempt  i*  lall*n  on  ii««Mniciiid; 
See  wealth  abus'd,  and  <ligqiti«s  misgllaeid, 
Cireat  tiUes,  offices  and  trwtl  dllcawcM* 
long  U^ea^sMioastry,  lenppmW  oCqU#    - 
Tbeir  noble  qualitifs  all  i|tt»ncM  and  •old  ; 
See  Bedlam's  clopetUid  nod  h^i|-cii0'4.<teita 
(orpass'd  IA  irenej  jbjt.the.madfft^  4«i9»»> . 
f^ee  great  oNAmaodeES  making  w«».4^tiwK 
0reat  lawyept^  iamSfi^  wttJkcMMiMsr  Ude  | 
Churchmen,  in  wbffie  if«teeni  {Ma  Hknt€Bi|day 
Is  odious,  and  Iheir  wngM  aU  tMrtjo^, 
Who.  fiir  enouirh.  froip  fqniif^nr Umr  shelms 
With  Gospel  lose,  ti|«Q  inic»tattbqmst*Tcs  f  • 
See  womanhood  despit^  mdmiiMbnad  rtw^d 
With  infamy  too  n«iis«Hia  In  lat  ffam'dl, 
^opsatallflomerfrMdjrNluiiii'miwi,   . 
Civettedf  felWiN*  amalit.'f  rp^  theyi  Me  teen^ 
^Ise  QoajBse  «odinvl«Ml  taaaaani^Mid  tkeirtDngve 
On  fijK  wiih-cucsfisi  And  witb  IV 
Now  flu9b'd  with  di;nnk*Hie«s.Mfw  wkk 

pale, 

'  ffheir  brei|Ui  a  sMip^  of  ^«^»ight*s  s^gale  j 
Bee  voluntfsevs  in  all  the  vflesft  nft% 
Men  well  eadow'd,,  of  hmmurdble  puts, 
Design'd  by  Nature  wive,  but^aeli^mnde  feob; 
All  these,  jind  more  Uke  tbKMt  ven  hred  at  sckoob. 
And  if  it  cham,  a«ao«setiQMB:ehMkM  it  will. 
That,  though  school-bred,  the  boy  be  viituons  stlH; 
1 
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Sach  nrecnseptlDh^iAiillHirltf'flte^AMP* 
Prove,  rather  tlnaiiiipaMI^/  tMjAst  ¥etidfk : 
As  here  aodtbcre  4>tiiiiiftlttf|r«tBy^l^MiM' 
Serves  but  to  ^Iwwr  hii>i^HiicK»iai  bMAbi  • 
Now  lookoo  bi«i,iniartr¥Mlir^to»%i>«dli«* 
JttsI  echoes  tlune^-wiMMerfMlHtbijtfV^thiM'OmS   ' 
And  stroke  hitfioH«b)d-AMtl  df^W^t'reA,     < 
ADdlaythteliiHl>u^tMtbMM<llMd,  «" 

And  say,  <<  My  lwy;itll*<INlMibin«iM«v  IVV^MB", 
Wheo  thou,  tHMf>l»M4<4^«M^1ft9>f«Mi»liMBi9, 
Most  find  vedldwiolf  «ttll»l<«l^«h',  ' 
And  troitriUFsafctf  %d  Ik  tHi^ifti  % tfiUe  y '  ' 
Wb«k  rtiiriwtLi;»wWrt>h»  Hfoii  >*iHl<iisuih^ 
From  cunifl  iiQittflM««)tlk'Itn6«(ilbf#H6tt'|'  " 
Who  t)Hi«^«in'*4Mt«<tby  ftieaMilti,  vilh'  1»hlit 


And  feed'hhn  well,  end 'give  him  handsoms  pay. 
Merely  to  ^l«if»,  and  let  them  mn  astray  ? 
Survey  oarechootsand  colleges^  and  see 
A  sighJ  Hct'Omeh  nnhlee  my  simile. 
Frem  edneatlon,  «s  the  leading  cause, ' 
Tbe  public  character  Mfs  cbloor  draws; 
Thence  tha  prevaUhig  manuerB  talce  their  cast, 
Extravagant «  vAier,  loose  or  chaste.    ' 
And,  thoo^  I  wouUlI  not  adveHise  them  yet. 
Nor  write  ta  e»Oh-^TXi«  iHHldtng  h  he  hi, 
>'i  )f  IlTnless  the  world  were  all  prepatM  t*  embra^ 

>^"  <  •  A  plan  well  woiAjf  to  supply  thMr  plaise ; 

I     ' V  Yet,  backward  as-they ^arO,  drid  long  hav%  been. 
To  cul(l«««aiaM1ceepthe  \MiKA\Jb  «lehnv 
(jPorgtve  tlMei^e)  t  wl#h'ih«m,  f  nonfets. 


And,  aiUess  dvHiott  inr^,"«fli0t>tf  fbdn  i^lH  ^hdM»;  "^ 
Though  vtuobidefWHdsiMi  4»hK«ftkt^4Joltt(f  ^riMm%e^> 
Is  all  cbanoauiMHy,  andliiiilMKiiite'b^itai:^  '""'" 
Canst  tboii,  the  te*r  joit  tnuiblitik  otf  Ihy  lldd,'  ' 
And  while  the  draulftil  rfik  «M>«seJk«4brilbU$'   - 
Free  too,  and  indtr  M(  vMMMiliMg^4^»o*,'  '   ' 
UnlesstheswayofoMi»nwArptby«Mli«S|    <    ^ 
Lay  such  a  stake  upon  the'lotittjrwl^  ' '■        '"  •* 
Merely  to  gratify  SSI  blind  a  ^id»>'    '  '• 
Thou  canst  not !  Nature,  pnlfiug  at  <hiM  helvll,  ' ' 
COodemos  tl^  unMberly,  th*  imprtdettC  partL 
Thou  wouldst  not,  deaf  to  Natwro's  ttndVMptoky 
Turn  him  adrift  upon  a  roMiajT  tea,    ' -^ 
Nor  say.  Go  thither,  conscioue  that  tlieie< fHf ' ' 
A  brood  of  aspa,  or  qnidBiands  in  Mi  ^y-i  ' 
Then,  only  goveraM  by  the  setfcam^rtals 
Of  nat'nl  pity,  send  him  not  to  sfehoalk 
No— guard  him  better.    Is  b»  nM  thine  own;  ' 
Thyself  in  ninialam,  thy  flesh,  tlhy  boiled      '*     ' 
And  hop*ttt  thoM  not  C^  et'iy 'ftlther'lf  hot)e> 
That,  since  thy  atrtngth  mnst  wiAt  thf  yeniv  el^^, 
And  Uioo  wilt  naod  iom«  ooif«fort,  to  auuage    ' 
Health's  last  fiunwelly  a  staffofthlne  <eM  age. 
That  then,  in  reeompensa^ftlltliy  ecnresv 
Thy  chil4ahall;Aioir  respect  to  thy  gray  hs^s, 
Befriend  tbesvo6«M0tbsr'frieddaber«lt, 
And  give  thy  life  Ufk  only  eordiall^  > 
Aware  then  hdwimieh  dtegvr'intervetleSy 
To  compass  tUat  good  letKlv  foswast  the  means. 
His  hean ,  >riow  mmsIvo,  yields'  la  ifay  eottmand  '^ 
Secure  j»«hhi4r,  it^vikey  Is'ki'tMiM  hand. 
Ifthondesert4ihy4lbft|ifft,««d«hAWA«We,     ^    ' 
Nor  heed  ishat  fif«|eitt  ai«fi»  Miter  and'iMde, - 
Complainiwty  mMMMk\»*\fm^'wiA  hisd ' 
Supptetit'tttefr  Htit^  aMdr^vUrp  thy  pUtteJ' 
But,  if  thou  guiuid  l€^  saered  etmmb^l-^  tUre'  < 
From  vteloos  hmiitM  and  delights' imptt#i», 
Either  hisfrra^udeiiliaH  bold  Mft  fhstl,       .     .  >  ' 
And  yut9^  hhn  wami'tfiid'flliM  tattte  last ;     ■      * 
Or,  if  he  pnM^  «BiMn4  (ttsiHw  eiiti  saf     ' 
But«  being  man,«fld'thei«lbil[i  Ml;  h^tndV  ?> 
One  CDmfor6y«tiMt'etl«ertMb^liged'1#«H^  '^ ' 
Howa/erh«iUcffat*thee;'«ho«  ttast^dfliM'tliyiMivt 

Oh  balbtfOus^  'iMMikMf'th^%ith'»'  Go(Mc  hand 
Poll  dovnth^iNShoOlli-wNttMliUiMltMtk^ootyir  tli^ 

land  ; 
Or  throw  theoi  at<  t»tf y^f-hag*  tflld^grdMMi    ' 
Or  turn  them  into  Moile  Mid'M^iioft  mOBM  ? 
A  captious  qMOWiiti,"tW/  (wi^ftnjuk  Inline) 
Deserves  an  snaswsr  shnllar,  or  moM. '  * 
Wooldst  thou,  poMMiorofrftK:lt;  employ 
(Apprised  that  iMirncli}  tt  «M»«leaft  boy« 


Or  better  manag'd^ «»  OMO^Irag'd  test. 


REVEREND  MR.  HEWTON. 

AN  UfyiXATIOIf  IN1C0  aafi  COUMftY. 

The  swallo^vs  in  tbqlr  torpid  state 
'  Compose  their  ui^cless  v/iu^i, 
And  bees  in  Ivveaag  idly  wait 
'  The  call  pf  c^r^'^jirtnQ; 
The  keenest. fr:9st that  iMuds  the  stream, 

Vhe  wildest  vJnd  th<it  hiowii^ 
A^e  neither  feiC  m*  (^v'd  h}/  t|iem. 

Secure  jof  tbcif  repose.    ,> 

Bi^milLii,<aU  Idling  ai¥l  aiaak«, 
.  The  gloomsraoentt^rveyt;  • 
With  present  ilia  hi/n^art  im:st'  ake. 
And  pi^tbr  blighter,  days.     • 

Old  WirilStv  ^^^^ng  o|cr  tl^e  mead. 

Bids  ixie  and  M^ry  mourn  j 
But  lovely J^ring  peeps  o'er  his  hen/. 

And  Whi:>pcr^  your  return* 
Then  ApfcUr  with  lif^r. sister  May, 

Shall  c^jiix.  him  from  tbe  bowV$« 
And  weave  fresh  garlands  ev'ry  daj. 

To  orava  tlKa-amiJiog  hpt^rs. . 
And,  if  a  tear*  thiit  ^leaks  regret 

Of  bippier  Utiles,  appear, 
j\  glimpse  of^opi  jdiat.iiQ  have  met, 
'    SliaU  shiiaa  aM  ^y  the  tear. 


r 


cyrs 


liDDiBssaDToiiriisSTArLrroif,  (kov  v^;.  jouRTNtT.) 

6hb  came — sto  is  gone— *we  haiteniet  - 

And  me«l  pjkhbps'BOver  again  ^ 
triie  son  of  thtft  iViom^  is  set, 
;    And  sMIIirtg  h<it;«[Xlsen  Itl  vaitt. 
Catharina  has  fled 4ike  adrftam — 

(So  vanishM  plDUMre;  «las  ! 
But  has  left  a  fegrel  andestoem,  ' 

That  will  bOi  so  ^ddMily  pass. 
The  last  ev*n1os  ramble  we  made, 

Catharina,  Maria,  and  T, 
Our  progress  was  often  delayed 

By  the  nightingale  warbling  nigh. 
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We  paui'd  nnder  mjm^  •  trc*, 

And  much  she  was  cbar'mM  with  a  toD# 

Less  sweet  to  Maria  apd  me, 

Who  80  lately  had . witnessed  her  own. 

My  numbers  that  dfty  «be  had  smg^ 

And  fc^sre  isbem  a  «tto«  to  diviiia,.  ^ 
As  only  her  mostcul  tongM 

Could  iofute  ioto  inli»bek»  of  aiiii% 
The  longer  I  h*»rd;  I  tmem'd 

The  wotlLof  ray  firocy  Ah«  more. 
And  ev*D  tq  my»9if  neret  Meiii*4 

So  tuneful  s.pCKtiMfi^rel ' . 
Though  the  p1«aihjf«j»  ol^  l/>fl4oi»  esoeed 

In  number  the  diiys'of  the 'ydur,     '       ^ 
Catharina.  dW  itotftinR  »toi>W«, 

Would  fteMliterftilfHapppter'berej 
For  the  clo«»  woVe*  aithes'ttf  lim«« 

On  the  banks  of  oW  rtvot,  1  kndir,     '  • 
Are  sweeter  io- Iter miittjrtiWtt       ■' • 

Than  augbttbat  Che  dty  cantlMw;   <'  - 
So  it  is,  when  th^  mlod  Is  enduM 

With  a  well  judging  taste  from  abot^,  ' 
Then,  whether  embeTlish'd  orirude,'     ' 

>Ti8  nature  alone  that  we  love. 
The  achievements  of  art  may  aniuSe, 

May  even  our  wonder  exclle, 
But  groves,  hills,  and  vallies^  difiiiK, 

A  lasting,  a  sacred  delight.  '  ^    '; 

Since  then  in  the  rural  reces«  .,  .   ,    . 

'  Catharina  alone  can  rejoice,  ...    ; ,  ,i ,  i  i  ^.i  // 

May  it  still  be  her  lot  to  po««P«        .^    r.t.,..  ,/ 

The  scene  of  her  sensible  choice  I i  • 

To  inhalHt  a  mansion  remote  ^    :  , ,  .  ^ 

From  the  clatter  pf  street-pacing  steeds^  •      , . ) 
And  by  Philoroel't  annual  note 

To  measure  the  life  that  she  leads. 
With  her  book,  smd  her  f»ide>,  and  her  iyM^  < 

To  wing  all  her  nuMnento  at  homei  •    • 
And  with  sceoesthat  new  raptare  irtpire^ 

As  oft  as  it  sniU  bet  to  roam-; 
She  will  have  just  the  life  sbe  profen, «  -    ' 

With  little  to  hope  eriolewr,    -.       .»      « 
And  ours  would  be  lAeasantaaheii^.      ,,>    i 

Might  we  view  her  CBi<qrb)S<«*  beww        .  i 


AtAtk._ ;      .,,'""'."  ,', 

A  HiaiuT,  (or  if 'chance  you  bpld      ,  .   .  . 
That  title  now  tao  txHe  aixl  lAd)  , 
A  man,  once  young,  wbo  liv'4  retir'd»     i      , 
As  hermit  oomM  have  well  de«tr'4»f.       ^i  .. 
His  hours  of  study  cW4  •(  lMt« 
And  finish'd  his  concise  repast,  ,  -a 

Stoppled  his  OKwertepla^Mbif  bonk    ... 
Within  it*8  cortomaty  nook,  ,  ,     .  f .. 

And,  iUff  in  hand,  s^  focth  to  «h«re 
The  sober  cordial  rffw^tair^  i  ,: 

Like  Isaac,  with  amind  applied    .. 
To  serious  thougM  ftt  ev'ttittip-tide.' 
Autumnal  rains  bad  Biade  it  chill,  '  . 
And  from  the  treea,  thst  fnng'd  hia  m% 
Shades  slanting  at  the  dose  of  day 
.  Chiii'd  more  bis  else  delightful  ■•.y* 
DisUnt  a  little  mile  he  spied 
A  western  bank's  still  sunny  side, 


And  right  toward  the,  fbfopr'd  place    ^    . 
Proceeding  with, bis  nimblest  pace,/ . 
In  hope  to  bask' a  little  yet,  '  \  ./   , 

Just  reached  it  whe^  the  Sun  was.s^/'    ' . 

Your  hermit,  young  and  jovial  s^rs't^,  *. 
Learns  something  from  w^ate^er  ocqiirv^ 
And  **  Hence,"  he  said,  "  my  mind'oompotss 
The  real  worth  of  raail't  ptrrsuits.'  - 
His  object  chosen,  weitWb  or*  &M^i  - 
Or  other  sublunary  gam«,    '*  "   '     *     -     " 
Imagination  to  his  view    '     '^'  <   '^'  '  •'' 
Presents  it  deck'd  with'«v*ry  l^  '<»»•-• 
That  can  seduce  him  not  to  sjttHW"  V^  ^ 
His  pow'rs  of  best  exertianJliaBS^ 
But  youth,  health,  vigour  to  expend 
On  so  desinife  kn^dndi -*  *  AClT'  1  /.  3\\T 
Ere  kmg  approach  life's  ev'ning  shades. 
The  glow,  that  fancy  jfiiv^  it,^de8  ; 
And,  ean^d  too^hiieiiifakaiiMa'tM^iysn  <■  - 
That  first enfagU  hinaan'^hn  dbaR(^7  •    v 

<'  Tnie,f9^ama«iina<Aa«olk>%ttids»  : 
Attendant  «titlie8eBta4*^sad»*^r.  .it<. 
**  Butwfae|beRsik<itt»tansilTeaat^     ' 
To>niyei«ieiimtlesndiisein:kM^'    i  . 
Must  be  decidedly  iAielweatk 
Of  that,  whieh  cairdte  sordann  tetW 
Trifles  puMU)d,<wbatd^  tb*'eveat^ 
Must  cause  JlitBrnbdnBrtMr  disbaatenk; 
A  vicious  obfBrt  ■titt'ie  inmti, 
SuccessfidttteM^  be  wiHs  n  cwae  ;- 
But  tv^rwhooi  awtn  in  Ufe^laat  nUigtt 
EudeavDQBsilalfdi^da  cngBga^ 
Is  paid,  at  ta^ast  in  peace  of  mind^ 
And  sejMe  of  having  well  desigo^S 
And  if,  eBOihs  attssn  hia  end* 
His  sun  preospfitato  deseaadi 
A  brighter priBethan  tbm  he maant  • 
Shall  iwcDBpMe  his  wsare  inMiik. 
No  vntnontwisheanbMriBidatoi  *  /   ■  . 
Either  tonwatly  dr^tod  latail! 


The  greenhonstf>lviBy«ailiaier.aas^l   t. 
My  s1w«lni(MplM^4  (Mtk  Hwlsc^wtt     r 

Enj(iy'd»th«'epettair.f  '  ir.»'  .  .. 
Tw<i^oMaNMbe*,-iifeoae^prtghtfyeimy  " 
Had  been  thei»(ttU|iial  «alaM  Ibog,  - 

Liv^ttii«py^pWt*atdftlieAti-     »  " 

Thej  ^i^\  a^  btlibe  k^  Hi^hfes  sliafe,.    '  ' 
That  flutter  loose  on  gpKfeb  Wftiif. 

And  frolic  VhcVetAeyl&t;'    ' 
Strangers  to  \il)erty,  'tis  trufe.        '  ' 
But  ihat  delight  they  netei'tncw,     ^^  • 

And  therefore  pevcr  tni^»^. 
Butnato^  Yrorks.ixi^evVy^ige^..  ..,     , 
Wi^b .ftjrce  nq^  e^wly  umpr^^i  ,., 

AndJ)ipk^«omef(i^e<p<^     ,   .    , 
That)  M)^  WWF  W  efla>r1^  vaji^ 
Instructed  him  at  lei^  to  gfi^k, 
.  A.p4i»i>etween^wjie».    . 
The  open  windinM  ieem*d  t^  htfile .   - 
The  freeman  to  a.  ftirsweil  fligbt;- 

Bui  Tom  waa  still  canfiii'd  i 
And  Dfek,  aithoogk  bis  way  i 
Was  much  too  ^sn'rouaand  i 

To  leave  bit  friend  behind. 
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So,  •Pttlitig  on  bis  caec,  by  pUy, 

And  chirp,  and  kiss,  he  Men^M  to  sm^, 

You  must  not  live  alon^ — 
Nor  would  b«  quit  that  cW(*h  rtftri^  " 
Till  1.  with!<Iow  and  cautions;  tifldd. 

Returned  bim  to  his  oi»n. 

Oh  ve,  who  never  taite  the  juy* 
Of  friendship,  smtisft^d  wiU^  niiis^ 

Fandango,  ball,  and  roiM  I 
Blmh,  when  1  tell  yon  how  4.  bird» 
1  priMMi  with  a  frietul  pfeCej^r'4 

To  liberty  witJUquU', 


THE  NEEDLESS  ALARM t 

A  TALE,  J 

^flest  it  a  lfeU»  through  lihieb  1  often  pan^     t    : 
Thick  ovwspread  vitb  BOM  aai*  tiIky>craMr      '     > 
Adjoiaiog  doM  to  JCil wick's  eeboiB^^  wood,-    » 
Where  oft  the  bitcb  fioK  bides  ber  hapicw  brood,    . 
Ri-aerT'd  to  aolace.nany  ■  neigbbVmg'aquiri,. 
That  he  may  follow  them  tbrougb>  broke  «nd  jbrief ,» 
CoDUitiion  basardini^  of  seek,  or  apine^ 
Which  rurml  gentlemen  co4l  sport  diriiuL 
A  narrow  brook,  by  resby  baaki  oonoeal'd  - 
Buns  in  a  bottom,  nod  divides  the  field ; 
Oaks  intenperae  it,  that  bad  onee  a  faeMl, 
But  now  wear  creati  of  ovea-wood  imtead  $ 
And  whero  the  land  slopes  to  it^s  wat'vy  beum, 
Wide  yawns  a  ^ntf  beside  a  ragged  thorn; 
Bricks  line  the  sides,  but  sbiver'd  long  ago^ 
And  horrid  bnmbles  intertwine  below; 
A  hollow  scoop'd,  I  judge,  in  ancient  time. 
For  baking  earth,  or  burning  rpek  to  lime. 

Not  yet  tbe  bsnrtborn  boro  her  berries  red, . 
With  which  tbe  lleldAnne,  irastiy  gimt,  is  fad ; 
Nor  Autumn  yet  bad  bnisb'd  from  er^ry  spray, 
With  her  chill  band,  tbe  meHow  leases  awny^ 
But  corn  was  bouft'd,  and  beans  were  in  tbe  stacks 
Now  thereforo  issued  f  >Hb  the  ipottnl  pack. 
With  tails  high  mounted,  ears  hnng  lowland  throats, 
With  a  whole  gamut  filPd  of  beav'niy  notes. 
For  which,  alas  1  my  destiny  severe,  . 
Though  ears  she  g»re  me  two,  geve  ran  no  ear. 

The  Son,  accomplishing  bis  early  marob,    . 
His  lamp  now  planted  on  Heaven  s  topeiogt  aich» 
When,  exercise  and  ait  flsy  onlyatro* 
And  heedless  whither,  to  that  field  I  os«M»     . 
Ere  yet  with  tuthless  joy  the  happy  hound 
Told  hill  and  dale  that  BAynard's  track  Was  found. 
Or  with  the  high-iais'd  burn's  melodious  clang 
All  Kilwiek  *  and  all  Dnglederry  ^  rang,    {pressM 

Sheep  graz'd   the  field;  jsume  with  soft  bosom 
Tbe  herb  as  soft,  while  nibbling  stray*d  the  rest : 
N'tr  noise  was  heard  but  of  the  hasty  bro<ik. 
Struggling,  detainM  in  many  a  petty  nook. 
All  seem'd  so  peaceftti,  that,  from  them  conveyed, 
To  me  their  peace  by  kiViH  contagton  spread. 

But  when  the  hontunsn,  with  distended  eheek» 
NSau  make  his  instrmnent  of  musf^  speak. 
And  from  withm  the  wood  that  crash  wnr  beftrd. 
Though  not  a  boond  from  whom  it  burst  appeared, 
Tbe  sheep  recumbent,  and  the  shce^  that  grsis*d. 
All  huddling  into  pbalam,  Itood  and  jas'd. 
Admiring,  terrified,  the  novel  stmio^  [again  ; 

Then  oours'd  the  field  around,  and  eettia'd  it  round 

>  Two  woods  belonging  to  John  Throckmorton,  esq. 


But  recollecting  with  a  sudden  them^f ^ 

That  fight  in  circles  urg'd  advanc'^d  tbem  MAij^t, 

They  gathered  dose  around  the  old  pit's  brinli. 

And  thought  again — but  knew  not  whatt6  thmk. 
The  man  to  roHtade  n0cu8to9x*d  loag> 

Perceives  in  evVy  tMng  that  li^aw  aitengnei; 

Not  animals  atfvne,  but  shrobe  and  tretsi,     . 

jHave  speech  for  b)ffl,*and  understood  witheOse*; 
After  long  drought,  whew-rohis  abundant  M) 
He  hears  the  berbs^tfiid  flow*TV>rstjoiising'ail; 
Knows  what  the  fine^nOMof  their<htte.  hnulie^ 

jHow  glad  they  catch  the  lai^bss  of  the  shW; 
But,  with  piiHMtQi»  n^nn  s^lC  ^<B|iad 
He  scans  of  ev'ry  l4PPnmtive.kiB4» 
Birds  of  all  feather,  bensU  «f  ev'ry.  nai^. 
That  serve  mankind  qr  ,shmk  tlif^m,  ndkl  or  tsme^ 

^The  looks  and  gestures  of  their  griafeand  fisais 
Have  all  articulation  in  his  ears ;   ,   . 
He  spells  them  true  by  ioiwitiqofs  light* 
And  needs  no  gloseai^  to  sat  him  right. 

This  truth  premis'd  was  needful  as  a  tei^ 
To  win  due  credence  to  what  fbUows  next. 
Awhile  they  mus'd ;  surveymg  ev'ry  face, 

'  Thou  hadst  supposed  tbem  of  superior  race ; 
Their  periwigs  of  wool,  and  fears  combined. 
Stamped  on  each  couotedance  such  marks  of  rnind^ 
That  sage  they  ^m'4»  as  lawyers  o^er  a  doubt. 
Which,  puzzling  long,  at  last  they  puzzle  out; 
Or  academic  tutors,  teaching  youths, 
Sure  ne'er  to  want  them,  mathematic  troths; 
When  thus  a  mutton,  stnielier  than  the  rost, 
A  ram,  the  ewes  and  wethers  sad,  addressed. 

**  Friends  !  we  havo  livM  too  long.    I  never  beard 
Sounds  such  as  these,  so  worthy  to  be  fearM. 
Could  I  beHeve,that  windi  for  ages  pent 
In  Earth^s  dark  womb  have  fonnd  at  last  a  Teirt, 
And  from  their  prison-house  below  arise. 
With  all  these  hideous  bowlings  to  the  skies, 
I  could  be  much  composed,  nor  shoold  appear 
For  such  a  cause,  to  feel  the  slightest  fear. 
Yourselves  have  seen,  what  time  the  thunders  rolPd 
All  night,  me  resting  quiet  m  the  feld. 
Or  heard  we  that  tremendous  bray  alone, 
I  could  expound  the  melancholy  tone ; 
Should  deem  it  by  our  old  companion  made. 
The  ass ;  for  he,  we  know,  has  lately  stny'd. 
And  being  lost  perhaps,  and  wand'ring  wide. 
Might  be  supposed  to  clamour  for  a  guide. 
But  ah-l  those  dreadfiil  yells  what  soul  can  be«r 
That  owns  a  carcase,  and  not  quake  for  fear ; 
Demons  produce  them  doubtless,  brazen-claw'd 
And  fang'd  with  braiss  the  deaions  nronbrond  ; 
I  hold  it  therefore  wisest  and  most  fit, 
That,  life  to  safve,  we  leap  Into  the  pit.*' 

Him  answer'd  then  his  lorinff  mata^and  trae^ 
But  more  discreet  than  be,tt  OtmbMaaowttr 
*<  How  !  leap  into  the  ^  our  life  to  sava? 
To  save  our  life  leap  all  into  tbe  grave  ? 
For  can  we  find  it  less }    CMNMDpiate  fi«M 
Tbe  depth  how  awltd !  fhlllng  there,  we  boot : 
Or  should  the  bramblta,  ioterpos*d,  oOr  fall 
In  part  abate,  that  Ktpplness  wero  small ; 
For  with  a  nee  like  Iheira  ho  ohance  I  sea 
Of  peace  or  ease  to  creatoraf  dad  as  we. 
Meantime,  none  kills  not    8e  it  Dapplel  bray. 
Or  be  it  not,  or  be  it  whose  it  may, 
And  rash  those  other  rounds,  that  seem  by  tongues 
Of  demons  utter'di  ftna  whatftrer  lungs. 
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•  Souods  are  bi)t  ipmids,  and^  till  the  cause  appear. 
We  have  at  least  comrocKlioas  standing  here. 
Come  fiend,  come  fury,  giant,  monster,  blast 
Prom  Earth  or  Hell,  we  c*n  but  plunge  at  last** 

While  thus  she  spake,  I  fainter  heard  the  peals» 
For  Reynard,  close  attended  aihis  heels 
By  panting  dog,  tir'd  man,aQd  spatterM  nors^. 
Through  mere  good  fortune,  took  a  diflPrent  course. 
The  flock  grew  calm  again,  and  I,  the  road    ,, 
Foirwing,  thnt  led  me  to  my  own  abode. . ' 
Much  wonder'd  that  the  silly  sheep  had  found.,  ., , 
Such  cause  of  terrour  in  an  emptor  ^un^r 
So  sweet  to  hun^mao^  gentlqm^n»  lai^a  jl^uund,     . 

Beware  of  desp'Mfte>B«0pB^    ThbdsikMt^^       ' 
Life  till  to  inarrow,  will  tatie  paaM«wiQrl     '  • 


BOADWEA  .• 


AS   ODE. 

Wdbh  the  British  warrior  queen,    .     , 

Bleeding  from  the  Roman  ro^^    . 
Sought,  with  an  indignant  mien. 

Counsel  of  her  country's  gods» 
Sage  beneath  the  spreading  oak 

Sat  the  Dnik),  hoary  chkf  ; 
£v*ry  burning  word  he  spoke 

Full  of  rage,  and  fuUof  gnef,< 
•«  Princess !  if  oor  aged  eyes ''  '    \ 

Weep  upon  thy  matcWek  wrongs^      ' 
Tis  because  resentment  ties       '      '  ''    ' 

All  the  terrourt  of  our  tottg<»fei. 
**  Rome  shall  perish— write  that.wocd  .    , 

In  the  blood  that  she  has  spilt  ^         , '. 
Perish,  hopeless  and  abhorred,    . 

Deep  in  ruin  as  In  guiU» 
**  Rome,  for  empire  far  renowned. 

Tramples  on  a  tbooaaad  stataa;  * 
Soon  her  pride  shall  kiss  the  gi»iiiid-<^ 

Hark!  the  Gaulisat  hevgato! 
«'  Other  Romans  shall  arfie, 

Heedless  of  a  soldler'c  na«]«  $ 
Sounds,  not  arms,  shaii  win  tho  ptte«;    ' 

Harmony  the  path  to  fame;  > ' 

«*  Tlien  the  progeny  that  springs 

From  the  forests  of  our  land, 
ArmM  with  thunder,  clad  #ith  wings,' 

Shall  a  wider  world  coinmand.       '    ' 

••  Regions C«sar liever  knew,         ..  ,  ,  » 
Thy  posterity  &baU  sway ;  . , ,, 

Where  his  eagles  nevcff  flew,.  ,  .,. 
None invipcibl^  as  l^ey»"  .    ...  ,        ,  , 

Sichtheb*td'»propbelio.wMpif»r^        <•  -- 
Pregnant  wilbeeleflMil%a,'    •     t 

Bending  as  he  aweptjtkeohpvdt'  . 
Ofhiflfweetkii|«wfo)<l]rfe».  : 

She,  with  an  a  mftiArt*^1fri«e, 

Felt  them  m'h<ifbo*Wir  gtet' ; 
RushM  to  battle,  tbuf^/ and '  died  ;• 

Dymg  hurlM  fSieto  al  the  ft«.*' 
*'  Ruffians  pitiless  as  proud,  ' 

Heav*n  awards  the  vengeance  dae  , 
Empire  is  on  us  bestowM, 

Shame  and  ruin  wait  for  yocu** 


I'  -♦ 


Thebb  wasia  ItlnJfr  t^htin  iSttelitfknt  fii« 

Slept  tnfp«f6(^«M,'  ^  fMfiMtin  yet^utM^ 

When,  cdn<$cl6ii!i  efVio^diiA^llodl  btlflNT, 

She  towered  k  ddha^cifit  ^p^mia  -df mosr. 

No  thunddr^^hoOB  #itlif  dee)^ittteMd««>mid 

The  U6ota)in^  t^^,  A^  ^v^ltotl  her  ivMiBt; 

Her  unctuous  btHte.,  kiA  ftef'^f^YMtt 

(Unfett  the  fiAy  df  thbite  tm*ttwr««b«)     ' ' 

The  peasants  hope«;'»tfd11«t  ^-rfth^,  teamed. 

In  peace  npon  faeir'iilotitti^  sia^HiMiir^;' 

When  on  a  ^,  like  that  tf'lUa  iMtdooto, 

A  conflagratiou '  ral>*r)if^  In  Mtr^tntih^ 

She  teem'd  iM  heilv*d  ^itti  «ti  iOfe^naA  iHrth, 

That  8h06k  the'efMiiHg'MAfc  iMd^eUd  «artb. 

Dark'aM  t^hnhfnbiM  Ihe^ta^M  rise^ 

And  hangthMrBo^roiiiwfn'tbe'tattighh^rhvaUea, 

While  th)r<H]gh<th^'Mygteri  fell;  HiiitMiUiliedaT. 

In  das^Uhg  BtVeMtd'libeiviVid  lightnings  f4ay. 

But  oh  !  what  txittM,  wnd*  in  what  pOw*rs  of  song. 

Can  trace  tH«  tbtVeftl;  «s  ftlMlms  ttkMg  ? 

Haroc  ana  tf^vWHsAtoh  id  the  vnw. 

It  marches  o*er  the  prostrate  woricaof  man. 

Vines,  olives,  herbage,  forests  disappear. 

And  all  the  charms  of  a  Sicilian  year. 

Revolving  seasons,  fruitless  as  they  pass, 
Setf  k'  an  udUilbrmM  and  idle  mass ; 
Without  St  soil  t^  invite  the  tiller'a  care. 
Or  blade,  that  miglii  redeem  it  from  despair. 
Yet  time  at  length  (what  will  not  time  achieve  ?) 
CMfatf  it  with  earthy  aadbkle  the  prodoee  live. 
Once  JM>re  ttae  Ipiry  myrtle  crowns  the  glade. 
And  •rttaioatiQg  flaek»  enjoy  the  .shade. 
O  bliss  preonriotisi  and  tinsaf»  retreats^ 
O  charmrag  PAradtae  ef  ^hott^Mv*d.eweets ! 
TheaelfaasK  gide^  4h(at  waits  «hei<agianc»  loond. 
Brings  to4ho  distinlear  a snileniOBiid : 
Again  the  raodtxtwa  fbds^  ifli|^mDi|7dfte^ 
Again  pouia  min  on  the  vale  vbekHrt  -        •    - 
Ten  Aooaand  nwaiM  tJie^wasied«)ena  deploi«» 
That  onl  y  {nftbia  asn  am  lestalNU 

Ye  mBnBrdfan,'«whoni  thte  ImA  ofkNKNir  diaBs, 
Who  writaaBpMo(KUhantnl»«CTMr«MBiBk 
Who  strike  the  hlo«i<,<theii>t4eid>foiMr.««ii  dntese, 
Glory  your  aim,  bntiotti^e^jottrpreteoaai 
Behold  i»rAtaa^flaiiibletoatin#oi» 
The  mitehirfh,ytefi«nkilrous|nidQiiinHta»^ 

Fast  by(  tli»strflami*tarailhlxiad»oM«r  ^HrttdomaiD, 
And  tells  you  wheiejjM  bMrdklifhtlka  feign, 
A  nation  dwvUs)  ladr  elivi«tfi  «f  ^mlr  tiraie^ 
autiinaaiof  fi8afie|iMr/iiti^bhd«MnB',.a«d  tlieir  own. 
Ill-fotediiKe  1  lio#4^l9t«twf*.ti)iBgr  am». 
Their  onl3i(Oriine^f«BiDil]r4tO'9<M:l  .^ 
The  fr  nmpct  nnn^tRiiar'ligfqnB^flirfffm  abaaad, 
Thrpi^n^  thfi\iAfm  liiinMt  lie«:th«i&dealsMi^d,raad; 
At  ev'ry-rts^t  kenfMthltkair^focttfaey^read^ 
The  life^i^jBuMliita, »  Mtioi'sihMnd  * .       * 
Earth  see^iBih  |piffd<»>n«r  i*'s  kMeHffft  idr«s* 
Before  jfeeaa^  wtHk  beHtoatfwwMerjiaBa.  i      ^ 
FamiBfi»iiH^fieslileM«^<be^fir«iirhdir«  mm. 
Attend  td  fioMi  iriyHrtii^MM  begm  j 
AM()edbMng(pBBii«iyiBcli:«sifiiiDda  m^t  au^ 
And  FQU9r<iM^nMMMMMdial<y9ttr.«isiMrfti 
A  cala»aii(xMitm4filii¥kiil9»«ith.h(cr  tiam 
Of  litaft*felt  jqifs^aiQoc^aiotfteM  atMV 
And  yoMsnf ipiaiar  la^tifattD6aMst;ahQW 
What  scoiiif«t:aM  ihe«odi  th«l  fnk  fatlov. 
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Yet  man,  laborioui  man,  by  slow  degiees, 
(Surh  is  his  thirst  of  opuleoM  ^ndease) 
Plies  all  the  sinews  of  iodustrious  toil, 
Gleans  up  tiiB  r«f«se  /^f  tke  fea'ral  spotU 
Rebuilds  the  tow'rs,  that  spwk'd  upon  the  plain. 
And  the  Sun.gilUt  thc.^ining  spirea  again. 

Increasing  acimiiifird*^  «nd  reviying  art 
Kenewtkft'QftianM  0»  UM.coDqu'n^FS  part ; 
And  tlieaad  kMOA  W^st  be  ieanv'd  once  more, 
That  weallk  ^itllw  iarinn  at  th«  dpor. 
What  are  ye|.||M»miFcbftj. laurel Pd  heroes,  say. 
But  AlMa«f  .Mm  ^w^ring!  world  ye  sway  ? 
Sweet  Nat^iT^  stMPP'd>of  b9r  cmbroider'd  robe. 
Deplores  .Ihei  «ia«le4  ifeK'<His  of  her  globe  ; 
A I  id  fetaod;^  a  wvAness  At  l?rutb's<|^ruL  bar^ 
To  pro)iw|rcfM.M>«n9  d^troy«FS  ^&  yeai^. 

O  placQ  400. m  some  ii^vVpFQtecled,  isle. 
Where  Peace»  And  Gf^ty.aqd,  Fre^m  f|^9;. , 
Where  no.voluano.  pQ)ir4  ibi*.fiei;y  i^opd,, ,    ... 
No  crested  ttarfior  dipf  his  plmn^  in  blopd  | 
Where  Pov'rseQMrw. what  loduftKy  ba&  wpn| 
Where  to  sttoceed  is  «Qt  tt^  be  un()on^i  , 
A  land,  that  dtsUnt  t^r^ots  hat^  in  va|n« 
In  Britain's  isle,  beneath  a/Qeocge's  reign  f 


DM    THH    tECStPT    OP     MT    MOTlUa'fl    VlCtVU 

OUT  OP  SOItfOtK,  THE  OlPff  OV  hfT  eOUSJIt 

AKH    96DUAm 

O  THAT  those  lips  bad  bmguage  i  life  has  p8ts>d 
With  me  bot  roaghly'sinoe  1  beairf  tiMe'lasft.    ^ 
lliose  lips  are  thin»*-thy  own  sweet «mii«  I  seo^ 
The  tame,  that  oft  in  obildboed  solaced  me  i    . 
Voice  only  Ibtb,  else  how  distinct  they  ny» 
'*  Qfiewe  vet,  my  ohild,  chase  all  thy  inrg  away  V^ 
The  meek  iotellfjfenee  of  those  dear  eyes 
(Blest  be  the  Mt  (ihat  csin  hntnertalize, 
The  ait  that  bafB^t  Thae't  tyrannic  clafan 
To  quench  it>  here  sbhies  on  me  still  the  same. 
Faitliful  remeoibMmcer  of  ooe  so  dear, 

0  welceme  guest,  tfaoagii  imaipectKl  fane  J 
Who  iMddM  ne  heneiv  Jiith  anaitlesi  songy 
AfibctiofMie,  <ar  mottwr  lotl>so  Joogi 

1  will  obey,  not  vHUingif  alooe^ 

But  gladly,  as  the  f  raeept  >wem  hta  otfii  r 
And,  wUle  that  lioe  veneweviy  Alial'grie^ 
Fancy  ^hatl  «eaw  ft  chairm  for  ByMlief, 
Shall  Meep  1*0  fa  Elythm  imevie;  \ 

A  uMMiMiitity  dreatt  that  then  wvtihe*  i 

My  MdilMr  1  wvhen  I  tainiM'thafttl«)iiii»ifc4aid, 
Say,was»«ntt^cii«f1oa9or*etetr^Iihea?  >  • 
Hover*d  thy  spirit  e^  thy  W0*wtog«oBj  ! 

WreMh  «n»  Ihe^lSfrPs  journey  jnat  begun  » 
PeriMpi«hMig«9»stme»ibeQghiaiMt,  Attaint      * 
Perhape*taai^if'SOo]s«saitt«epiWb|isBN4.  r    t    \ 
AhlbatmatevMlsMllel  k«BiMM*MMi,    • 

IheaidthebellioM«tttfa:p«briid4«yv  ' 

I  saw  the  hearse,  the*  bMaitheeMMrjniyi,*!    ^ 
And,  tmmng  teMk  my  inii«*i7  aliid^^idiwp  •  < 
A  long,  long  figl^  Mid  wept  alastadiedl- 
But was  it such>->«*lt  wai/^-t^^Wheiathpa  art goaa 
Adieus  and  iinfwelli  ei<e  a  aoaod  unlnpwit 
May  I  but  meet  thee  on  that  peaeeftd  shoi«» 
The  partteg  w«rA  i4iall  paseasy  llpi  no  mora! 
Thy  maident,  grtea*d  themselves  at  my  cooeem, 
Oft  gate  mepimatee  of^tby  ^iok  retank 


What  ardenUy  I  wisb'd,  I  long  belieTM, 
And,  disappointed  still,  was  stilt  deceived. 
By  expectation  evVy  day  beguii'd. 
Dupe  oitovMrrow  even  from  a  dbiid. 
Thus  many  a  sad  to  morrow  came  and  went. 
Till,  all  my  stock  of  infhnt  sorrdw  spent, 
I  leamM  at  last  submtssioo  to  my  lot. 
But,  though  I  less  deplored  tbee,  ne'er  forgot 

Where  once  we  dwelt  our  name  is  heard  no  more. 
Children  not  ihinehaTe  trod  my  purs*ry  floor; 
And  where  the  gardener  Roblri,  day  by  day. 
Drew  me  to  school  along  th€|)ubnc  way, 
Delighted  with  my  baubte  coach,  and  wrapp'd 
In  scaVlet  mantle  warm,  and  velvet  cap, 
'Tis  now  become  a  hist^  Ihtle  known. 
That  OQfiB  we.aaU'dthe  pat^tPnl  Jmu^  our  own.  . 
Sbortliv'd;posaeMiani<  bsrt  th»  reooni  fair. 
That  mem'ry  keeps  of  all  thy  kindness  there. 
Still  outlives  many  a  storm,  that  has  ef&c*d 
A  thousand  other  thapiOB  less  4«eply  tracU 
Thy  nightly  visits  to  my  chamber  made. 
That  thou  mightst  kuow  me  safe  and  warmly  laid  s 
Thy  morning  bouoties  ere  I  left  my  home. 
The  biscuit,  or  confectionary  plum  ; 
The  fragrant  waters  on  my  dieeks  bestowed 
By  thy  own  hand,  till  <resh  they  shone  and  glow'd  t 
Ail  this,  and  more  endearing  still  than  all. 
Thy  constant  flow  of  love,  that  knew  no  fall. 
Ne'er  roughened  by  those  cataracu  and  breaks. 
That  humour  inter^'d  too  often  makes; 
All  this  still  legible  in  memory's  page. 
And  still  to  be  so  to  piy  latest  i^. 
Adds  joy  to  duty,  makes  me  glad  to  pay 
Such  honours  to  thee  as  my,  numbers  may  ; 
Perhaps  a  frail  memorial,  but  sincere. 
Not  scomM  in  Heavti.  though  little  notlcM  here. 

ConWTime,  his  flight  revers'd,  restore  the  hours. 
When,  playmg  with  thy  vesture's  tissu'd  flow'rs. 
The  violet,  the  pink,  and  jessamine, 
I  prick>d  them  mto  paper  with  a  pin,  ' 

(And  thon  wast  happier  than  myself  the  while, 
Wouldstsoftty  speak,  and  stwke  my  hea«l,and  smile) 
CoQld  those  few  pleaaant  days  again  appear. 
Might  one  wish  bring  them,  would  I  wish  tbem  here  ? 
I  would  not  trust  my  haait-~the  dear  deligbt 
Seems  so  to  bft.denr^,  P«rhapa  I  ai^L<— 
But  no-*wbat  here  we  call  oor  life  is  such, 
Solittle  to  be  lov'd,  and  thou  so  much. 
That  I  should  ill  requite  thee  to  constrain 
Thy  unbound  spirit  into  bonds  again. 

Thou,  as  a  gallfiBt  barkfrpm  Albien*s  coast 
(The  storms  all  weathered  and  the  ocean  cross'd) 
Shoots  intaport  at  some  well-haven*d  isle. 
Where  spices  breathe,  and  brighter  seasons  smil^ 
There  sits  quiescent  on  the  floods,  that  show 
Her  beauteous  form  reflected  clear  below. 
While  airs  impregaMed^ith  incense  play 
Aronnd  her,  tanning  light  bar  streamers  gay  ; 
So  thon,  with  sails  bow  swiflf  hastreacb*d  theshore, 
**  Where  tempests  never  beat  aor  billows  roar  >,'* 
And  thy  lov'd  coosevt  oa  tbadaa^rout  tide 
Of  life  long  since  baa  aaohor'd  by  thy  side. 
But  me,  scarce  hopiqg  to  attain  that  rest. 
Always  from  port  withheld,  always  distressed-* 
Me  howling  blasts  drive  devious,  tempest-toss'd. 
Sails  ripp>d,  seams  op'nio|f  wide,  and  compass  loft^ 
And  day  by  >day  some  current's  thwarting  force 
Sett  me  more  diiUnt  from  a  prosp'rooi  coune. 
iQartb* 
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YetO  tKe  thoaght,  th«t  thoo  art  Mfr,  aodlw^ 
That  thought  is  joy,  arriva  what  may  to  tan 
My  boast  is  not,  that  I  deduce  my  birth  • 

Firom  loins  entbron'd,  aad  nilarsotftl»Ba»thf 
But  bigber  lar  mj  jmrnA  prtimawm  risfr^' •  - 
Tb^  son  of  parents  passM  mto  the  skies. 
And  now,  fiu«weU---Time  anrevok'd  has  run    . 
His  ironted  course,  yet  what  I  wishM  is  done.    ^ 
By  eontemplatton'*  help,  not  tougbt  b  yad^,     . 
I  seem  t'  have  TitM  my  cbiMbood  o*er  agaip  ; 
To  have  renew'd  the  josrs  that  onoe  were  minei,. 
Without  the  sin  of  Tiolatiog  thine ; 
And,  while  the  wings  of  Fancy  still  are  free. 
And  I  can  view  this  mimic  show  ofthee. 
Time  has  but  half  succeeded  tit  bis  thj^ft— 
Tkyseif  remov'd,  thy  pow*r  to  sootb«  ttie  left,  ,' 


FRIENDSHIP. 

Wbat  Tiftne,  or  what  mental  graci^ 
But  men  unqualified  and  baae 

Will  boast  it  their  posssssioo  } 
'  Pfofusioo  apes  the  noble  part 
Ofliberality  of  heart. 

And  duHness  of  discretion. 

If  every  polish'd  gem  we  find 
lUnminating  heart  or  mind, 

Provoke  to  imitation ; 
No  wonder  friendship  does  the  safl(|» 
That  jewel  of  the  purest  fls^me. 

Or  rather  constellatioD. 

No  loiate  but  boMly  will  prttepd 
The  requisites  that  form  a  firieAdy 

A  real  and  a  sound  one; 
Nor  any  fool,  be  would  deceive^ 
But  prove  as  ready  to  believe. 

And  dream  tiiat  he  had  fovA^ff^ 
Candid,  and  genenmsr  and  just. 
Boys  care  but  little  whom  they  tnet. 

An  errour  soon  oosveoled   > 
For  who  but  learns  in  riper  years. 
That  man,  when  smeotbcst  be  appemt, 

Is  most  to  be  tnspeeted  ? 
But  here  again  a  danger  lies, 
Lest,  having  misapplied  our  eyes. 

And  taken  trash  for  treasave. 
We  should  oawarilyoonelada 
Friendship  ar  false  ideal  good, 

A  mere  Utopian  pieasnrfi. 
An  acquisition  rather  nxe 
ii  yet  no  sul^ect  of  despair ; 

Nor  Is  it  wise  comitlajnhig. 
If  either  on  forbiddeii  ground, 
.Or  where  it  was  not  to  be  foiiod» 

We  sought  without;  atteism. 
No  friendship  will  abide  the  t^t. 
That  stands  oo  soirdid  iAtfsmi^ 

Or  mean  self-love  areeied  i 
Nar  such  as  may  ««bil«iiuMst» 
Between  the  #ot  and  se>s^>aMi|t» 

For.  vioious  ^f  nds  ooanected. 

Who  seek  a  friend  should  eema  dii^po^d^ 
Tt^«ibibitia  ii)lLhk9MB.d«qLB^d 


.   If!  "Ut  . 


The  graces  and  4btf  beMt!«i, 
That  form  the  charader  be  seeks. 
For  'tis  a  anion,  that  be^aks 

Reciprocated  dmiea. 

Mutual  attention  is  impZie4t 
And  equal  troth  on  either  side. 

And  cpnsiaotfy^8(ipp(><'t6rt'j    *  '  ] 
Tn  senseless  arrogance  C  Acdtisf' 
Another  of  sinister  views,  '  '      "  .'" 

Our  own  as  mu<^' iistAfikXJ 

But  will  sincerity  8ufficOi2>l'ir.i  /  dJi«  /j.*.}^ 
It  is  indeed  above  all  pric^  .  ^  ',       , 

And  must  be  made  tlie^oasui;  '       '     ^. 
But  ev'^y  virtue  of  the  soul'         '^^  '     *'  '  ^ 
Must  constitute  the  charming  v{iof^^    . 

All  shining  in  their  places. 

A  fretful  temper  vHHdMde: 

The  closest  knot  thfitmay  be  tied^ 

By  ceaseless  sharp  corrosion  ^ 
A  temper  passionate  and  fierce 
May  suddenly  your  jays  disperse 

At  one  immense  explosion. 

In  vain  the  talkative  unite 

In  hopes  of  permanent  delight-** 

The  secret  just  ennmitied. 
Forgetting  it's  impoitant  weight. 
They  drop  tbroiigh  mere  desre  to  piate^ 

And  by  thooMlni.ooiwitted. 

How  bright  soever  the  prospect  seems. 
All  thoughts  of  friendship  are  but  dreaiMy 

If  envy  chance  to  ^i«ep  in ; 
An  envk>us  man,  if  3roo  aneceed, 
May  prove  a  dang'rems  foe  indeed^ 

But  not  a  Mend  worth  keeping. 

As  envy  pines  at  good  possessed. 
So  jealousy  looks  forth  distressed 

"On  good,  that  seem^  approaching ; 
And,  if  success  his  steps  attend, 
Discerns  a  rival  m  a  friend. 

And  hates  htm  for  encroaching. 

Hence  authors  of  illostrions  name^ 
Unless  belied  by  common  ^me. 

Are  sadly  prone  to  quarrri. 
To  deem  the  wit  a  friend  (displays 
A  tax  upon  their  o«ro  just  praifte,   ' 

And  pluck  each  other's  lanret.  ' 

A  man  renowned  for  ijqpfitea  .      .  ,    j . , 
Will  seldom  sc^ple  to, iiiakf^frfMi,  ,^  »' 

With  friendship's  finesl^^mg.  ,,  ,^, 
Will  thrust  a  dagger  ^j^  ym  ^JR^asti  .; 
And  say  he  w^u/j^jbl  ypu.ip|^  .,., 

By  way  of  balfp.  j^  bfifHii^      „  , 

Whoever  k6ep«,|i»ap«n  0v  . 
For  tattlers  will  be  sura ao. banc 

Thetnunpet  of  oontentkm  r 
Aspersion  is  the  babblar^.tlid% 
To  listen  is  to  lend  bimaid. 

And  rush  into  c 


A  friendship,  ttetia  fraqnepit  Ata 
Of  controvecsial  rage  emits 

The  sparks  of  disputaiionv 
Li|ce  Hand  in  Hand  insuranoa  platflig 
Most  unavoidably  creates 

The  tboi^ht  of  Qoofia^gratiai^ 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


ON  ArMlfiCmWOBS  BULL. 


719 


Some  6ckle  creatures  k>3it  a  f9i4  f   , 
True  as  a  needle  to  tbe.pol^  .  , , 

Tbeir  humour  yet  sq  v;^ii9r-*i        ,, 
They  manifest  their  whole  li&^ti^noqgbi  . 
The  needle's  deviations  too> 

Their  love  is  so  precrfrtW*.'  ^'  "';;'";V 
The  great  and  small'^Mit.nifQ]y  i^^'^^ '  j 
On  terms  of  amity  c0pip)i.'t<J,^/.,^,,^"  IJj,  ,^, 

Plebeians  must  sVrrentlej,  ,',,»,,',, \  »,   !,. 
And  yield  so  much  t<j^n|p[)le'(oI^7]'^/ ,^^  '  "  ./. 
It  is  combining  6rewitTi'6mo'ke, 

Obscurity  with  splendour.  '  *       -    ' 

Some  are  so  placid  and  ,«ereae  '  , 

(As  Irish  bogs  are  always  greep}  ',       , 

They  sleep  secure  from  waking^  ^   . 
And  are  indeed  a  bog,  thai  bears.  .,^ 

Your  unparticipated  cares 

Unmov*d  and  without  qfaslLiligb 
Courtier  and  patf'Krt  tfanhbtnihit'    '  '     '         'J 
Their  heterogeneous   poTitics     •    '    " 

Without  an  eflferreficence,      '        "-     ''   '    ' 
Like  that  of  salts  triili*  lemon  jiikit,  ' 
Which  does  not  yet  litoe  that  prddno^    ' 

A  friendly  coalesceucsu 
Religkm  should  eztmgnish  M^, 
And  make  a  calm  of  human  life  ;  •    . 

But  friends  that  chance  to  differ 
On, points,  which  God  has  left  at  )cf^ 
How  freely  will  they  imet  and  ohitfge  f  ' 

No  combatants  are  stiffen 

To  prove  at  lart  my  main  inteat 

Neods  00  expense  of  argument^  •    ■ 

No  cutting  and  oontriving— 
Seeking  a  real  ftwad  we  ffeeai 
T*  adopt  the  chymisis*  gQldeadM»a«» .  ^ 

With  still  less  hope  of  thriving. 
Sometimes  the  fauit  is  all  our  own, 
Some  blemish  in  due  time  cnade  koowa 

By  trespass  or  omiss'kon ; 
Sometimes  occasion  brings  to  lig^it 
Our  friend's  defect  Vwg^  rhid  frw  sighW ,     . 

And  even  from'  suspicion. 

Then  judge  yourSelT'apd  prove  your  maa 
As  circumspectly  as  von  can, . 

And,  having  made  ekclion,       , 
Beware  no  negligee*  of  you «,  ' 
Such  as  a  friend  but  ill  endunes. 

Enfeeble  his  affection.  •  •  ..  ■     1 

Thatsecretiare  a  8a<:rfed'l!*Ast'/ ''    "     *** 
That  friends  shobltf  be  felhcefe  |ibfl!  J&st,  ;"  '    ','. 

That  constancy  b^tjts  them,   '  .   ' 

Are  observatiotijT  6il^  the' 6ase, 
That  savour  mucWtrf  eomhion  phce^'    "    ' 

And  all  tba  world^dmits  \lbemL  "  '-"^     ' 

But  'tis  not  timber,  Icw^  lAiAsMie^   >''   "  " 
An  architect  reqnltas^lMie,"  ^  -■  . 

To  finish  a  fine  biflldJrtg-^  '  S^ 

The  palace  were  bat  Mitf^-eMHplete,^  '' 
If  he  could  possibly  fdr^t    '  .   i      •   < 

The  carving  and  tha-glMiiig.'  ^> 

The  man  that  htXh  )FOii>nrbi»*i«Mtk,        ' 
And  proves  by  tboropt  cfpon  j^^^btBHk   '  • 

How  he  esteems  ym  tnlwir,    : 
Is  such  a  friAid, thfltaiie  badneiM  '■ 
Be  very  much  his  friend  hidetd;    - ' ' 

To  pardon  or  t04Mir2i««'< 


...1/ 


As  similarity  oCaamd, 

Or  soowthoig  not  to  be  defined,. 

First  fixite  onr  attenkknl ; 
So  matneiK^ectekaiid'pohte*. 
The  sama «a  pnoliMat  fiHtfigki,  - 

MustsavaitfruteslBliitaiMi.    -•. 
Some  *ef  tfpan'  tWs  prtfderft  plan, 
"  Saylfttie,  antf  hfeafr  att  too  cn<».**' 

Saf»«^icy,  h)ie  h^terfblJ^ 
So  betV^  satnds  ittbibe  the<sbo^>r; 
Boltetwlef  n(5idifei*fi4ilt  m^flijtf*r';  ' 

Unpleasant  apdPtirtgrat^l;  '  '' 
The  roan  t  .trus^^  ifsbyta^Wf,. !  .  . 
Shall  find  me  as  fc^v'4  as  bfi,    , . 

No  ^Utf-rfuge  or  pleading      '  , 
Shall  win  my  confidenoe  agaid,^ 
I  will  by  no  means  entertain 

A  spy  on  my  prooBidlogr*' 
These  samples— for  alas  I  at  last 
These  are  but  san^pi^/md.a.tvte 

Of  evils  yet  nnmention'd — 
May  prove  the  task  ih  taskindeed. 
In  which  'tis  much  if  wia  suoctad^ 

However  well-in 


Pursue  the  search,  and  you  wjll  find 
Good  sense  and  knowledge  of  mankind 

To  be  at  least  expedient. 
And,  after  suihmiug  alltha  rsst. 
Religion  ruling  in  the  breait 

A  principal  ingredient. 
The  noblest  frieAd^?p  ev^  ^own 
The  Saviour's  history  makes  khowd, 

Though  some  have  tnm'd  and  turn'd  it ; 
And,  whether  beitir  esaa'A  or  bliad. 
Or  seeking  with  a  Masi'd  witid, 

Hare  not,  it  seems,  discerned  it. 
O  Friendship !  if  my  sonf  forego 
Thy  dear  delights  while  here  below ; 

To  mortify  ^nd'  grieve  me. 
May  I  myself  at  lastappear 
Unworthy,  iMlse,^  nod  insincere. 

Or  may  my  friend  daeeine  met 


ON  A  MlSCHiayOUS.BVU^   WBICH  Tat  OVrNCR  0»  HIM 
SOLD  AT  TUa  AUVMOll/S  INSfMNCS. 

Go— Thou  art  all  unfit<to>^«h^r• 

The  pleasures  of  this^plac^..  r.  . 
With  such  as  it's  old  tfOj^pU  ace^ 

Creatures  of  geotlertiTftOQ*  ... 
The  squirrel  )iere  hi#'h4MrtK|  ^^^ides, 

Aware  of  wintr^)tlottii»|    ' 
And  wood-peckersuaiisi'*  the  gkles 

Of  rufged  oaks^fof  aiiriilfl. 
Thb  sheep  here  smoMrlhe'kfMlted  thorn 

With  frictions  of  h#r  tt«6eeir 
And  here  I  wandef^iwaaAAiilDim, 

Like  her,  a  friend  l»  ^peaee. 

Ah  I—I  could  pity  thee  es^lM 

From  tiikM«Mter«  rstreat—- 
I  would  not  lose  It  to  be  styi'd 

The  happiest  of  the  great. 
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But  thou  canst  taste  no  calm  ddigbt ; 

Thy  pleasure  is  to  show 
Thy  magnanimity  in  fight. 

Thy  prowess — ^therefore  go. 
I  care  not  whether  east  or  nort2|» 

J5o  1  no  more  may  find  thee; 
The  angry  Muse  thus  sings  thee  forth. 

And  daps  the  gate  behind  thee. 


ANNUS  MEMORABILIS,  1789, 

WRriTElf  XM  COMMEMORATION  OP  HIS  MAJESTT^S 
HAPPY  RECOVERY. 

I  RANSACKED,  for  a  theme  of  song. 
Much  ancient  chronicle,  and  long; 
I  read  of  bright  embattled  fields,     ' 
Of  trophied  helmets,  spears,  and  shields. 
Of  chiefs,  whose  single  arm  could  boast 
Prowess  to  dissipate  a  host ; 
Through  tomes  of  fable  and  of  dream 
1  sought  an  eligible  theme. 
But  none  I  found,  or  found  them  shared 
Already  by  some  happier  bard. 

To  modem  times,  with  Truth  to  guide 
My  busy  sounch,  I  next  applied ; 
Here  cities  won,  and  fleets  dispersM, 
Vrg'd  loud  a  claim  to  be  rehears'd. 
Deeds  of  unperishing  renown, 
Our  father's  triumphs  and  our  own. 

Thus,  as  the  bee,  from  bank  to  bowV, 
Assiduous  sips  at  eV'ry  flow'r, 
But  rests  on  none,  till  that  be  fonnd, 
Where  most  nectareous  sweets  abound: 
So  I,  from  theme  to  theme  displayed 
In  many  a  page  historic  stray*d. 
Siege  after  siege,  fight  after  fight. 
Contemplating  with  small  delight, 
(For  feats  of  sanguinary  hue 
Not  always  glitter  in  my  view ;) 
Till,  settling  on  the  current  year, 
I  found  the  far-sought  treasure  near, 
A  theme  for  poetry  divine, 
A  theme  t'  ennoble  even  mine, 
In  memorable  eighty  nine. 

The  spring  of  eighty  nine  shall  b« 
An  era  cherished  long  by  me. 
Which  joyful  I  will  oft  record. 
And  thankful  at  my  frupl  board ; 
For  then  the  clouds  of  ei.i^hty  eight. 
That  threatened  England's  trembling  slate 
With  loss  of  what  she  least  could  spare. 
Her  sovereign's  tutelary  care. 
One  breath  of  Heav*n,  that  cried^-Bjestore ! 
ChasM,  never  to  assemble  more  :  / 
And  for  the  richest  crown  on  Earth, 
If  valu'd  oy  it's  wearer's  worth, 
The  sjrmbol  of  a  righteous  reign 
Sat  fast  on  George's  brows  again. 

Then  peace  and  joy  again  posfess'd 
Our  (fueen's  long-agitated  breast ; 
Such  joy  and  peace  as  can  be  known 
By  suflPrera  like  herself  alone. 
Who  losing,  or  supposing  lost. 
The  good  on  earth  they  valu'd  most. 
For  that  dear  sorrow's  sake  forego 
All  hope  of  happinefls  below^ 


COWPER'S  POEMS. 


Then  suddenly  regain  the  prize. 
And  flash  thanksgivings  to  the  skies ! 
O  queen  of  Albion,  queen  of  isles ! 
Since  all  thy  tears  were  chang'd  to  smiles^ 
The  eyes,  that  never  saw  thee,  abios 
With  joy  not  nnallied  to  thine. 
Transports  not  chargeable  with  art 
Illume  the  land's  remotest  part. 
And  strangers  to  the  air  of  courts. 
Both  in  their  toils  and  at  their  sports. 
The  happiness  of  answer'd  pray'rs. 
That  gilds  thy  features,  show  in  theirs. 

If  they,  who  on  thy  state  attend. 
Awe -struck,  before  thy  presence  bend, 
'TIS  but  the  natural  effect 
Of  grandeur  that  ensures  respect ; 
But  she  is  something  more  than  queen. 
Who  n  belov'd  where  never  \ 


HYMN, 

POR  THB  USB  OP  THB  SUMDAY  SCHOOL  AT  OUCCT. 

IlftAJi,  Lord,  the  song  of  praise  and  pray'r. 

In  Ueav'n  thy  dwelling  place. 
From  infants  made  the  pobUc  care. 

And  taught  to  seek  thy  foce. 

Thanks  for  thy  word,  and  for  thy  day. 

And  grant  us,  we  implore. 
Never  to  waste  in  sinful  play 

Thy  holy  sabbaths  more. 
Thanks  that  we  hear, — bntO!  impart 

To  each  desires  sincere. 
That  we  may  listen  with  our  heart. 

And  learn  as  well  as  hear. 
For  if  vain  thoughts  the  minds  engage 

Of  older  far  than  we. 
What  hope,  that,  at  onr  heedless  age. 

Our  minds  should  e'er  be  free  } 

Much  hope,  if  thou' our  spirits  take 

Under  thy  gracious  sway. 
Who  canst  the  wisest  wiser  make. 

And  babes  as  wise  as  they. 

Wisdom  and  bliss  thy  word  bestows, 

A  sun  that  ne'er  declines. 
And  be  thy  mereies  show'r'd  on  <Aose, 

Who  plac'd  us  where  it  shines. 


STANZAS 

SOBJOtNED    TO  THB  YSARLY  BIl^L   OF  HORTALnT  Of 

THB   PARISH  OP  ALL-SAIKTS,    VOaTHAMnxm, 

ANNO   DOMINI    1787  >• 

Pallida  Mors  toquo  polsat  pede  panperum  taberaas 
Regumque  turres.  Ikr. 

Pale  Death  with  equal  foot  strikes  wide  the  door 
Of  royal  halls,  and.  hovels  of  the  poor. 

Wbub  thirteen  moons  saw  smoothly  mn 

The  Nen's  barge-laden  wave. 
All  these,  life's  rambling  journey  done. 

Have  found  their  home,  the  grave. 

1  Compoted  fax  Jghn  Cos,  paiisb  cleik  of  Nar« 
thvnptoiL 
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Was  man  (frail  always)  made  more  frail 

Than  in  foregoing  years  ? 
Did  fiamroe  -or  did  plague  prevail, 

TbaJt  80  much  death  appears  ? 

Xo  ;  these  were  Tig'roas  as  their  sires. 

Nor  plague  nor  famine  came ; 
Thia  annoal  tribute  Death  requires, 

And  never  waves  hisdaim. 
like  crowded  forest-trees  we  rtand. 

And  some  are  marked  to  fall ; 
The  axe  will  smite  at  God's  command. 

And  ioOD  shall  smite  us  all. 

Green  aa  the  bay.tree,  ever  green, 

"With  ift^  new  foliage  on, 
The  gayr  the  tbougbtless,  have  I  seen, 

I  pass*d-^and  tbey  were  gone. 

Read,  ye  that  nm,  the  awful  truth. 

With  which  I  charge  my  page ; 
A  wrorm  li  in  the  httd  of  youth, 

And  at  the  root  of  age. 

Ko  present  health'  cap  health  insure 

For  yet  an  hour  to  coma ; 
No  medicine,  though  it  oft  can  cure^ 

Can  always  baulk  the  tomb. 
And  O  \  that  humble  as  my  lot. 

And  sconi'd  aa  is  n^r  stra'm, 
These  truths,  though  known,  too  much  forgot^ 

1  may  not  teach  in  vain. 

So  pny9  your  clerk  with  all  his  hear^ 

And  ere  he  quits  the  pen, 
Segs  vou  for  once  to  take  his  part, 

And  answer  all — ^Ameo  i 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

FOa  TBi  YBAR    1788. 

Qttodadett,  memento 
Componere  asquus.    Ontera  fluminis 
mttt  fervntur.  Horace. 

Improi«  the  present  hour,  for  all  beside 
Is  a  mere  feather  on  a  torrent's  tide. 

Cou;^  I,  from  Heav'n  inspired,  as  sure  presage 
To  whom  the  riang  year  shall  prove  his  last. 
As  I  can  number  In  my  punctual  page. 
And  item  down  the  victims  of  the  past ; 
How  ea£h  would  trembling  wmt  the  moornful  sheet, 
On  which  the  press  might  stamp  htm  next  to  die ; 
And,  raading  here  his  sentence,  bow  replete 
W^itb  anxious  meaning,  Ueav'nwanl  torn  his  eye  1 
Time  then  wonM  seem  more  precioos  than  the  jojrs, 
Id  which  he  spoits  away  the  treasure  now ; 
And  pmy*rmofe  BeaaoQaMe.than  the  noise 
Ofdnmhiwbi  or  the  mnsio-dnwinghow. 

Then  doubtless  many  a  trifler,  on  the  brink 
Of  this  worid*s  hazardons  and  headlong  shore, 
Forc'd  to  a  pause,  would  feel  it  |ood  to  think. 
Told  that  hte  setting  sun  must  nse  no  more. 

Ah  aelf-deQeiv'd  1  Qiuld  I  prophetic  say 
Who  next  it  fated,  and  who  next  to  £aU, 
The  rest  might  then  seem  privileg'd  to  play; 
Buty  naming  nom^  tfaje  Voice  now  speaka  to  ALI« 

Vou  XVIIL 


Observe  the  dappled  foresters,  how  light 
They  bound  and  airy  o'er  the  sunny  glade- 
One  falls — the  rest,  wide-scatterM  with  aflfiright. 
Vanish  at  once  into  the  darkest  shade. 

Had  we  their  wisdom,  should  we,  oflen  waruMj 
Still  need  repeated  wamiugs,  and  at  last, 
A  thousand  awful  admonitions  scomM, 
Die  self-accus'd  of  life  run  all  to  waste  ? 

Sad  waste !  for  which  no  after-thrift  atones. 
The  grave  admits  no  cure  for  guilt  or  sin ; 
Dew-drops  may  deck  the  turf,  that  bides  the  bonei. 
But  tears  of  godly  grief  ne'er  fluw  witbio. 
Learn  then,  ye  living  1  by  the  months  be  taught 
Of  all  these  sepulchres,  instructors  true, 
That,  soon  or  late,  death  also  is  your  lot. 
And  the  next  op'ning  grave  may  yawn  for  you. 


OK  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

FOR  THE  TEAR    1789. 

— Piacidaque  ibi  demnm  morte  qnievit        Vir^.  ' 
There  calm  at  length  he  breath 'd  his  soul  away* 

"O  MOST  delightful  hour  by  man 

Experienced  here  below, 
The  hour  that  terminates  his  span. 

His  folly,  and  his  wo  ! 

"  Worlds  should  not  bribe  me  back  to  tread 

Again  life's  dreary  waste. 
To  see  again  my  day  o'erspread 

With  all  the  gloomy  past. 
"  My  home  henceforth  is  in  the  skies, 

Berth,  seas,  and  sun  adieu  ! 
All  Heav'n  unfolded  to  my  eyes, 

I  have  no  sight  for  you." 
So  spake  Aspasio,  firm  possessed 

Of  faith's  supporting  rod, 
Then  breathed  his  soul  into  it's  rest. 

The  bosom  of  his  God. 
He  was  a  man  among  the  few 

Sincere  on  virtue's  side  ; 
And  all  his  strength  from  Scripture  drew. 

To  hourly  use  applied. 
That  rule  he  prii'd,  by  that  he  fear'd. 

He  hated,  hop'd,  and  lov'd  ; 
Nor  ever  frown'd,  or  sad  appear'd. 

But  when  his  heart  had  rov'd. 
For  he  was  frail,  as  thou  or  I, 

And  evil  felt  within : 
But,  when  he  fait  it,  heav'd  a  sigh, 

And  loatb'd  the  thoaght  of  sin. 
Such  liv'd  Aspasio  ;  and  at  last 

Call'd  up  from  Earth  to  Heav'n, 
The  gulf  of  death  triumphant  pass'd. 

By  gales  of  bles:>ing  driv'n. 
*'  Hi$yoy%  be  muie,"  each  Reader  cries, 

"  When  my  last  hour  arrives :" 
'<  Tbey  shall  be  yours,"  my  VerM  replks, 

«  Such  only  be  your  livea."   *       • 

3-A 
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ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 


P0»  THE  YEAR  1790, 

A 

Ne  commonentein  reola  sperae.  BacfaanaD. 

Despise  not  mj  good  counsel. 

He  who  sits  from  day  to  day. 

Where  the  priaonM  lark  is  him;, 
Heedless  of  his  loudest  lay. 

Hardly  knows  that  he  has  sung. 
Where  the  watchman  in  his  round 

Nightly  lifts  bis  voice  on  high. 
None  accustomed  to  the  sound, 

Wakes  the  sooner  for  his  cry. 
So  your  verse-man  I,  and  cTerk, 

Yearly  in  my  song  proclaim 
Death  at  hand — ^yourselves  his  mark — 

And  the  foe's  unerring  aim. 
Duly  at  my  time  I  come, 

Publishing  to  all  aloud— 
"  Soon  the  grave  must  be  year  home. 

And  your  only  suit,  a  ibioud." 
But  the  monitory  strain,' 

Oft  repeated  m  your  ears. 
Seems  to  sound  too  much  in  vain. 

Wins  no  notice,  wakes  no  fears.  ' 
Can  a  truth,  by  all  confessed 

Of  such  magnitude  and  weight. 
Grow,  by  being  oft  impressed. 

Trivial  as  a  parrot's  prate  ? 
Pleasure's  call  attention  wins, 

Hear  it  often  as  we  may ; 
New  as  ever  seem  our  sins. 

Though  committed  evVy  day. 
Death  and  Judgment,  Heav^  and  Hell— 

These  alone,  so  often  heard. 
No  more  move  us  than  the  bell. 

When  some  stranger  is  interr'd. 
O  then,  eie  the  turf  or  tomb 

Cover  us  horn  ev'ry  eye. 
Spirt  of  instruotien  come, 

Make  iia  learn,  that  we  must  die. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 
poa  ma  vBAa  179£. 
Felix,  qui  potuit  rerum  cognoscere  causas, 
Atque  melus  omnes  et  inexorabile  fatum 
Subjecit  pedibus,  strepitumque  Achcrontis  avari ! 
«  ,  Virg. 

Happy  the  mortal,  who  has  trac'd  efiecte 
To  their  first  cause,  cast  fear  beneath  his  feet, 
And  Death,  and  roaring  Hell's  voracious  fires  ! 

TiiAWKtsss  for  favours  from  dh  high, 

Man  thinks  he  fedes  too  soon ; 
Though  'tis  his  privilege  to  die, 

Would  he  improve  the  boon. 
But  he,  not  wise  enough  to  scan 

His  blest  concerns  aright. 
Would  gladly  stretch  life's  little  span 

To  ages,  if  he  might. 


To  ages  in  a  world  of  pain. 

To  ages,  where  he  goes 
GalI'd  by  afllictkm's  heavy  chain. 

And  hopeless  of  repose. 
Strange  fondness  of  the  human  hearty 

Enamour'd  of  it's  harm  \ 
Strange  world,  that  costs  it  so  moch  smart. 

And  still  has  pow'r  to  charm. 
Whence,  has  the  worid  her  magic  pow'r  ? 

Why  deem  we  death  a  foe  ? 
Recoil  from  weary  life's  best  hour. 

And  covet  longer  wo? 

The  cause  is  Conscience — Conicieoee  oft 

Her  tale  of  guilt  renews : 
Her  voice  is  terrible  though  soft. 

And  dread  of  death  < 


Then,  anxioQS  to  be  longer  spar'd, 
Man  mourns  his  fleeting  breath : 

All  evils  then  seem  light,  compar'd 
With  the  approach  of  Death. 

Tisjudgment  shakes  him;  there's  the  fear, 

.  That  prompts  the  wish  to  stay : 
He  has  incurPd  a  long  arrear, 

I  And  must  deipair  to  pay. 
Pa^ .'^follow  Christ,  and  all  is  paid; 

His  death  your  peace  ensures  ; 
Think  on  the  grave  wbeie  iie  was  laid. 
And  calm  descend  to  ^oar<. 


ON  A  SIMILAR  OCCASION, 

FOR   THE  TEAa    1793. 

De  sacris  autem'  base  sit  una  sententia,  ut  coo- 
serventur.  CK.dsL9. 


But  let  us  alt  concur  hi  Ibb  o 
things  saeiedte  inviolate. 

He  lives,  who  lives  to  God  alon^ 

And  ail  are  dead  beside ; 
For  other  source  than  Qod  is  none 

)Vhence  life  can  be  suj^ied. 
To  live  to  God  is  to  requite 

His  love  as  best  we  may : 
To  make  his  precepts  onr  deiigbt. 

His  promiyes  our  sUy, 
But  life,  within  a  narrow  nog 

Of  giddy  joys  oompris'd. 
Is  felsely  nam'd,  and  ne  such  thing. 

But  rather  death  di^guisU 
Can  life  in  them  deserve  the  i 

Who  only  live  to  prove 
For  what  poor  toys  they  can  <ii«**i*tM« 

An  endle»  life  above  ? 

Who,  nmch  diseas'd,  yet  nothing  fed; 

Much  menac'd,  nothing  dread  ^ 
^  Have  wounds,  which  only  Qed  caa  faeal» 

Yet  never  ask  his  aid  ? 
Who  deem  his  house  a  naalesiplaoe^ 

Faith,  want  of  common  sense  ; 
And  ardour  in  the  Cbristiaa  race, 

A  hypocrite's  pretence  ? 


tint 


Digitized  by  LjOOQ IC 


EPITAPHS.. •.TREATMENT  OF  HIS.HARBS. 


r«j 


Who  trnnple  order ;  and  the  day, 

Which  God  aseeitthis  own, 
Dbfaoooar  with  nnhallow'd  play, 

And  worship  chance  alone  ? 
If  scorn  of  God's  commands,  impress'd 

On  word  and  deed,  imply 
The  better  part  of  man  unblessM 

With  life  that  cannot  die  ^ 

Such  want  it,  and  that  want,  uncuHd 

Till  man  resigns  his  breath,  ^ 
Speaks  him  a  criminal,  assured' 

Of  everlastiDg  death. 
Sad  period  to  *  pleasant  coarse  ! 

Yet  so  will  God  repay 
Sabbaths  profiin'd  without  remorse. 

And  mercy  cast  away. 


INSCRIPTION; 

fOa  THB  TOMB  OP  Ma.   HAMILTOV. 

Pausb  hear  and  think  :  a  monitory  rhime 
Demands  one  moment  of  thy  fleeting  time. 

Consult  life's  silent  clock,  thy  bonnding  vein ; 
Seems  it  to  say^*<  Health  here  has  long  to  reign  ?' 
Hast  thou  the  Tigonr  of  thy  youth  ?  an  eye 
That  beams  delight  ?  a  heart  untaught  to  sigh  ? 
Yet  fear.     Youth,  oftimes  healthfol  and  at  ease, 
Aotictpates  a  day  it  nerertees ; 
And  many  a  tomb,  like  Hamiltoii's,  akmd 
Eaolaims,  '*  Prepare  thee  for  an  early  shroud.'' 


EPITAPH  ON  A  HARE. 

HsRB  lies,  whom  hound  did  ne*cr  pursue, 

Kor  swifter  greyhonnd  follow. 
Whose  foot  ne'er  tainted  morning  dew. 

Nor  ear  heard  huntsman's  hallo'. 
Old  Tiney,  surliest  of  his  kind. 

Who,  nurs'd  with  tender  care, 
And  to  domestic  bounds  confin'd. 

Was  still  a  wild  Jack-hare. 

Though  duly  from  my  hand  he  took 

His  pittance  ev'ry  nighL 
He  did  it  with  a  jealous  look. 

And,  when  he  could,  woold  bite. 
Hts  diet  was  of  wheaten  bread. 

And  milk,  and  oats,  and  straw ; 
Thistles,  or  lettuces  instead. 

With  sAid  to  scour  his  maw. 

On  twigs  of  hawthorn  he  regai'd. 

On  pippins'  russet  peel. 
And,  when  his  juicy  salads  lail'd. 

Sliced  carrot  pleas'd  him  well. 
A  Turkey  carpet  was  his  lawn. 

Whereon  he  lov'd  to  bound. 
To  skip  and  gamble  like  a  faw  n 

And  swing  his  rump  around. 
His  frisking  was  at  ev'nmg  hours. 

For  then  he  lost  his  fear. 
But  mo^  before  approaching  %how'ny 

Or  when  a  storm  drew  near. 


Bight  yOars  and  five  round-rolling  moons 

He  thus  saw  steal  away, 
Dozing  out  all  bis  idle  noons, 

And  ev'ry  night  at  play. 
I  kept  him  for  his  humour's  sake. 

For  he  would  oftbegirile 
My  heart  of  thoughts,  that  made  it  ache. 

And  force  me  to  a  smile. 
But  now  beneath  his  walnut  shade 

He  finds  his  long  iasVbome, 
And  waiu,  in  snug  conoenhnant  laid,  - 

Till  gentler  Puss  shall  come. 
He,  still  more  aged,  feels  the  shocks. 

From  which  no  care  ean  save. 
And,  partner  once  of  Tiney's  booE, 

Must  soon  partake  his  grave. 


EPITAPHIUM  ALTERUM. 


Hie  etiam  jaeet, 
Qui  toiiim  novennium  vixit. 


Siste  paulisper, 

Qui  prsBterituros  es, 

Et  tecum  sic  raputa — 

Huoc  neque  caois  venatious. 

Nee  plumbum  missile. 

Nee  laqoes, 

Nee  imbres  nimti, 

Confecere: 

Tamen  mortuus  < 

Etmoriarego. 


The  foiiowing  Aceouut  V*  Ue  TnaUMtU  qf  his 
Hares,  wa$  inserted  by  Mr,  Ckntper  in  ike  Oen- 
ileman^s  Magaune,  whence  it  is  transcribed. 

In  the  year  1774,  being  much  indispoeed  both  in 
mind  and  body,  incapable  of  dtterting  m3rse!f 
either  with  company  or  books,  and  yet  In  a  condi- 
tion that  made  some  direnion  necessary,  I  was 
glad  of  any  thing,  that  would  engage  my  attention 
without  fatiguing  it  The  children  of  a  neighbour 
of  mine  had  a  leveret  giren  them  for  a  plaything  ; 
it  was  at  that  time  about  three- months  old.  Un- 
derstanding better  how  to  tease  the  poor  creature 
than  to  feed  it,  and  soon  becoming  weary  of  their 
charge,  they  readily  consented  that  their  father, 
who  saw  it  pining  and  growing  leaner  every  day, 
should  offer  it  to  my  acceptance.  ,1  was  willing 
enough  to  take  the  prisoner  under  my  protection, 
perceiving  that,  in  the  management  of  50ch  an 
animal,  and  in  the  attempt  t<5  tame  it,  I  should  find 
jnst  that  sort  of  employment,  which  my  case  re- 
quired. It  was  soon  knnwn  among  the  neighbours, 
that  i  was  pleajsed  with  tlie  present;  and  the 
consequenee  was,  that  in  a  short  time  I  had  as  ma- 
ny leverets  offcreil  to  me,  as  would  have  stocked  a 
piddock.  I  undertook  the  care  of  three,  which  it 
is  necessary  that  I  should  here  distinguish  by  the 
names  I  gave  them — ^Puss,  Tiocy,  imd  Bess. 
Notwithstanding  the  two  feminine  appellatives,  I 
must  inform  you,  that  they  were  all  males.  Iihme- 
diately  commencing  carpenter,  I  built  them  houses 
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to  sleep  inj  each  had  a  leparate  apartmeDt,  so 
contrived,  that  their  ordure  would  pass  through  the 
bottom  of  it;  an  earthen  pan  placed  nuder  each 
received  whatsoever  fell,  which  being  duly  emptied 
and  washed,  they  were  thus  kept  perfectly  sweet 
and  clean.  In  the  day-time  they  had  the  range  of 
a  hall,  and  at  night retir'd  each  to  his  own  bed,  ne- 
ver intmding  into  that  of  another. 

Puss  grew  presently  familiar,  would  leap  into  my 
hp,  raise  himself  upon  his  hinder  feet,  and  bite  the 
hair  from  my  temples.  He  wonld  suffer  me,  to 
take  him  up,* and  to  carry  him  about  in  ihy  arms, 
and  has  moie  than  once  fallen  fast  ableep  upon  my 
knee.  He  was  ill  three  days,  during  which  time  I 
luubccl  him,  kept  him  apart  from  bis  fellows,  that 
tiiey  might  not  molest  him  (for,  like  many  other 
wild  uniuials,  they  persecute  one  of  their  own  spe- 
cies that  is  sick),  and  by  constant  care,  and  trying 
him  with  a  variety  of  herbs,  restored  him  to  perfect 
health.  No  creature  could  be  more  grateful  t^an 
my  patient  after  his  recot*ery$  a  sentiment  which 
he  most  significantly  expressed  by  licking  my  hand, 
first  the  back  of  it,  then  the  palm,  then  every  finger 
•eparatr  ly,  then  between  all  the  fingers,  as  if  anxi- 
ous to  leave  no  part  of  it  unsaluted  ;  a  ceremony 
which  he  never  performed  but  once  again  upon  a 
similar  occasion.  Finding  him  extremely  tracta- 
ble, I  made  it  my  custom  to  carry  him  always 
after  breakfast  into  tlie  garden,  where  he  hid  him- 
self generally  under  the  leaves  of  a  cucumber  vine, 
sleeping  or  chewing  the  cud  till  evening ;  in  the 
leaves  al^o  of  that  vine  he  found  a  favourite  repast. 
1  had  not  long  habituated  him  to  this  taste  of  liber- 
ty, bofoie  he  began  to  be  impatient  for  the  return 
of  the  time  when  he  might  enjoy  it.  He  would 
invite  mc  to  the  garden  by  drumming  upon  my 
knee,  and  by  a  look  of  such  expression,  as  it  was 
not  po>.sil)le  to  misinterpret.  If  this  rhetoric  did 
not  immediately  succeed,  he  would  take  the  skirt 
of  my  coat  between  his  teeth,  and  pull  at  it  with  all 
his  force.  Thus  Puss  might  be  said  to  be  perfectly 
tamed,  the  shyness  of  his  nature  was  done  away, 
and  on  the  whole  it  was  visible  by  many  symptoms, 
which  I  have  not  room  to  enumerate,  that  he  was 
hap|)ier  in  human  society,  than  when  shut  up 
with  his  natural  companions. 

Not  so  Tiney  ;  upon  him  the  kindest  treatment 
had  not  the  least  effect.  He  too  was  sick,  and  in 
his  sickness  had  an  equal  &hare  of  my  attention-; 
but  if,  after  his  recovery,  1  took  the  liberty  to 
stroke  him,  be  would  gruut,  strike  with  his  fore 
feet,  spring  forward,  and  bite.  He  was  however 
very  entertaining  in  his  way ;  even  his  surline&s 
was  matter  of  mirth,  and  in  his  play  h6  preserved 
such  an  air  of  gravityj  and  performed  Kis  feats 
with  such  a  solemnity  of  manner,  that  in  him  too 
]  bad  an  agfeeable  companion. 

Befcs,  who  died  soon  after  he  was  full  grown,  and 
whose  death  was  occasioned  hy  his  being  turned  into 
his  box,  which  had  been  washed,  while  it  was  yet 
4amp,  was  a  hare  of  great  humour  and  drollery. 
Puss  was  tamed  by  gentle  usage ;  Tiney  was  not  to 
be  tamed  at  all;  and  Bess  had  a  courage  and  con- 
fidence, that  made  him  tame  from  tbe^  begiiming. 
i  always  admitted  them  into  the  parlour  after  sup- 
per, when,  the  carpet  afi'ording  their  feet  a  firm 
hold,  they  would  fri;>k,  and  bound,  and  t>lay  a 
thuusauJ  gambols,  in  which  Bess,  beiug  remarka- 


bly strong  and  fearless,  was  always  superior  to  tlie 
rest,  and  prov'd  himself  the  Vestric  of  the  party* 

One  evening  the  cat,  being  in  the  room,  had  the 
hardiness  to  pat  Bess  upon  the  cheek,  an  indignity 
which  he  resented  by  drumming  upon  her  back  witU 
such  violence,  that  the  cat  was  happy  to  escape 
from  under  his  paws  and  hide  herself. 

I  describe  these  animals  as  having  each  a  cha- 
racter of  his  own.  Such  they  were  in  fact,  and 
their  countenances  were  so  expressive  of  that 
character,  that,  when  I  looked  only  on  the  &ce  oC 
either,  I  immediately  knew  which  it  was.  It  is  said, 
that  a  shepherd,  however  numerons  his  flock,  soon 
becomes  so  familiar  with  their  features,,  that  be 
can,  by  that  indication  only,  diatinguiah  each  from 
all  the  rest;  and  yet,  to  a  common  ofaaerrer,  the 
d  ifiereoce  is  hardly  perceptible.  I  doubt  not  that  the 
same  discrimination  in  the  cast  of  coanteBanees 
would  be  discoverable  in  bares,  and  am  pemaded 
that  among  a  thousand  of  them  no  two  can  be  fooad 
exactly  similar ;  a  circumstance  little  suspected  by 
tho^,  who  have  not  had  opportunity  to  observe 
it.  These  creatures  have  a  singular  sagacity  ia 
discovering  the  minutest  alteration  that  is  made 
in  the  place  to  which  they  are  stocustoined,  and 
instantly  apply  their  note  to  the  examioatko  of  a 
new^  object.  A  small  hole  being  burnt  in  the  caipet, 
it  was  mended  with  a  patch,  and  that  patch  in  a 
'  moment  underwent  the  strictest  scrutiny.  Tbey 
seem  too  to  be  very  much  directed  by  the  smell  la 
the  choice  of  their  fevourites  :  to  some  peisoss, 
though  they  saw  them  daily,  they  ooaM  never  be 
reconciled,  and  would  even"  scream  when  they  at- 
tempted to  touch  them ;  hut  a  miller  comiag  in 
engaged  their  affections  at  once ;  his  powdered  coat 
had  charms  that  were  irresi&tible.  It  is  no  wonder, 
that  my  intimate  acquaintance  with  these  speci- 
mens of  the  kind  has  taught  me  to  hold  the  sports* 
man*8  amusement  in  abhorrence  ;  he  little  knows 
what  amiable  creatures  he  persecutes,  of  what 
gratitude  they  are  capable,  how  cheerful  tbey  an 
in  their  spirits,  what  enjoyment  they  have  of  life, 
and  that,  impressed  as  they  seem  with  a  peculiar 
dread  of  man,  it  is  only  because  man  gives  them 
pecul  iar  cause  for  it 

That  I  may  not  be  too  tedious,  I  will  just  gives 
short  summary  of  those  articles  of  diet  that  &ait 
them  best 

I  take  it  to  be  a  general  opinion,  that  they  graze, 
but  it  is  an  erroneous  one,  at  least  grass  is  nU 
their  staple ;  they  seem  rather  to  use  it  raedicinaU 
ly,  soon  quitting  it  for  leaves  of  almost  any  kand. 
Sowtblstle,  dandelion,  and  lettuce,  are  their  h- 
vourite  vegetables,  especially  the  last  I  discover- 
ed by  accident,  that  fine  white  sand  is  in  great 
estimation  with  them ;  I  suppose  as  a  digestive.  It 
happened  that  I  was  cleaning  a  bird-cage  wlule  ths 
hares  were  with  me ;  1  placed  a  pot  filled  with 
such  sand  upon  the  floor,  which  being  at  once  di- 
rected to  by  a  strong  instinct,  they  devoured  vora- 
ciously ;^  since  that  time  I  have  generally  taken 
care,  to  see  them  well  supplied  with  it  Tbey 
account  green  com  a  delicacy,  both  blade  and 
stalk,  but  the  ear  they  seldom  eat :  straw  of  any 
kind,  especially  wheat-straw,  is  another  of  tbrtr 
dainties;  tbey  will  feed  greedily  upon  oats,  but  if 
furnished  with  clean  straw,  never  want  them ;  it 
serves  tbeon  atoofor  a  bed, and,  if  ibakea ^p daily. 
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will  be  1t«ptiweet  and  dry  for  a  coosiderable  time. 
They  do  not  indeed  require  aromatic  herbs,  but  will 
eat  a  small  quantity  of  tbem  With  great  relish,  and 
are  particularly  fond  of  the  plant  called  mask; 
they  seem  to  resemble  sheep  in  this,  that,  if  their 
pasture  be  too  snocolent,  they  are  very  subject  to 
the  rot;  to  prevent  idiich,  I  always  made  bread 
their  principal  nourishment,  and,  fiUmg  a  pan  with 
ft  out  into  small  squares,  placed  it  every  evening 
io  their  chambers,  for  they  feed  only  at  evening  and 
in  the  night :  during  the  winter,  when  vegetables 
were  not  to  be  got,  I  mingled  this  mess  ol  bread 
with  shreds  of  carrot,  adding  to  it  the  rind  of  ap- 
ples cut  extremely  thin  ;  for,  thoojgh  they  are 
fond  of  the  paring,  the  apple  itself  disgusts  tfaon. 
These  however  not  being  a  sufficient  substitute  for 
the  juice  of  summer  herbs,  they  must  at  this  time 
be  supplied  with  water  ;  but  so  placed,  that  they 
cannot  overset  it  in  their  beds.    I  must  not  omit, 
that  occasionally  they  are  much  pleas'd  with  twigb 
of  hawthorn,  and  of  the  common  brier,  eating  even 
the  very  wood  when  it  is  of  considerable  thick- 


Bess,  I  have  said,  died  young ;  Tiney  lived  to  be 
nine  years  old,  and  died  at  last,  I  have  reason  to 
think,  of  some  hurt  in  his  loins  by  a  foil ;  Puss  b 
«dU  living,  and  has  just  completed  hb  tenth  year, 
discovering  no  signs  of  decay,  nor  even  of  age, 
except  that  be  is  grown  more  discreet  and  less 


frolicsome  than  he  was.  I  cannot  conclude  with- 
out observing,  that  I  have  lately  introduced  a  ttog 
to  his  acquaintance,  a  spaniel  that  had  dever  seen 
a  haie,  to  a  hare  that  bad  never  seen  a  spaniel.  I 
did  it  with  great  caution,  but  there  was  no  real 
need  of  it  Puss  disoovered  no  token  of  foar,  nor 
Marquis  the  least  symptom  of  hostility.  There  is 
therefore,  it  should  seem,  no  natural  antipathy 
between  dog  and  have,  but  the  pursuit  of  the  one 
occasions  the  flight  of  the  other,  and  the  dog  pur- 
sues because  he  is  trained  to  it ;  they  eat  bread  at 
the  same  time  out  of  the  same  hand,  and  are  in  all 
respects  sociable  and  friendly. 

1  should  not  do  complete  justice  to  my  subject, 
did  I  not  add,  that  they  have  no  ill  scent  belonging 
to  them,  that  they  are  indefotigably  nice  in 
keeping  themselves  clean,  for  which  purpose  nature 
has  furnished  them  with  a  brash  under  each  foot; 
and  that  they  are  never  nifested  by  any  vermin. 

May«8,  1784. 


MeUORAMOOM  V0VVS>  AllOXG  Bit.  COWPER^S  PAFBRS; 

Tuesday,  March  9,  1786. 
Tbis  day  died  poor  Puss,  aged  efeven  years 
eleven  months.    He  died  between  twelve  and  one 
at  noon,  of  mere  old  ag^  and  apparently  without 
pain. 
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